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INTRODUCTION 


I 

I  had  occasion  last  year  to  point  out  that  the  period  of  literary 
transition  in  American  writing  appeared  to  be  drawing  to  a  close. 
A  new  generation  of  writers  had  appeared  after  the  war  who  found 
the  popular  magazines  closed  to  them  and  founded  magazines  of 
their  own  in  order  that  their  work  might  find  an  audience.  It 
was  from  these  magazines  that  such  significant  writers  as  Ernest 
Hemingway,  Morley  Callaghan,  Katherine  Anne  Porter,  Caroline 
Gordon,  Kay  Boyle,  and  Erskine  Caldwell  won  such  critical  es¬ 
teem  as  forced  the  more  popular  magazines  to  take  account  of 
them.  I  suggested  that  the  future  probably  lay  with  the  new 
magazines,  and  added  by  implication  that  in  so  far  as  these  maga¬ 
zines  printed  experimental  work,  it  would  be  well  to  consider  how 
far  this  experimentation  was  taking  over  from  the  past  a  sub¬ 
structure  of  tradition.  Finally,  I  stated  that  in  my  opinion  the 
period  of  ferment  was  over  and  that  the  period  of  integration 
had  begun. 

John  Chamberlain,  in  the  course  of  a  stimulating  and  acute 
article  in  The  New  Republic  entitled  “The  Short  Story  Muddles 
On,”  was  prompted  to  examine  these  statements  of  mine,  and 
particularly  to  inquire  what  kind  of  integration  it  was  to  which 
I  referred.  He  pointed  out  with  considerable  justice  that  many 
of  the  writers  whose  work  I  printed  last  year  appeared  to  have 
evolved  a  behavioristic  system  because  they  had  been  influenced 
not  quite  logically  by  Ernest  Hemingway.  There  is  substance  in 
the  accusation,  but  some  confusion  to  my  mind  in  Mr.  Chamber¬ 
lain’s  diagnosis.  Behaviorism  as  a  substitute  for  a  philosophy  of 
life  is  certainly  rife  in  America.  It  is  in  the  air  which  every 
American  short  story  writer  is  compelled  to  breathe.  It  does  not 
enter,  however,  into  Ernest  Hemingway’s  philosophy  of  life,  and 
the  writers  who  have  been  most  influenced  by  him  have  largely 
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nullified  any  beneficent  influence  which  Mr.  Hemingway  might 
have  had  upon  their  work  by  imposing  behaviorism  upon  his 
vision  of  life. 

It  is  naturally  clear  to  Mr.  Chamberlain  that  behaviorism  is 
a  form  of  disintegration  for  the  simple  reason  that  it  is  a  complete 
denial  of  the  will.  I  heartily  agree  with  him  in  deploring  its 
influence  which  is  sufficiently  obvious  among  many  of  the  best 
younger  American  writers.  Despite  behaviorism,  I  am  neverthe¬ 
less  compelled  to  affirm  once  more  that  the  period  of  literary 
integration  has  begun.  This  integration  is  neither  specially  phil¬ 
osophical  nor  specially  psychological,  and  it  certainly  has  nothing 
to  do  one  way  or  the  other  with  ethics.  The  integration  of  which 
I  am  speaking  is  characterized  by  a  general  sense  of  wholeness. 
A  story  tends  to  start  clean,  to  discard  irrelevancies,  to  see  lucidly, 
to  allow  no  falsities,  to  rub  in  no  morals,  to  discover  and  reveal 
life.  The  old  pretentiousness  is  gone.  The  false  sentiment  is 
gone.  The  “hard-boiled”  mask  is  gone.  The  reader  is  now  con¬ 
fronted  with  two  or  three  people  and  a  situation. 

The  short  story  is  just  beginning  to  justify  itself  as  a  separate 
form.  The  old  conception  of  an  artificial  plot  imposed  too  much 
strain  on  the  form,  and  turned  the  short  story  into  something 
very  much  like  a  potted  novel.  In  the  new  short  story,  plot  is  a 
servant  and  not  a  master,  as  a  machine  should  be.  Needless  to 
say,  in  the  transition  towards  the  new  short  story,  we  have  had 
to  put  up  with  a  great  deal  of  sprawling  and  formlessness.  Take 
away  the  plot  from  the  old  sort  of  prize  story,  and  nothing  was 
left.  The  old  sort  of  prize  story  writer,  when  he  follows  the 
fashion  and  throws  his  plot  away,  is  certainly  bankrupt,  but  I 
do  not  see  why  this  should  concern  a  serious  artist.  An  artist 
will  always  impose  adequate  form  on  his  material,  and  as  the 
new  forms  become  more  familiar,  their  significance  and  scope 
will  become  increasingly  clear. 

The  problem  still  remains  as  to  how  the  younger  artists  are 
to  find  their  public.  In  magazines  such  as  Harper’s  Magazine 
and  The  American  Mercury,  the  articles  are  crowding  out  the 
short  stories.  The  article  is,  in  fact,  tending  to  borrow  some 
characteristics  of  the  short  story,  and  a  bastard  form  is  growing 
up.  Correspondingly,  and  this  is  all  to  the  good,  short  stories 
are  now  shorter  than  they  used  to  be.  The  good  short  story  of 
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two  thousand  or  twenty-five  hundred  words  is  not  welcome  in 
most  American  magazines.  The  Nation  and  The  New  Republic 
seem  to  me  to  be  neglecting  one  of  their  natural  and  obvious 
functions  by  not  publishing  these  shorter  stories.  In  England 
they  appear  regularly  as  a  valued  feature  in  such  papers  as  The 
New  Statesman,  The  Saturday  Review,  Time  and  Tide  and  The 
Spectator. 

The  experiment  made  by  a  group  of  American  writers  in  pub¬ 
lishing  quarterly  a  small  mimeographed  periodical  called  The 
Gyroscope  has  been  followed  this  year  by  a  second  group  who 
have  just  issued  a  magazine  called  Story.  The  first  number  pub¬ 
lished  eight  short  stories  which,  I  understand,  had  gone  the  round 
of  the  American  magazines  unsuccessfully.  I  am  printing  three 
of  these  stories  this  year.  I  think  it  will  be  obvious  at  once  that 
they  are  the  best  part  of  the  year’s  output.  The  issue  of  such  a 
periodical  is  attended  with  little  or  no  expense.  The  results  are 
immediate  and  practical.  Half  a  dozen  of  these  mimeographed 
periodicals  would  affect  a  speedy  change  in  the  stereotyped  out¬ 
look  of  the  American  editor.  I  notice  that  the  work  of  Caroline 
Gordon,  Janet  Lewis,  and  Katherine  Anne  Porter  became  purchas¬ 
able  by  American  editors  immediately  after  the  appearance  of 
The  Gyroscope.  I  also  notice  that  Kay  Boyle,  who  is  a  con¬ 
tributor  to  Story,  has  stories  in  the  current  issues  of  Scribner's 
Magazine  and  Harper’s  Magazine.  It  begins  to  look  as  if  the 
editorial  dykes  were  breaking. 


II 

To  repeat  what  I  have  said  in  these  pages  in  previous  years,  for 
the  benefit  of  the  reader  as  yet  unacquainted  with  my  standards 
and  principles  of  selection,  I  shall  point  out  that  I  have  set  my¬ 
self  the  task  of  disengaging  the  essential  human  qualities  in  our 
contemporary  fiction,  which,  when  chronicled  conscientiously  by 
our  literary  artists,  may  fairly  be  called  a  criticism  of  life.  I  am 
not  at  all  interested  in  formulae,  and  organized  criticism  at  its  best 
would  be  nothing  more  than  dead  criticism,  as  all  dogmatic  inter¬ 
pretation  of  life  is  always  dead.  What  has  interested  me,  to  the 
exclusion  of  other  things,  is  the  fresh,  living  current  which  flows 
through  the  best  American  work,  and  the  psychological  and  im- 
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aginative  quality  which  American  writers  have  conferred  upon  it. 

No  substance  is  of  importance  in  fiction,  unless  it  is  organic 
substance,  that  is  to  say,  substance  in  which  the  pulse  of  life  is 
beating.  Inorganic  fiction  has  been  our  curse  in  the  past,  and 
bids  fair  to  remain  so,  unless  we  exercise  much  greater  artistic 
discrimination  than  we  display  at  present. 

The  present  record  covers  the  period  from  May  1,  1930,  to 
April  30,  1931,  inclusive.  During  this  period  I  have  sought  to 
select  from  the  magazine  stories  published  by  American  authors 
those  which  have  rendered  life  imaginatively  in  organic  substance 
and  artistic  form.  Substance  is  something  achieved  by  the  artist 
in  every  act  of  creation,  rather  than  something  already  present, 
and  accordingly  a  fact  or  group  of  facts  in  a  story  only  attains 
substantial  embodiment  when  the  artist’s  power  of  compelling 
imaginative  persuasion  transforms  them  into  a  living  truth.  The 
first  test  of  a  short  story,  therefore,  in  any  qualitative  analysis, 
is  to  report  upon  how  vitally  compelling  the  writer  makes  his 
selected  facts  or  incidents.  This  may  be  conveniently  called  the 
test  of  substance. 

But  a  second  test  is  necessary  if  the  story  is  to  take  rank  above 
other  stories.  The  true  artist  will  seek  to  shape  this  living  sub¬ 
stance  into  the  most  beautiful  and  satisfying  form  by  skilful 
selection  and  arrangement  of  his  materials,  and  by  the  most  direct 
and  appealing  presentation  of  it  in  portrayal  and  characterization. 

The  short  stories  which  I  have  examined  in  this  study,  as  in 
previous  years,  have  fallen  naturally  into  four  groups.  The 
first  consists  of  those  stories  which  fail,  in  my  opinion,  to  survive 
either  the  test  of  substance  or  the  test  of  form.  These  stories 
are  not  listed  in  the  yearbook. 

The  second  group  consists  of  those  stories  which  may  fairly 
claim  that  they  survive  either  the  test  of  substance  or  the  test  of 
form.  Each  of  these  stories  may  claim  to  possess  either  distinc¬ 
tion  of  technique  alone,  or  more  frequently,  I  am  glad  to  say,  a 
persuasive  sense  of  life  in  them  to  which  the  reader  responds 
with  some  part  of  his  own  experience.  Stories  included  in  this 
group  are  indicated  in  the  yearbook  index  by  a  single  asterisk  pre¬ 
fixed  to  the  title. 

The  third  group,  which  is  composed  of  stories  of  still  greater 
distinction,  includes  such  narratives  as  may  lay  convincing  claim 
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to  a  second  reading,  because  each  of  them  has  survived  both 
tests,  the  test  of  substance  and  the  test  of  form.  Stories  included 
in  this  group  are  indicated  in  the  yearbook  index  by  two  asterisks 
prefixed  to  the  title. 

Finally,  I  have  recorded  the  names  of  a  small  group  of  stories 
which  possess,  I  believe,  the  even  finer  distinction  of  uniting  gen¬ 
uine  substance  and  artistic  form  in  a  closely  woven  pattern  with 
such  sincerity  that  these  stories  may  fairly  claim  a  position  in 
American  literature.  If  all  these  stories  by  American  authors 
were  republished,  they  would  not  occupy  more  space  than  a  few 
novels  of  average  length.  My  selection  of  them  does  not  imply 
the  critical  belief  that  they  are  great  stories.  A  year  which  pro¬ 
duced  one  great  story  would  be  an  exceptional  one.  It  is  simply 
to  be  taken  as  meaning  that  I  have  found  the  equivalent  of  a 
few  volumes  worthy  of  republication  among  all  the  stories  pub¬ 
lished  during  the  period  under  consideration.  These  stories  are 
indicated  in  the  yearbook  index  by  three  asterisks  prefixed  to  the 
title,  and  are  listed  in  the  special  “Roll  of  Honor.”  In  compiling 
these  lists,  I  have  permitted  no  personal  preference  or  prejudice 
to  influence  my  judgment  consciously.  Several  stories  which  I 
dislike  personally  are  to  be  found  on  the  “Roll  of  Honor.”  The 
general  and  particular  results  of  my  study  will  be  found  explained 
and  carefully  detailed  in  the  supplementary  part  of  this  volume. 

Edward  J.  O’Brien. 

Oxford, 

June  26,  1931. 


CONTENTS 


Introduction.  By  the  Editor . 

The  Enigma.  By  Louis  Adamic . 

(From  The  American  Mercury ) 

The  Sound  That  Frost  Makes.  By  Solon  R.  Barber 

(From  Agora ) 

Only  We  Are  Barren.  By  Alvah  C.  Bessie 
(From  The  Hound  and  Horn ) 

Rest  Cure.  By  Kay  Boyle . 

(From  Story ) 

Tabloid  News.  By  Louis  Bromfield  .... 

(From  Cosmopolitan) 

A  Day  in  the  Country.  By  Whit  Burnett 

(From  Story) 

Dorothy.  By  Erskine  Caldwell . 

(From  Scribner’s  Magazine) 

The  Young  Priest.  By  Morley  Callaghan  . 

(From  The  New  Yorker) 

Water  Never  Hurt  a  Man.  By  Walter  D.  Edmonds 
(From  Harper’s  Magazine) 

That  Evening  Sun  Go  Down.  By  William  Faulkner 
(From  The  American  Mercury) 

Babylon  Revisited.  By  F.  Scott  Fitzgerald 

(From  The  Saturday  Evening  Post) 

One  With  Shakespeare.  By  Martha  Foley 

(From  Story) 

xv 


PAGE 

ix 

3 

24 

27 

47 

55 

70 

81 

88 

95 

104 

122 

143 


xvi  CONTENTS 

The  Flaming  Chariot.  By  Guy  Gilpatric 

(From  The  Saturday  Evening  Post ) 

Fiddlers  of  Moon  Mountain.  By  Emmett  Gowen  . 

(From  The  Pictorial  Review) 


PAG^ 

151 

164 


I  Hear  You,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brown.  By  Josephine  Herbst  179 

(From  This  Quarter) 

The  Other  Side  of  the  Street.  By  Paul  Horgan  .  .189 

(From  The  Yale  Review) 

Fifteen  from  Company  K.  By  William  March  .  .202 

(From  The  Midland) 

The  Other  Room.  By  Don  Marquis . 214 

(From  Harper’s  Magazine) 

A  Pretty  Cute  Little  Stunt.  By  George  Milburn  .  234 

(From  The  American  Mercury) 

Here  We  Are.  By  Dorothy  Parker . 243 

(From  Cosmopolitan) 

Rhodes  Scholar.  By  Allen  Read . 253 

(From  The  American  Oxonian) 


The  Great  Hunter  of  the  Woods.  By  James  Stevens  .  258 

(From  The  Frontier) 


The  Model  House.  By  William  Hazlett  Upson  .  .  267 

(From  The  Saturday  Evening  Post) 

The  Threshing  Ring.  By  Leo  L.  Ward  ....  283 

(From  The  Midland) 

The  Miracle.  By  Anne  Elizabeth  Wilson  ....  298 

(From  Scribner’s  Magazine) 

White  Man’s  Town.  By  Lowry  Charles  Wimberly  .  .303 

(From  The  Forum) 


CONTENTS 

xvii 

The  Yearbook  of  the  American  Short  Story  May 
1930,  to  April  30,  1931  . 5 

1, 

PAGE 

315 

Abbreviations . 

. 

317 

Addresses  of  Magazines  Publishing  Short  Stories 

322 

Roll  of  Honor 

326 

Biographical  Notices . 

# 

330 

The  Best  Books  of  Short  Stories  of  1931  . 

336 

Volumes  of  Short  Stories  Published  in  the  United 
and  Canada:  An  Index . 

States 

337 

Articles  on  the  Short  Story  in  American  Periodicals:  An 
Index  . 

341 

Index  of  Short  Stories  in  Books  .... 

* 

354 

I.  American  and  Canadian  Authors  . 

• 

354 

II.  British  and  Irish  Authors 

362 

III.  Translations . 

. 

369 

Magazine  Averages . 

. 

372 

Distinctive  Short  Stories  in  American  Magazines 

• 

375 

I.  American  Authors . 

• 

375 

II.  Canadian  Authors . 

• 

389 

III.  British  and  Irish  Authors 

• 

• 

392 

IV.  Translations . 

395 

THE  BEST  SHORT  STORIES  OF  1931 


THE  ENIGMA' 

By  LOUIS  ADAMIC 

(From  The  American  Mercury) 


YEARS  ago  I  ran  a  second-hand  bookstore  in  Los  Angeles. 

One  evening,  just  before  closing  time,  a  taxi  drove  up  and 
a  man  came  in.  There  were  no  other  customers  in  the  place; 
only  a  few  chronic  browsers,  whose  attention,  like  my  assistant’s 
and  my  own,  turned  immediately  to  the  newcomer.  He  stopped 
in  the  center  of  the  shop,  looked  around  a  while,  then  walked 
to  the  shelves  marked  “Technical”  as  though  he  knew  exactly 
what  he  wanted  and  where  to  get  it. 

He  had  a  striking  appearance:  he  was  well  over  six  feet  tall, 
straight  as  a  column,  and  weighed  about  a  hundred  and  ninety 
pounds.  He  was  solidly  built,  deep-chested  and  broad-shouldered, 
with  powerful  arms  and  legs.  He  moved  with  a  springy  ease  and 
looked  to  be  in  his  late  thirties,  though,  as  I  learned  later,  he 
really  was  on  the  shady  side  of  forty.  Sartorially,  he  seemed  to 
have  just  stepped  out  of  a  men’s-fashion  advertisement — stick, 
gloves,  spats  and  all. 

In  less  than  half  a  minute,  he  picked  out  two  books:  one  on 
the  manufacture  of  calico,  the  other  on  dentistry  in  ancient  times. 
Then,  stepping  to  the  magazine-stand,  he  selected  an  adventure 
story  magazine,  gave  me  a  bill  and,  tapping  the  floor  with  his 
stick,  waited  till  I  wrapped  up  the  package  and  made  the  change; 
whereupon  he  walked  out  to  the  cab  and  drove  off. 

To  my  “Thank  you;  come  again,”  he  had  said,  “Don’t  men¬ 
tion  it;  I  will”  in  a  rich,  resonant  voice  that  rang  in  my  ears 
long  after  he  left.  It  occurred  to  me  that,  if  he  would,  he  could 
outshout  any  one  else  I  had  ever  heard. 

I  had  noticed  his  face,  which  was  anything  but  handsome,  but 
neither  was  it  ugly — a  large,  longish  face,  clean-shaven  and  very 
masculine,  rather  amorphous  on  first  impression,  if  compared  with 
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a  movie  sheik’s,  but  on  closer  scrutiny  revealing  a  definite  har¬ 
mony  of  its  own — a  strong  character. 

He  had  an  emphatic  hooked  nose,  a  slightly  upturned,  broad 
chin,  and  a  large  mouth  with  firm  lips  of  moderate  thickness.  His 
blue-green  eyes  had  a  remote,  impersonal  gaze,  enlivened  momen¬ 
tarily  as  he  spoke  with  an  awry,  unnatural  humor.  His  wide  fore¬ 
head  rose  high  over  the  slow  curve  of  his  dark  eyebrows.  His  big, 
somewhat  misshapen  ear-lobes,  which  stood  away  from  his  head 
under  the  rim  of  his  hat  like  two  damaged  fans,  did  most  to 
endow  his  looks  with  a  suggestion  of  gargoylish  grotesqueness, 
especially  if  one  noticed,  as  I  did  later,  that  when  he  spoke  the 
left  one  wiggled  up  and  down  at  nearly  every  syllable.  His  hair 
was  beginning  to  gray  on  the  sides. 

He  looked  to  be  a  somebody,  certainly  above  pulp-paper  litera¬ 
ture,  and  it  was  hard  to  imagine  why  any  one  in  his  apparent 
circumstances  should  be  interested  in  the  history  of  dentistry 
and  the  manufacture  of  calico.  Perhaps,  I  thought,  he  bought 
the  books  to  present  them  to  some  one  as  a  joke. 

The  next  morning,  soon  after  we  opened,  a  taxi  stopped  in 
front  of  the  store  and  out  of  it  came  our  customer  of  the  previous 
evening  with  the  books  and  magazines  he  had  bought  under  his 
arm.  He  asked  if  I  would  consider  buying  them  back  for,  say, 
one-third  of  what  he  had  paid  for  them.  I  said  yes  and  handed 
him  the  money.  “Thanks! ’’—and  he  walked  out. 

For  five  months  he  came  in  every  day  twice,  morning  and  eve- 
ning,  except  Sundays  and  holidays,  when  the  shop  was  closed. 
He  bought  only  practical  manuals,  text-books  and  technical 
treatises,  ol  which  we  had  over  a  thousand  titles  on  the  shelves 
and  more  in  the  basement:  books  on  dentistry,  calico,  engines, 
forestry,  refrigeration,  marsh  reclamation,  irrigation,  rocks  and 
minerals,  pearl-fishing,  the  flora  and  fauna  of  the  Sierras,  alfalfa¬ 
growing,  and  snakes  in  Mojave.  Once  he  bought  a  couple  of  old 
correspondence-school  courses  on  I  forget  what  subjects;  and 
when  we  ran  out  of  detective  story  magazines  he  usually  took  a 
cowboy  or  mystery  novel  and  a  travel-book,  all  of  which  he  kept 
overnight  and  returned  in  the  morning. 

He  had  us  all  guessing.  We  would  stick  together  the  corners 
of  a  few  pages  in  the  books  and  magazines  that  he  took  out  and 
in  the  morning  he  returned  them  separated,  indicating  that  appar- 
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ently  he  read,  or  at  least  went  through,  them.  He  seemed 
wealthy;  he  always  had  a  roll  of  large  bills  and  wore  a  complete 
new  get-up  every  few  days. 

There  was  but  one  clue  to  the  mystery — that  he  bought  and 
evidently  read  only  trashy  magazines  and  dry  technical  books — 
but,  while  surmising  that  it  was  significant,  none  of  us  succeeded 
in  building  up  a  reasonable  theory  upon  him.  One  of  my  clerks 
considered  him  a  nut,  pure  but  not  so  simple;  the  other  referred 
to  him  as  the  Enigma.  We  dared  one  another  to  try  to  start  a 
conversation  with  him,  but  we  were  all  too  shy,  perhaps  I  should 
say  awed  by  him,  to  venture  a  remark  or  question  that  was  not 
strictly  business.  Then,  too,  I  felt  that,  should  we  try  to  get  per¬ 
sonal  with  him,  he  might  cease  to  patronize  the  store.  Also,  with 
the  taxi  waiting  for  him  outside,  he  seemed  always  to  be  in  a 
great  hurry.  Occasionally,  in  the  evening,  there  was  a  woman 
in  the  cab,  palpably  the  better  type  of  fancy  female — a  different 
one  every  time. 

By-and-by,  our  customers  began  to  take  part  in  our  specula¬ 
tions  about  the  man.  Some  of  them  came  in  regularly  every  night 
just  to  see  him.  Often  the  store  would  be  crowded  like  an  auction- 
room.  In  time  it  became  almost  embarrassing.  They  looked  at 
him  inquisitively  and,  though  he  paid  no  attention  to  them,  I 
knew  that  he  was  not  oblivious  of  their  interest  in  him.  Now 
and  then  he  lingered  a  moment  or  two  after  making  his  purchase, 
gazing  about,  tapping  the  floor  with  his  cane  as  if  trying  to 
remember  something,  grimacing,  noticing  no  one,  keeping  every¬ 
body  in  a  state  of  expectancy,  until,  just  before  stalking  out  in 
his  elegant  way,  he  suddenly  bowed  a  little  to  me  or  whoever 
happened  to  be  at  the  counter. 


II 

One  of  our  customers  was  a  squat  little  Jew  with  a  funny  egg- 
shaped  head,  a  gravely  good-natured  face,  large  soft  eyes,  an  un¬ 
dulating  paunch  and  large  flat  feet,  which  in  walking  he  pitched 
out  sidewise  like  an  aged  cow.  His  name  was  Mr.  Blumberg.  He 
owned  a  trunk  and  leather-goods  business  a  few  blocks  away. 
Like  so  many  Jews  in  all  walks  of  life,  he  had  a  mind  whose 
avidity  for  ideas  was  insatiable,  and  he  came  in  every  few  days 
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and  bought  books  we  recommended.  Sometimes  he  stopped  to 
talk  with  me  or  one  of  the  clerks. 

A  month  after  the  extraordinary  stranger  had  first  appeared,  I 
noticed  that  Blumberg  was  dropping  in  every  evening  about  eight- 
thirty.  Posting  himself  in  a  corner  where  he  could  not  be  seen 
but  was  able  to  observe  every  one  who  came  in,  he  would  wait 
until  a  quarter  to  nine,  when  the  unique  customer  usually  arrived. 
Soon  his  interest  in  the  Enigma  was  greater  than  any  one’s  else. 

One  night  he  waited  till  we  began  to  close  up  and  asked  me  if 
I  had  had  my  dinner  yet,  and  when  I  said  no,  invited  me  to  come 
with  him.  “I  want  to  talk  with  you  about  that  fellow,”  he  added 
in  a  whisper.  The  Enigma  had  been  in,  bought  his  books  and 
left  a  few  minutes  before. 

“He’s  my  customer,  too,”  began  Blumberg,  as  we  sat  down  in 
a  nearby  cafe.  “He  came  into  my  store  for  the  first  time  about 
a  month  ago,  bought  a  fine  wardrobe  trunk  and,  handing  me  his 
card — his  name  is  Chauncey  Gordon — told  me  to  deliver  it  at  his 
rooms  in  the  Marco  Polo,  that  swell  new  apartment-house  on 
Wilshire  they  opened  last  year.  Between  his  coming-in  and 
going-out  there  elapsed  three  minutes  at  the  most — the  shortest 
time  it  ever  took  me  to  make  a  sale. 

“The  fellow  struck  me  kind  o’  queer,  but  Los  Angeles  is  full 
of  funny  people.  Besides,  when  a  party  buys  a  fine  big  trunk, 
the  chances  are  he’s  going  to  travel.  So  in  a  few  days  I  stopped 
wondering  about  him. 

“But  one  morning,  about  the  same  time  as  on  the  first  occasion, 
he  showed  up  again  and  said  that  the  trunk  he’d  bought  was  just 
a  little  too  small.  Would  I  mind  taking  it  back  for,  say,  one- 
third  of  the  retail  price?  His  sudden  reappearance  and  the  wig¬ 
gling  of  his  left  ear,  which  I  just  noticed,  kind  o’  confused  me 
and  before  I  thought  about  it,  I  agreed  to  the  proposition.  He 
said  he  would  be  back  to-morrow  at  quarter  past  ten  and  select  a 
larger  trunk. 

“The  trunk  which  my  delivery-man  fetched  back  was  as  good 
as  new.  I  would’ve  been  willing  to  take  it  back  practically  at 
wholesale,  and  I  started  to  deliberate  with  myself  if  I  shouldn’t 
offer  him  more  than  one-third,  but  at  the  end  decided  to  let  him 
have  it  his  own  way. 

“Sharp  at  ten-fifteen  the  next  morning  he  turned  up  again.  In 
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two  minutes  he  picked  out  another  trunk,  paid  the  difference,  gave 
me  directions  for  delivery  and  left. 

“I  never  had  a  customer  like  him  before.  My  wife  says  there’s 
something  wrong  with  him,  and  I  guess  she’s  right.  To  make  a 
long  story  short,  so  far  he’s  exchanged  the  trunks  six  times.  The 
one  he’s  just  bought  is  always  either  too  small  or  too  large,  too 
wide  or  too  narrow,  or  the  locks  aren’t  just  right.  I  take  it  back 
for  one-third  and  next  day  he  buys  a  new  one. 

“Don’t  imagine,  though,  that  he’s  displeased  with  my  service; 
no,  he’s  quite  matter-of-fact  about  it,  except  sometimes  he  seems 
amused  by  his  difficulties  in  finding  a  suitable  trunk.  Maybe  you 
noticed  that  look  in  his  eyes — queer-like,  aglow  with  a  twisted 
kind  of  humor. 

“Lately,  he  and  I  have  been  getting  acquainted.  Somehow,  he 
interests  me  more  than  any  one  else.  After  the  third  exchange 
of  trunks,  I  worked  up  enough  nerve  to  start  a  conversation  with 
him.  We  talked  about  trunks.  He  knows  more  about  the  busi¬ 
ness  than  I  do.  Then  I  induced  him  to  come  into  my  little  den 
in  back  of  the  store,  where  I  keep  some  books.  When  business  is 
slow,  I  sit  back  there  reading,  sometimes  talking  with  some  friend 
or  salesman  if  one  happens  to  drop  in. 

“Anyway,  I  thought  I’d  interest  Gordon  in  my  books  and  maybe 
find  out  something  about  him  and  his  ideas,  but — no  chance. 
Never  looks  at  my  books.  And  it’s  impossible  to  get  him  to  dis¬ 
cuss  anything  personal,  or  any  abstract  or  general  idea,  or  any¬ 
thing  related  to  the  future  of  society,  or  the  great  moral  and  eco¬ 
nomic  problems.  He’s  willing,  in  fact  eager,  to  talk  to  me,  but 
avoids  everything  that  is,  or  may  lead  to,  something  that  is  inti¬ 
mate,  intangible,  mystical,  unusual  or  controversial.  He  talks 
about  solid  things,  indisputable  facts. 

“Yesterday  I  mentioned  something  I  read  about  the  social 
trends  in  Soviet  Russia,  and  right  away,  in  an  off-hand  way,  he 
referred  to  the  little  model  of  an  old  sailing-ship  on  the  top  of 
my  bookcase  and  then  talked  sailing-ships  for  three  hours  steady, 
while  I  let  my  wife  wait  on  the  customers  in  front. 

“In  the  evening,  I  picked  up  in  your  shop  a  book  on  sailing- 
ships  and  saw  that  Gordon  knew  what  he  was  talking  about.  He 
knows  hulls  and  sails  of  boats  dating  back  to  the  Phoenicians  and 
uses  the  right  seagoing  terms  for  their  various  parts.  He  ex- 
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plained  to  me  how  climatic,  commercial  and  other  influences 
caused  the  Norse  shipbuilders  to  build  different  ships  than  the 
Mediterranean  shipbuilders.  I  guess  he  goes  around  picking  up 
such  knowledge,  reading  up  on  it  in  books  that  he  buys  from  you. 

“Or  last  week,  when  I  also  asked  him  something  he  didn’t  want 
to  discuss,  he  suddenly  noticed  my  chow-dog  and  started  a  two- 
hour  lecture  on  dogs.  He  seems  to  know  the  peculiarities  of  every 
breed,  and  how  to  treat  distemper  or  rid  a  hound  of  fleas,  lice  or 
ticks. 

“The  last  few  days  I’ve  been  following  him  around  whenever  I 
managed  to  get  away  from  business,  spending  a  fortune  for  taxis, 
but  can’t  find  anything  that  would  explain  his  queer  actions.  He 
has  a  whole  string  of  other  stores  that  he  patronizes.  There’s  a 
tailor-shop  in  West  Seventh,  a  barber-shop  in  Hope,  a  haberdash¬ 
ery  in  Wilshire  near  where  he  liyes,  several  automobile  agencies 
in  Figueroa,  and  others  that  he  visits  almost  daily,  just  like  your 
bookshop  and  my  store.  He  goes  from  place  to  place  all  day 
long,  spending  money,  killing  time.” 

Ill 

A  few  days  later,  Blumberg  came  into  my  shop  all  excited. 
“He’s  just  returned  trunk  number  seven!”  he  announced,  “and 
he  brought  me  an  elaborate  sketch  of  a  wardrobe  trunk  that  he 
wants  me  to  have  made  for  him  to  order.  He’s  got  down  exact 
specifications  for  the  minutest  detail  of  construction,  including 
the  size  of  the  rivets,  the  thickness  of  the  asbestos  lining,  the 
locks  and  snaps,  the  clothes-hangers,  the  drawers — everything — 
and  how  much  it  must  weigh  when  finished.  The  cost  is  no  ob¬ 
ject.  I  sent  the  drawing  to  the  factory  in  Seattle  this  morning. 
And  then — then  he  asked  me  to  lunch!” 

Blumberg  told  me  this  last  bit  of  news  as  if  on  hearing  it  my 
mouth  ought  to  have  popped  open  with  surprise. 

“He  took  me  to  Hubert’s,”  he  went  on.  “He  ordered  an  out¬ 
landish  concoction  called  mulligatawny,  an  East  Indian  curry 
soup,  which  neither  the  waiter  nor  the  chef  had  ever  heard  of; 
but  Gordon  told  them  how  to  make  it  and  where  to  get  the  stuff 
to  do  it  with.  Then  we  had  a  few  ordinary  dishes  and  finally — 
tea.  It  was  raining  outside  and  Gordon  asked  the  manager  to 
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have  some  rain-water  caught  in  a  pan  and  then  boil  it  for  the 
tea.  It  seems  that  tea  is  best  when  made  in  rain-water. 

Throughout  the  meal  he  talked  of  food  and  cooking  as  prac¬ 
ticed  in  various  corners  of  the  world,  of  everything  from  gumbo 
soup  to  rotten  eggs,  which  are  a  Chinese  delicacy.  He  must’ve 
travelled  all  over  the  world  or  else  remembers  every  word  he 
reads. 

“After  lunch,  he  had  me  walk  around  till  my  feet  hurt  me  so 
I  was  ready  to  drop.  And  he  talked  and  talked.  Seeing  the 
pigeons  in  Pershing  Park,  he  got  started  on  birds  and  discussed 
the  intimate  secrets  of  a  dozen  kinds  of  pigeons,  gulls  and  terns, 
ducks  and  geese,  owls  and  cuckoos  for  two  hours,  till  my  head 
reeled. 

“Why  should  he  drag  me  around  like  that?  Maybe  he  enjoys 
the  contrast  in  our  appearances.  He’s  tall,  vigorous  and  fine- 
looking;  I’m  a  knock-kneed,  flat-footed,  flabby  little  Yid  with  a 
big  stomach.  Everybody  looked  at  us,  which  seemed  to  please 
Gordon  very  much.  He  talked  loud  enough  to  attract  every¬ 
body’s  attention.” 

Thereafter  Gordon  and  Blumberg  lunched  together  once  or 
twice  a  week,  after  which  they  usually  walked  around  the  rest  of 
the  afternoon  or  went  to  a  movie.  One  day  I  came  up  behind  them 
in  the  street  and,  watching  them,  felt  sure  that  Blumberg’s  idea 
of  Gordon’s  motive  in  dragging  him  about  was  correct.  The 
contrast  excelled  Mutt  and  Jeff.  Gordon  stalked  with  great  ele¬ 
gance,  discussing,  perhaps,  the  silk  industry  in  Korea  or  the  Chi¬ 
nese  Wall,  his  voice  vibrating  for  half  a  block,  occasionally  paus¬ 
ing  in  the  middle  of  the  sidewalk  to  emphasize  a  point,  while  his 
companion,  in  a  shabby,  shiny  suit,  waddled  pathetically,  self¬ 
consciously  by  his  side,  listening,  perspiring,  tossing  out  his  big 
archless  walkers  like  a  long-suffering,  patient  mother  of  a  herd 
of  calves. 

Then  one  day  at  lunch-time,  about  three  months  after  Gordon 
had  first  become  my  customer,  during  which  time  we  hadn’t  ex¬ 
changed,  perhaps,  two  remarks  that  did  not  pertain  to  his  pur¬ 
chases,  I  happened  to  run  into  him  on  a  comer  in  downtown  Los 
Angeles.  He  saw  me  first.  I  suppose  he  was  just  coming  from 
his  tailor’s  or  his  hatter’s.  I  nodded  or  bowed  to  him  in  recog¬ 
nition,  whereupon  he  hailed  me  with  a  cheery  “How  do  you  do?” 
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as  though  he  had  known  me  all  his  life  and  had  missed  seeing  me 
for  a  decade  (although  scarcely  three  hours  before  he  had  been  in 
the  shop,  returning  the  books  he  had  bought  the  previous  night). 

“Oh,  will  you  have  lunch  with  me?”  he  said. 

He  took  me  to  a  sea-food  place  and  said  we  would  have  some 
trepang,  which,  he  proceeded  to  explain,  was  a  marvellous  Chi¬ 
nese  chowder  if  properly  done.  Some  kind  of  sea  cucumber,  dried 
in  the  sun  or  smoked,  was  its  basic  ingredient.  The  dish  was 
practically  unknown  outside  of  China,  but  Gordon  had  found  a 
merchant  in  Chinatown  who  carried  the  cucumbers  in  stock,  had 
bought  some,  and  then  persuaded  the  chef  to  prepare  it  according 
to  the  recipe  that  he  gave  him. 

The  trepang  was  excellent.  Gordon  told  me  all  about  it,  and 
on  exhausting  this  subject  received  an  inspiration  from  a  nearby 
table,  where  some  one  was  smacking  his  lips  over  a  chunk  of 
Limburger,  to  talk  about  various  cheeses — Neufchatel,  Schweitzer, 
Emmenthaler,  Gjedser,  Edam,  Brie,  and  others:  how,  why  and 
where  they  were  made,  and  their  peculiarities  of  smell  and  taste. 
Half  the  time  I  was  unable  to  follow  him,  though  no  doubt  his 
discourse  was  coherent  and  authentic  from  start  to  finish. 

Walking  around  after  lunch,  he  told  me  how  a  certain  tribe  of 
African  Negroes  disposed  of  their  dead,  why  Iowa  raised  such 
fine  corn  and  Idaho  such  wonderful  potatoes,  and  how  certain 
ants  in  the  Philippine  jungles  often  attacked  human  beings  and 
animals  and  devoured  them  till  there  was  nothing  left  of  them 
but  their  skeletons. 

I  tried  to  make  him  tell  me  his  ideas  of  Los  Angeles,  but  then 
he  reached  into  his  pocket  for  a  handful  of  junk — burned  matches, 
bits  of  paper,  peach  stones,  a  pebble  and  the  stub  of  a  pencil — 
and,  fishing  out  three  diamonds  as  large  as  grapes,  proceeded  to 
discuss  precious  stones,  pointing  out  the  virtues  and  defects  of 
those  in  his  hand,  and  incidentally  complaining  how  difficult  it 
was  to  get  really  first-water  diamonds. 

Finally,  he  stepped  into  a  tobacco  store,  ordered  a  box  of 
Havanas,  which  he  then  proceeded  to  light  one  after  the  other, 
throwing  them  away  on  taking  but  one  puff  of  each.  Doing  this, 
he  smiled,  the  gleam  in  his  eyes  leaping  crazily;  and  when,  even¬ 
tually,  he  came  upon  a  cigar  that  he  decided  pleased  him,  he 
smoked  it  triumphantly,  exultantly,  congratulating  himself  on  his 
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exquisite  fortune,  insisting  that  it  was  sheer  luck  if  he  found  one 
good  cigar  in  a  box. 

IV 

Following  Gordon  around,  Blumberg  approached  several  trades¬ 
people  whose  stores  the  man  patronized  and  who  were  also  curi¬ 
ous  about  him.  In  time,  my  bookshop  became  a  sort  of  exchange 
of  opinion  about  the  Enigma;  and,  indeed,  after  we  all  got  ac¬ 
quainted  with  one  another,  Blumberg  called  a  meeting  in  his 
residence  one  Sunday  afternoon,  in  an  attempt  to  solve  it.  But 
the  result  was  just  the  opposite:  the  more  we  learned  of  Gor¬ 
don’s  eccentricities,  the  less  probable  appeared  the  eventual  solu¬ 
tion  of  the  puzzle. 

Twice  a  week  Blumberg  saw  him  enter  the  safe-deposit  vault  of 
a  certain  bank.  He  apparently  had  no  account  in  the  city  and 
made  all  his  purchases  for  cash,  spending,  we  figured,  at  least  ten 
thousand  dollars  a  month. 

The  jeweler  whom  Gordon  patronized  said  that  he  bought  two 
or  three  watches  every  fortnight;  now  one  for  a  dollar,  then  one 
that  cost  several  hundred.  He  kept  it  a  few  days,  showed  it  to 
Blumberg,  me  or  one  of  his  other  acquaintances,  so  that  he  could 
start  talking  about  watches;  then  decided,  as  likely  as  not,  to 
have  a  new  case  put  on  it  or  another  movement  in  the  case,  after 
which  he  sold  it  to  one  of  us  or  turned  it  in  to  the  jeweler  for 
one-third  of  what  it  had  cost  him  originally.  On  two  occasions 
he  had  the  jeweler  cable  for  watches  to  Switzerland. 

In  five  months  he  bought,  so  far  as  Blumberg  was  able  to  dis¬ 
cover,  half-a-dozen  cars,  everything  from  a  second-hand  Ford  to 
an  Hispano-Suiza;  kept  each  machine  in  a  garage  for  a  few 
weeks,  paying  rent,  while  he  drove  around  in  cabs,  and  finally 
sold  it  second-hand,  usually  for  one-third.  Needless  to  say,  he 
was  a  veritable  walking  encyclopedia  of  automotive  mechanics. 

He  ordered  two  suits  of  clothes  a  week.  He  had  the  tailor 
cabling  for  materials  to  England.  He  seemed  to  know  every  wool, 
worsted  and  tweed  firm  in  America  and  abroad.  Once,  offering 
Blumberg  one  of  his  suits  for  one-third,  he  explained  at  length 
why  he  wished  to  get  rid  of  it.  He  pointed  out  what  he  called  a 
flaw  in  the  weave,  imperceptible  to  Blumberg,  which  he  explained 
was  due  to  the  fact  that  the  sheep  had  not  been  properly  fed  for 
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two  weeks  before  shearing  and  to  one  or  two  equally  obscure 
reasons,  which  only  one  man  in  a  million  would  be  expected  to 
know. 

An  employe  of  the  Marco  Polo  apartments  told  us  that  on  leas¬ 
ing  his  rooms  Gordon  had  required  the  management  to  take  out 
all  the  furnishings,  including  the  chandeliers,  hangings  and  pic¬ 
tures,  and  then  bought  a  complete  outfit  of  his  own,  which,  of 
course,  he  exchanged  time  and  again,  keeping  an  interior  deco¬ 
rator  busy  five  to  ten  days  every  month.  The  same  man  confided 
to  me  personally  that  prior  to  moving  in,  Gordon,  evidently  a 
stranger  in  town,  had  interviewed  the  bootlegger  who  was  sup¬ 
plying  most  of  the  occupants  with  liquor  and  had  been  recom¬ 
mended  to  him  by  the  management,  in  order  to  convince  himself 
of  his  honesty  and  reliability. 

Unfortunately,  Blumberg  was  unable  to  locate  the  bootlegger, 
but  we  learned  that  two  cases  of  Bourbon  were*  delivered  to  Gor¬ 
don  every  Saturday. 

As  to  his  occasional  female  companions,  Blumberg  got  in  touch 
with  only  two  of  them,  and  the  information  that  he  obtained  from 
them  is  merely  suggestive  of  the  method  Gordon  employed  in 
getting  next  to  them.  One  said  he  had  picked  her  up  in  front 
of  a  movie  house  as  they  stood  in  line  at  the  ticket-office.  Stand¬ 
ing  behind  her,  he  started  to  talk  to  her,  bought  her  ticket  and 
after  the  show  took  her  with  him  in  the  cab.  The  other  one  he 
had  met  in  a  public  dance-hall,  where,  as  she  half  admitted,  she 
had  herself  gone  fishing  for  a  companion. 

Most  interesting  was  the  two  women’s  description  of  Gordon’s 
doings  in  the  privacy  of  his  rooms.  In  the  intervals  between  love- 
making,  he  read  books  and  magazines  and  drank  great  quantities 
of  whiskey,  which  so  far  as  either  of  them  could  see,  affected  him 
but  little.  One  woman  said  that  he  turned  the  pages  of  his  books 
so  fast  that  she  did  not  believe  he  actually  read  anything;  the 
other,  perhaps  the  more  intelligent  one,  thought  that  he  actually 
read  every  word.  Both  confessed  to  having  been  afraid  of  him, 
but  on  the  whole  had  nothing  to  complain  of.  For  their  poor  fa¬ 
vors  Gordon  had  rewarded  them  generously. 

He  took  in  two  or  three  cheap  movie  and  burlesque  shows  a 
week.  The  trashier  the  picture,  the  sooner  he  went  to  see  it. 
On  Sundays  and  holidays  he  never  emerged  from  his  rooms,  but, 
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judging  by  the  empty  bottles  that  the  servants  (furnished  by  the 
management  of  the  apartments)  had  to  take  out  the  next  morn¬ 
ing,  he  kept  himself  at  least  gently  pickled  all  day.  Heavy  drink¬ 
ing  appeared  to  have  no  ill  effect  upon  his  health. 

One  day,  taking  Blumberg  to  lunch,  Gordon  suddenly  hailed  a 
taxi  and  they  drove  to  a  cafe  near  a  movie  theatre.  Ordering  the 
lunch,  Gordon  gave  the  waiter  an  advance  tip  of  several  dollars 
and  implored  him  to  make  haste.  They  ate  in  a  hurry,  after 
which  they  hurried  to  the  ticket-office  across  the  street  and,  to 
Gordon’s  supreme  satisfaction,  got  there  at  two  minutes  to  one. 
The  price  of  admission  before  one  was  twenty-two  cents,  after 
one,  forty-four. 

Of  course,  all  who  came  in  contact  with  him  wondered  who  he 
was  and  what  his  game  was.  Was  Chauncey  Gordon  his  right 
name?  Was  he  an  American?  Occasionally,  he  used  terms  and 
phrases  we  did  not  understand.  (I  learned  later  that  they  were 
New  Zealand  colloquialisms.)  Where  was  he  getting  his  money 
from?  He  appeared  to  be  no  mere  nut.  Some  guessed  wildly 
that  he  might  be  the  king  of  an  international  dope-ring  or  booze¬ 
running  outfit;  and  there  were  other  equally  absurd  suppositions. 

He  puzzled  us  for  five  months  and  I  suspected,  in  his  way,  en¬ 
joyed  himself  playing  the  Enigma.  I  believe  he  was  aware  of 
Blumberg’s  sleuthing. 

Then,  as  suddenly  as  he  had  appeared,  he  vanished.  The  door¬ 
man  at  the  Marco  Polo  saw  him  leave  one  morning  with  a  bag; 
everything  else — furniture,  clothes,  trunks — he  left  behind.  No 
one  in  Los  Angeles  known  to  our  group  ever  saw  him  again. 

Discussions  about  him  continued  and  within  a  few  weeks  we 
had  him  well  on  the  way  to  becoming  a  legend.  People  who  had 
never  seen  him  refused  to  believe  a  word  we  told  of  his  strange 
doings. 

A  month  after  he  disappeared  I  received  a  card — 

Greetings! 

C.  Gordon 

— postmarked  Miami,  Fla.  On  the  reverse  side  was  the  picture 
of  a  great  apartment-house,  whose  name  was  printed  beneath  it. 
Calling  on  Blumberg,  I  found  him  all  excited;  he,  too,  had  a  card 
with  the  same  message  and  the  same  picture.  Within  the  next 
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few  days  we  learned  that  several  other  people  in  town  had  similar 
cards  from  Gordon. 

I  took  a  chance  and  sent  him  a  note  at  the  Miami  apartment- 
house.  Thanking  him  for  the  card,  I  added:  “It  was  a  pleasure 
to  know  you,”  or  something  to  that  effect.  On  the  envelope  I  put 
my  return  address. 

It  never  came  back;  nor  did  any  of  us  receive  another  word 
from  him. 

V 

Less  than  a  month  had  passed  when  one  day  a  messenger 
brought  me  a  note  on  the  stationery  of  a  Los  Angeles  hotel — 

I  have  in  my  possession  a  letter  you  wrote  to  my  friend,  the 
late  Mr.  Chauncey  Gordon,  from  which  I  gather  that  you  knew 
him  personally.  I  should  like  to  see  you  in  connection  with 
him  as  soon  as  convenient.  Purely  a  personal  matter.  If  pos¬ 
sible,  please  come  to  suite  714  this  hotel,  or  give  me  word 
where  I  might  see  you. 

Sincerely, 

E.  B.  R - . 

The  writer,  whom  I  met  an  hour  later,  was  a  nationally  known 
physician  and  psychiatrist ;  a  man  in  his  prime,  a  pleasing  per¬ 
sonality.  We  spent  an  afternoon  and  evening  talking.  Dr.  R - 

showed  me  clippings  of  Miami  papers  reporting  Gordon’s  death 
a  little  over  a  fortnight  before;  also  several  letters  dated  years 
previously  in  which  Gordon  addressed  him  “My  dear  Friend.” 

I  saw  no  reason  why  I  should  not  tell  him  all  I  knew  about  the 
man.  Later  the  doctor,  in  his  turn,  gave  me  a  number  of  glimpses 
into  Gordon’s  early  life,  along  with  ideas  of  his  own  about  his 
recent  behavior,  which  I  think  partly  explain  the  character  that 
used  to  baffle  us  in  Los  Angeles. 

“Chauncey  Gordon  and  I,”  Dr.  R - was  saying,  “were  born 

and  raised  in  the  same  town,  in  the  Blue  Grass  country  of  Ken¬ 
tucky.  His  people  were  fine  men  and  women  in  the  conventional 
Southern  sense  of  the  word,  prominent  in  the  political,  religious 
and  economic  life  of  Kentucky  and  Tennessee  and,  to  an  extent, 
even  in  national  politics;  actually,  however,  in  no  way  remark¬ 
able. 
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“Chauncey  was  a  wild,  fully-grown  youth,  at  sixteen.  At 
twenty  he  was  expelled  from  the  Naval  Academy  at  Annapolis. 
Then  his  people  sent  him  to  Harvard,  and  two  years  later  I  fol¬ 
lowed  him  there  to  study  medicine.  I  was  four  years  his  junior, 
but  joined  him  in  many  escapades;  however,  because  of  his  senior¬ 
ity  and  greater  vitality  he  was  always  the  intenser  participator. 
Reckless,  unrestrained.  Looking  back,  I  still  think  that  he  was 
rather  splendid  in  his  breathless  devotion  to  Bacchus.  Wine, 
women  and  song!  was  no  mere  phrase  with  him.  And  nothing 
seemed  to  hurt  him.  He  was  a  popular  football  star  and  at  the 
same  time  showed  unusual  mental  acumen.  He  was  proud,  some¬ 
what  of  an  exhibitionist,  but  seldom  violated  good  taste. 

“He  had  a  tremendous  appetite,  eating  like  three  men,  drinking 
like  Gargantua,  and  loving  ’em  all,  white  and  black,  as  long  as 
they  were  what  he  called  real — had  dash  and  some  beauty.  His 
avid  mind  literally  inhaled  philosophies  and  sciences,  facts  and 
notions  from  all  sources,  and,  working  them  over,  he  often  hit 
upon  conclusions  that  were  as  startling — twenty-five  years  ago — 
as  they  were  sound. 

“Sometimes  he  appeared  to  belong  to  a  different  species  than 
other  men.  Weariness,  either  mental  or  physical,  he  never  ex¬ 
perienced.  Marvellous  digestion.  All  his  senses  extremely  acute. 
He  hated  sleep,  feeling  that  it  was  wasting  time  that  could  be 
devoted  to  living.  An  hour’s  sleep  after  daybreak  was  frequently 
all  he  required. 

“Once  two  professors  discussed  him.  One  said  that  he  was  a 
chaotic  genius  who  some  day  might  find  himself  and  accomplish 
big  things;  the  other,  who  I  think  knew  him  better,  replied  that, 
while  he  unquestionably  was  a  superior  individual,  that  very  fact 
— his  overgreat  natural  endowments — probably  would  prevent 
him  from  making  anything  big  of  himself.  He  was  too  masculine 
— violent,  scoffing,  arrogant.  Too  intense  and  impetuous.  Life 
was  concentrated  in  him  in  too  strong  a  dose.  .  .  . 

“A  few  years  after  college,  when  he  was  about  thirty,  his  people, 
eager  to  tie  him  down  to  something,  used  their  influence  in  Wash¬ 
ington  to  get  him  into  the  diplomatic  service.  He  was  sent  to  a 
secretarial  position  in  London.  Soon  after  that  I  went  to  Europe 
myself,  to  do  postgraduate  work.  I  spent  a  year  in  London  and 
saw  much  of  Chauncey. 
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“His  duties  at  the  Embassy  were  light;  he  had  just  come  into 
a  considerable  legacy,  and  he  was  trying,  with  partial  success,  to 
gratify  his  various  passions,  urges,  compulsions  and  appetites. 
He  was  interesting  himself  in  all  sorts  of  things.  Though  in  gen¬ 
eral  he  disdained  poetry,  for  a  time  he  was  doing  research  on 
Thomas  Chatterton,  whom  he  considered  the  most  wonderful  fig¬ 
ure  in  literary  history,  his  only  fault  having  been  that  he  had 
committed  suicide  at  eighteen.  Chauncey  believed  in  life — in¬ 
tense,  ecstatic,  reckless,  and  as  long-lasting  as  possible.  He  meant 
to  write  a  book  about  Chatterton.  We  spent  several  days  in  Bris¬ 
tol,  digging  up  material;  but  when  he  got  to  it,  he  wrote  only  a 
few  chapters  and  laid  it  by. 

“As  I  see  him  in  retrospect,  he  had  no  special  talent  for  any 
particular  art  or  calling,  but  a  genius,  a  wild  gusto  for  life.  He 
read  a  great  deal,  finishing  one  or  two  books  a  night.  Just  then 
Nietzsche  was  being  discovered  in  England,  and  Gordon,  impa¬ 
tient  with  the  translators,  learned  German  to  read  him  in  the 
original.  He  was  a  passionate  Yea-sayer. 

“After  a  while,  however,  he  began  having  heavy  moods  and 
would  brood  about  everything  in  general  and  his  own  place  in 
life  in  particular.  He  complained  to  me  that  at  the  Embassy  he 
was  hardly  more  than  a  clerk.  The  Ambassador  was  an  old  fogy, 
and  so  on.  An  intense  egotist,  he  was  perpetually  at  variance 
with  his  superiors  and  could  not  keep  his  ideas  to  himself. 

“But  I  think  that  the  important  factor  in  his  unhappiness  was 
physiological — sexual.  He  had  a  splendid  body,  but  his  face  was 
unattractive.  A  woman  once  called  it  animalistic.  When  in  a 
Dyonisian  ecstasy,  he  looked  weird,  wildly  sensual,  his  thick  hair 
standing  up,  almost  crackling  with  electricity,  his  eyes  blazing 
with  an  elemental  ardor,  that  was  part  and  parcel  of  every  cell 
in  his  body. 

“This  intensity  of  his  frightened  the  more  refined,  perhaps  I 
should  say  overcivilized,  women  when  he  got  close  to  them  and, 
of  course,  wanted  to  get  still  closer  immediately:  with  the  result 
that  he  was  almost  shunned  by  them,  and  he  had  to  seek  his 
pleasures  among  the  lower  orders.  This  was  unsatisfactory;  he 
really  was  a  superior  male,  a  life-crazy  sensualist,  with  definite 
mental,  perhaps  I  should  say,  spiritual  refinements  of  his  own, 
and  as  such  required  the  favors  of  exceptional  women. 
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“He’d  get  very  bitter  at  times  and  curse  them  all  for  the  lot 
of  half-women  that  he  said  they  were.  He  was  right  about  most 
of  them;  some  of  them,  however,  were  real  women,  too;  but,  as  I 
said,  his  intensity  and  strenuousness  alarmed  them. 

“He  raged  against  civilization — senilization  he  called  it.  ‘Life 
here  is  only  silly,  tame  pretending,’  he  burst  out.  ‘These  so-called 
civilized  people  are  merely  going  through  a  lot  of  empty  motions. 
Nothing  vital!  Their  intellectuality  is  dry  as  dung  that’s  lain  on 
a  dusty  road  for  weeks.  Bleached  out,  faded,  flat!  Afraid  to 
live,  afraid  to  die.  They  talk — words — words — verbal  excrement 
of  intellectual  hypochondriacs.  Pap!  Emotionless,  meaningless 
drawing-room  excitements  and  enthusiasms!  Eunuchs!  Barren 
females!  Prigs!  Musty  and  unclean — their  whole  civilization  is 
filthy  because  indirect  and  evasive. 

“  ‘They  can’t  laugh.  Worry  about  what  they  should  eat  and 
shouldn’t  eat.  If  they  get  children,  it’s  because  they  want  heirs. 
Half  of  them  haven’t  any.  Caught  in  their  biological  insufficien¬ 
cies.  If  they  came  anywhere  near  achieving  a  real  exquisite  mo¬ 
ment,  they’d  pass  out.  Look  at  their  faces — screwed  up  into 
something  that’s  neither  a  smile  nor  a  grimace.  They  wriggle 
in  a  maze  of  complexities  and  long  for  utopias.  I’m  sick  of 
women  who  whine:  “Oh,  I  wish  I  were  a  man!”  It  sounds  like 
the  noise  that  issues  from  worn-out  gramophones.  Sometimes  I 
think  I’m  listening  to  the  death-rattle  of  the  white  race.’ 

“It’s  hard  to  reproduce  Gordon’s  violence  of  feeling,”  remarked 

Dr.  R -  parenthetically.  “He  was  at  variance  with  most 

things.  ‘And  back  home,’  he  would  say,  ‘things  are  no  better. 
Our  South,  Kentucky  included,  is  not  a  land  of  magnolias,  fried 
chicken  and  honeysuckle.  When  I  left  it,  gray  snow  lay  on  the 
ground.  It’s  populated  by  pompous  husks,  half-living  creatures, 
pore  white  trash,  practicing  false  refinements,  flirting  with  gossip, 
but  impersonal  and  superficial  in  conversation  and  in  relations 
that  might  be  intimate,  stirring  and  real.  Inborn  hospitality  dic¬ 
tates  that  they  be  “nice”  to  every  one.  But  there  are.no  special 
affinities  between  people.  Practicing  this  sickening  social 
graciousness  has  eaten  into  their  mental  and  emotional  processes 
and  devitalized  them.  More  senilization!’ 

“He  thought  of  chucking  up  the  post  in  the  Embassy,  but 
didn’t  know  what  he  might  do  afterward.  Besides,  I  think  that 
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he  still  had  a  little  regard  for  the  wishes  of  his  people.  Subse¬ 
quently,  after  reading  ‘The  Education  of  Henry  Adams,’  I  often 
thought  of  Gordon  and  Adams  together.  Adams  also  served  as  a 
diplomatist  in  London;  of  course,  my  friend  was  intenser,  utterly 
uninhibited,  too  vital  for  his  own  good,  whereas  Adams  was  in 
many  respects  a  typical  New  England  gentleman. 

“Gordon  thought  of  suicide.  ‘After  all,’  he  said  to  me  one  day, 
‘Chatter ton  was  wise  in  swallowing  rat  poison  at  eighteen.’  But 
his  love  of  life  was  too  deep  in  him  to  follow  any  such  example. 

VI 

“Then,”  Dr.  R - continued,  “at  a  house-party  in  London,  he 

met  a  very  unusual  young  woman.  Her  name  was  Shannon.  She 
was  one-fourth  Maori,  three-fourths  white.  Her  grandfather  had 
been  the  chief  of  a  Maori  tribe,  which  the  English  colonists,  when 
they  came  to  New  Zealand,  were  unable  to  conquer,  and  so  the 
Queen  gave  him  a  crown  grant  to  his  domain — a  great  piece  of 
country  on  the  North  Island.  The  chief  married  a  German 
woman  and  their  eldest  son,  who  fell  heir  to  the  grant,  took  unto 
himself  an  Irish  wife,  who  became  Shannon’s  mother.  Shannon, 
an  only  child,  now  twenty-two,  educated  in  Germany  and  Eng¬ 
land,  an  orphan,  was  the  present  owner  of  the  grant,  with  an  in¬ 
come  of  several  thousand  pounds  a  month. 

“But  for  the  time  being,  Chauncey  Gordon  had  no  idea  of  her 
wealth;  she  kept  him  ignorant  of  it  till  after  they  were  married. 
There  was  a  crowd  of  men  in  London  and  another  one  in  Auck¬ 
land  who  were  eager  to  marry  her,  but,  being  Maori,  German  and 
Irish,  her  ideas  about  Englishmen  corresponded  to  Gordon’s  about 
Englishwomen. 

“He  came  to  tell  me  about  her  the  next  day.  His  entire  per¬ 
sonality  blazed  once  more.  ‘She  has  a  magnificent  body,’  he  said. 
‘Her  hair  flames.  It’s  the  color  of  a  certain  dago  wine  I  once 
drank.  She  wears  it  dressed  on  the  back  of  her  head  in  plaits  and 
divided  down  the  middle  on  her  forehead,  which  is  very  smooth 
and  white,  with  the  shining  hair  coming  down  in  wide  curves  on 
the  sides — very  beautiful  and  exciting.  It’s  like  finding  a  live 
coal  in  an  ash-heap.  .  .  .  She  looks  completely  white  except  for 
a  suggestion  of  the  Polynesian  in  her  features,  which  makes  her 
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the  more  fascinating.  She  insists  she’s  Maori,  not  white — proud 
of  it.  A  nigger,  mind  you,  and  me — a  son  of  Old  Kentuck’ — 
crazy  about  her!  I  looked  up  the  Maoris  in  the  encyclopedia  this 
morning  and  found  they  were  formerly  a  cannibalistic  nation, 
which  I  think  is  great. 

“  ‘Her  arms  are  long  and  firm,’  he  raved,  ‘smooth  like  marble. 
She  wore  a  dark  dress  that  clung  to  her  figure.  I  think  she  wears 
such  clothes  to  scandalize  society.  Tall,  well-proportioned  body 
and  high  breasts.  A  half-an-hour  after  we  were  introduced  I  said 
to  her  that  I  knew  her  legs  were  like  her  arms,  I  mean  smooth 
and  firm:  and  instead  of  being  properly  insulted,  she  laughed 
with  delight.  .  .  .  To-night  we’re  going  to  the  theatre.’ 

“They  disappeared  for  a  week  or  ten  days.  Nobody  knew 
where  they  were.  It  was  a  minor  scandal.  When  they  turned 
up  he  handed  in  his  resignation.  Diplomacy  could  go  hang! 

“I  met  Shannon.  There  was  no  doubt  that  she  was  his  woman. 
We  had  a  long  talk.  Chauncey’s  whole  being  was  keyed  up  to  a 
tension  I  never  saw  in  a  man  before  or  since.  When  I  accused 
him  of  being  in  love,  he  objected  to  the  phrase.  He  was  not  in 
love.  The  very  sound  of  the  word  gave  him  a  distinct  pain  in  an 
unmentionable  part  of  his  anatomy  because  of  the  perverse,  silly, 
romantic  meanings,  or  lack  of  them,  to  which  poets  and  neurotics 
had  degraded  it.  Shannon  and  he  talked  things  over.  Neither  of 
them  believed  in  poetic  nonsense,  but  they  were  strong  for  what 
they  chose  to  call  cooperation  between  the  sexes. 

“After  the  simple,  matter-of-form  ceremony,  in  which  I  acted 
as  Gordon’s  best  man,  they  sailed  for  New  Zealand.  The  whole 
affair  was  characteristic  of  him,  and  I  think  of  her.  It  happened 
one,  two,  three!  And  while  it  lasted,  it  unquestionably  was  the 
finest  match  that  ever  came  to  my  notice. 

“It  lasted  ten  years,  during  which  time  Gordon  and  I  exchanged 
letters  at  intervals  of  about  six  months.  He  broke  with  his  fam¬ 
ily  in  Kentucky.  He  had  married  a  nigger— worse,  a  cannibal! 
But  that  bothered  him  not  at  all.  He  was  leading  a  great  life  on 
that  Maori  grant.  They  were  leasing  part  of  it  and  using  about 
fifty  square  miles  as  grazing  ground  for  several  tens  of  thousands 
of  sheep  of  their  own.  Also,  they  raised  prize  cattle  and  other 
animals.  He  sent  me  pictures  of  his  bulls  and  champion  milch 
cows.  They  led  a  free  outdoor  life.  He  wrote  me  of  long  tours 
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he  made  into  his  sheep  country  every  few  months,  and  what  a 
fine  people  the  Maoris  were.  Having  grown  bitter  about  Ameri¬ 
can  and  European  senilization,  he  naturally  fell  in  love  with  the 
great  open  spaces  of  New  Zealand  and  the  primitive  natives. 

“As  a  male,  he  had  nothing  to  complain  of.  Once  he  wrote  me 
(I  wish  I  hadn’t  lost  the  letter)  that  at  last  he  was  getting  the 
full  value  of  sexual  experience,  of  which  he  spoke  as  a  matter  of 
passion  rhythmically  adjusted  between  man  and  woman  and 
flavored  with  Rabelaisian  humor.  Shannon  evidently  agreed  with 
him.  They  had  three  children.  ‘And  Shannon  says,’  he  wrote 
me,  ‘that  she  doesn’t  care  if  she  gets  ten  more.  We  have  plenty 
for  a  thousand  and  she’s  sorry  she  can’t  bear  a  whole  nation  of 
Gordons.’  He  would  not  let  her  have  more  than  one  every  three 
years.  Chauncey,  I  said  to  myself,  had  at  last  found  his  place  in 
life;  after  all,  he  was  a  typical  Kentuckian  in  that  he  could  be 
happy  only  as  a  family  man,  true  to  one  woman. 

“He  declined  to  volunteer  for  service  during  the  War.  He  and 
Shannon  had  little  use  for  the  English  senilization,  and  she,  be¬ 
sides,  had  an  active  admiration  for  the  Germans  (having  lived 
and  studied  in  Munich)  and  the  Irish.  Soon  after  the  British 
executed  Sir  Roger  Casement,  Chauncey  told  me  in  a  letter  that 
Shannon  had  subscribed  a  huge  sum  of  money  for  the  Irish  Re¬ 
publican  cause. 

“He  never  wrote  me  without  mentioning  Shannon  and  the  chil¬ 
dren,  of  whom  he  was  very  fond.  They  must  have  been  a  great 
family.  From  his  letters  I  gathered,  among  other  things,  that 
Shannon  was  a  veritable  speed-maniac,  full  of  hell,  always  doing 
something,  even  while  carrying  a  child.  They  owned  a  number 
of  powerful  cars,  which  they  drove  themselves,  and  two  or  three 
motor-boats.  Once  he  enclosed  a  snapshot  of  Shannon  and  two 
children— they  had  only  two  then— in  a  speed-boat  in  Waitemata 
harbor. 


VII 

“A  year  or  so  after  the  Armistice,”  Dr.  R _ continued  “it 

suddenly  occurred  to  me  one  day  that  I  hadn’t  heard  from  Gor¬ 
don  for  I  didn’t  know  how  long.  I  wrote  him,  but  in  a  couple 
of  months  the  letter  came  back.  I  wondered  what  could  be  the 
matter.  I  wrote  again;  the  same  result. 
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“After  a  while  I  decided  to  write  to  the  American  consul-gen¬ 
eral  in  New  Zealand  and  in  two  months  I  learned  from  him  that 
a  terrible  thing  had  happened.  The  consul  enclosed  a  clipping. 
It  seems  that  one  day  about  a  year  before,  while  Chauncey  was 
attending  to  the  sheep  business  in  another  corner  of  their  domain, 
the  irrepressible  Shannon,  spending  the  season  in  the  villa  near 
Auckland,  gathered  up  her  entire  brood,  drove  to  the  harbor,  and 
there  went  speed-boating.  A  month  before  she  had  won  a  race 
with  the  same  boat. 

“But  several  miles  off-shore  something  happened,  and  Shannon 
and  the  three  children — nine,  six  and  three  years  of  age — were 
drowned.  No  details  are  known.  No  one  saw  it  happen.  The 
theory  is  that  there  was  an  explosion — that  the  gasoline  splashed 
over  them  and  that,  blazing,  they  jumped  in  the  water.  The 
bodies,  when  recovered,  showed  signs  of  having  been  burned. 

“The  consul  further  informed  me  that  after  the  tragedy  Chaun¬ 
cey  Gordon  disappeared. 

“Not  a  word  from  him  for  four  years.  I  thought  he  had  gone 
off  somewhere  and  finished  himself. 

“Then,  suddenly,  this  card  from  Miami — 

Greetings! 

Die  at  the  right  time! 

(which  I  think  is  a  quotation  from  Nietzsche) — signed,  C.  Gor¬ 
don.  There  was  no  address,  except  the  picture  of  the  apartment- 
house  on  the  other  side.  I  wired  the  chief  of  police  in  Miami. 
But  before  the  answer  came  I  took  a  train  to  Florida;  if  he  hadn’t 
killed  himself  yet,  I  wanted  to  see  him  anyway. 

“When  I  got  there,  he  had  been  dead  four  days.  Poison,  a  la 
Chatterton. 

“There  was  your  note,  unopened.  On  an  impulse,  I  opened  it. 
I  guess  I  was  so  anxious  to  know  all  there  was  to  know.  I  put  it 
in  my  pocket,  intending  to  get  in  touch  with  you. 

“I  wired  his  brother  in  Kentucky;  he  came  and  took  care  of 
the  rest.  Chauncey  hadn’t  sent  them  any  cards.  They  hadn’t 
even  known  of  the  tragedy  in  Auckland.” 

Dr.  R -  and  I  discussed  further  some  of  Gordon’s  eccen¬ 

tricities. 

“His  behavior  in  Los  Angeles,”  Dr.  R - was  thinking  aloud, 
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“perhaps  was  typical  of  his  existence  since  the  tragedy.  As  a 
Kentuckian  and  family  man,  I  know  that  the  loss  of  his  family 
at  one  ghastly  swoop  was  a  terrible  blow  to  him.  He  was  a 
Kentuckian. 

“Having  known  him  so  well  in  his  youth  and  young  manhood, 
I  think  I  can  imagine — imperfectly,  of  course — how  and  what  he 
must  have  thought,  say,  the  first  few  days  or  weeks  after  the  oc¬ 
currence  while  alone  in  the  big  villa  near  Auckland,  of  which  he 
had  written  me  so  enthusiastically  three  or  four  years  before.  He 
thought  of  suicide,  I’m  sure.  But  then  his  old  love — life — kept 
him  from  it. 

“What  could  he  do  now?  He  was  only  forty-two,  still  a  young 
man,  all  his  powers  at  their  height.  Even  dead,  five  years  later, 
he  looked  magnificent. 

“He  decided  to  go  on  living  for  a  while;  but  to  do  that,  he 
realized,  lest  he  go  crazy,  he  must  stop  thinking  about  every¬ 
thing  that  had  happened.  So  he  left  New  Zealand;  and  I  sup¬ 
pose  that  ever  since  he’d  been  going  over  the  globe,  avoiding  the 
places  where  he  had  lived  before,  staying  a  few  months  here,  a 
few  there,  spending  his  money,  letting  time  pass. 

“To  keep  from  thinking,  he  had  to  keep  busy  his  powerful,  ac¬ 
tive  brain;  and  so,  avoiding  all  intellectual  books  and  contacts,  he 
read  volumes  about  calico  and  ancient  dentistry  and  all  the  other 
impossible  subjects  you  mentioned,  and  he  drank  and  lectured  to 
you  and  your  Mr.  Blumberg,  and  did  all  those  other  seemingly 
crazy  stunts  that  you  described — which  were  but  parts  of  the  sys¬ 
tem  for  his  madness.  You  see:  paradoxically,  to  keep  from  going 
insane  inwardly,  he  had  to  act  crazy  outwardly.  A  strange  case. 

“The  New  Zealand  property  he  left  just  as  it  was  on  the  day 
his  family  drowned.  I  don’t  know  who  is  the  present  owner  of 
the  grant;  I  think  Shannon  had  some  relatives. 

1  Chauncey  had  a  fortune  of  his  own  in  bonds  and  cash;  and  I 
suppose  that,  unable  to  overcome  his  love  of  life,  he  decided  to 
live  till  he  had  squandered  it.  Perhaps  his  crazy  buying  of  things 
and  then  selling  them  for  one-third  or  less  was  an  outward  mani¬ 
festation  of  the  struggle  that  went  on  inside  of  him  between  the 
will-to-live  and  the  will-to-die.  With  the  dwindling  of  his  funds, 
the  latter  was  winning  steadily  and  perhaps  he  made  up  his  mind 
to  die  when  the  last  cent  was  gone. 
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“Or  one  might  say  that  all  that  you  observed  him  do  in  Los 
Angeles  was  an  incident  in  the  great  sardonic  gesture  that  took 
him  four  years  to  execute. 

“When  he  was  found  dead  in  Miami,  there  was  not  a  cent  of 
cash  among  his  belongings,  which  were  few;  nor  any  record  of  a 
bank  account  anywhere.  Those  whom  I  asked  told  me  that  dur¬ 
ing  the  six  weeks  that  he  lived  there  he  had  behaved  normally; 
no  one  saw  anything  unusual  about  him  except  that,  unquestion¬ 
ably,  he  looked  a  man  of  consequence  and  appeared  extremely 
withdrawn.  He  walked  along  the  shore  a  great  deal. 

“I  believe  that  in  Los  Angeles  he  spent  all  the  money  he  had 
left  after  his  four  years’  travelling  over  the  world,  except  what 
he  needed  to  get  to  Florida  and  live  there  for  a  month  and  a  half. 
Unwilling  to  finish  himself  in  Los  Angeles,  where  so  many  of  you 
knew  him,  he  went  to  Miami  to  die.” 


THE  SOUND  THAT  FROST  MAKES 1 


By  SOLON  R.  BARBER 

(From  Agora) 

I  CANNOT  say  that  really  they  sent  her  away. 

Really,  they  asked  her  to  stay. 

Seppie  said,  It  is  your  home  you  were  born  here  and  we — 

Her  mother  said,  A  mother  is  always  a  mother  to  her  daughter, 
but — 

Her  father  said,  0  leave  her  alone — 

Her  father  said  that  her  John  was  a  good  man. 

And  then  he  went  out  to  throw  some  hay  to  the  mare. 

It  was  cold  all  day  and  she  saw  the  breath  vapor  arising  from 
the  old  man’s  mouth  as  he  pottered  about  the  barnyard. 

Her  mother  was  peeling  potatoes  for  dinner. 

Seppie  said  that  she  was  tired  of  potatoes  always  potatoes. 
There  was  a  cold  drop  on  her  mother’s  nose  and  she  kept  try¬ 
ing  to  wipe  it  away. 

Seppie  said  that  John  was  a  dependable  man  and  honest. 
Seppie  tried  to  tell  her  how  he — 

Seppie  tried  to  tell  them  about  John. 

She  tried  to  tell  them  that — 

She  tried  to  tell  them  how  he — 

She  told  them  how  once  he — 

She  told  them  that  there  were  some  things  a  girl  could  not  love 
in  a  man. 

Her  mother  told  them  about  their  father. 

Thirty  years  through  thick  and  thin. 

There  is  such  a  thing  as  God’s  Will. 

For  better  or  for  worse,  said  her  mother,  carrying  the  peeled 
potatoes  to  the  sink. 

Her  father  came  into  the  kitchen. 

He  felt  very  cold  suddenly  in  the  room. 

1  Copyright,  1931,  by  Solon  R.  Barber. 
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He  said  that  times  were  hard. 

Perhaps  it  would  be  best  if  she  went  back  to  Clarendon  where 
John  was  and  perhaps  he  could — 

He  was  making  a  good  living  selling  aluminumware  and  maybe 
he  would — 

I  cannot  say  that  really  they  drove  her  away. 

She  heard  the  mare  stomping  in  the  stall. 

It  was  cold  all  that  day  and  there  was  an  ice  colored  haze  over 
the  valley  and  she  could  see  where  the  mill  was  by  the  fog  above 
the  falls.  She  knew  that  the  water  was  roaring  over  the  falls 
there  in  an  iciness  that  boiled.  And  strangely  she  remembered 
when  she  went  there  so  long  ago  to  pick  the  ocher  wild  columbine 
that  grew  in  spearpoint  clumps  over  the  water,  back  in  the  trees. 
Cold  condensed  at  the  mouth,  the  nostrils,  and  froze  them  stiff 
and  blue.  When  you  touched  metal  your  fingers  stuck  and  some¬ 
times  it  burned  when  you  tried  to  pull  them  away.  There  was  no 
sound  save  the  sound  that  frost  makes:  no  dog  barked,  no  cock 
crowed,  they  had  even  muffled  the  sleighbells.  It  was  cold  in  the 
kitchen;  the  drop  on  her  mother’s  nose  was  cold.  Her  father  sat 
by  the  fire  and  looked  straight  out  the  window,  over  the  valley, 
beyond  the  mill,  and  dreamed  of  summer,  I  think,  and  of  a  wide 
sweep  of  wheat  rocking  goldenly  in  the  wind.  It  was  not  summer. 
It  was  winter  and  cold.  Her  father  went  out  to  plug  the  cracks  in 
the  henhouse  door  and  returned  with  an  egg,  frozen  in  the  nest. 
Her  mother  handled  it  too  long.  She  felt  sorry  for  them  then  and 
remembered  that  they  were  not  sending  her  away.  It  was  very 
quiet  and  cold  and  you  listened  for  the  roar  of  the  falls  through 
the  sluicegate  of  the  mill.  All  you  heard  was  the  sound  of 
frost.  .  .  . 

She  felt  desperately  that  she  needed  a  friend  in  this  house. 

She  tried  to  tell  her  father  this. 

He  appeared  to  listen. 

0  let  the  child  alone,  he  said. 

Her  mother  said  that  John  was  a  nice  man  and  reliable. 

Seppie  said  that  she  would  like  to  live  in  the  city  too. 

Her  father  said  that  she  was  always  welcome  but  that  one  more 
mouth  to  feed — 

Her  mother  snuffled  and  blew  her  nose. 

’Til  death  do  us  part — 
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The  walls  seemed  whispering  a  hymn. 

She  heard  frost  creaking  in  the  beams  of  the  roof. 

Seppie  went  to  pump  some  water. 

It  is  not  exactly  that  they  sent  her  away.  I  want  to  tell  you 
that  once  more.  I  want  to  tell  you  that  they  did  not  open  the 
door  and  drive  her  away. 

It  is  your  home  you  were  born  here. 

O  let  her  alone. 

Perhaps  John  would  come  for  her  to-morrow. 

She  wanted  to  scream  that  John  would  not  find  her  any  more. 

The  roads  were  open. 

The  girl  fingered  the  plain  gold  ring. 

When  darkness  came  on,  she  went  to  a  room  upstairs  where 
they  had  told  her  to  leave  her  bag  when  she  came  back  home. 
The  room  was  to  be  saved  for  her — always.  Seppie’s  clothes  were 
in  the  closet.  Seppie’s  shoes  were  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  Seppie 
had  placed  the  picture  of  John  on  the  dresser.  She  hid  the  pic¬ 
ture  under  the  mattress.  She  packed  her  bag  and  waited  for  the 
house  to  fall  asleep. 

When  the  house  was  asleep,  she  opened  the  door  and  stepped 
silently  onto  the  path. 

It  was  not  far  to  the  busline. 

She  could  sell  the  ring. 

She  would  get  a  job  in  a  hotel. 

They  wanted  a  chambermaid  in  the  Bell  House  in  Southport. 

No  one  would  ever  know  where  she  had  gone. 

But  they  were  not  sending  her  away. 

The  house  was  very  silent  as  she  closed  the  door. 

But  she  thought  she  felt  eyes  at  a  window  as  she  went  down 
the  walk. 

She  thought  she  felt  a  light  in  the  window  of  the  room  where 
Seppie  slept. 

It  was  very  cold  waiting  for  the  bus  to  Southport. 

She  stepped,  one,  two,  into  the  car  at  the  stop. 

There  must  be  some  way  to  do  it,  she  thought. 

Then  she  sat  down  and  started  the  first  minute  of  the  long 
hours  of  looking  out  of  that  buswindow,  over  the  snow  that  was 
blue  in  the  cold.  .  .  . 


ONLY  WE  ARE  BARREN 1 


By  ALVAH  C.  BESSIE 
(From  The  Hound  and  Horn ) 


Morning: 


HE  little  house  stood  on  a  meadow  fenced  all  about  with  a 


A  light  growth  of  trees  that  marched  up  the  low  hills  to  the 
higher  ones,  and  out  of  these  woods  at  dawn  came  the  early  bird¬ 
song  and  low  social  quacking  of  the  crows,  till  group  by  small 
group  the  birds  themselves  came  out,  seeking  their  food  and  play¬ 
ing  in  the  air.  Swallows  shot  twittering  over  the  house  in  the 
early  gray  light,  and  in  their  separate  beds  the  young  man  and 
young  woman  lay  listening  with  a  half-attentive  ear  to  the  in¬ 
sistent  summons  of  the  oven-bird  on  the  wooded  hill  behind  the 
house,  and  the  slow  cawing  of  the  crows  flying  over  the  land,  and 
the  twittering  of  the  barn-swallows,  swooping  after  early-rising 
insects.  Out  of  half-closed  eyes,  weary  with  the  pleasant  morn¬ 
ing  semi-sleep,  they  saw  the  gray  light  outside  the  windows,  and 
the  bird-song  mingled  with  their  receding  dreams,  to  weave  a 
medley  that  would  be  forgotten  by  the  time  they  were  fully 
awake. 

She  rose  always  before  him,  with  a  mind  immediately  clear  and 
fresh,  and  went  out  into  the  clean,  damp  air,  doing  her  morning 
chores  with  brisk  movements  and  a  light  heart.  She  glanced  at 
the  tomato-plants,  and  plucked  off  the  leaves  that  had  been  rid¬ 
dled  by  the  striped  tomato-bugs.  The  dead  wood-ash  she  sprin¬ 
kled  every  day  had  proved  ineffectual,  and  there  was  always  a 
heavy  beetle  to  squeeze  between  reluctant  fingertips  and  throw 
away.  The  woodchuck  sat  erect  among  the  boards  of  the  torn- 
down  barn,  looking  this  way  and  that,  and  she  smiled  at  him 
as  he  finally  ambled  off  into  the  long  wet  grass,  even  though  he’d 
eaten  the  new  leaves  of  the  beans,  and  chewed  the  tender  spikes 
of  the  sunflowers. 

1  Copyright,  1931,  by  The  Hound  and  Horn. 

Copyright,  1931,  by  Alvah  C.  Bessie. 
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But  this  morning  as  she  bent  beside  the  rows  of  swinging 
plants,  she  thought  suddenly  of  her  mother,  and  she  knew  that 
her  mother  was  up  too  and  thinking  of  her  daughter  far  away: 
“a  pity  she  never  married  again  and  settled  down  to  a  happy 
married  life,”  and  she  smiled  at  what  her  mother  might  have 
thought  if  she  could  only  know.  She  called  him  for  his  breakfast, 
and  even  as  he  answered  grouchily  from  the  tumbled  bed,  and 
rose  blinking  and  groping  for  his  bathrobe  and  slippers,  she 
shivered  from  head  to  foot  at  the  irony  of  her  position — thinking 
that  she  could  never  tell  her  mother  of  her  happiness,  or  that 
she  was  living  the  sort  of  life  that  she  really  would  desire  for 
her  daughter.  But  the  sun  spilled  in  the  windows  and  the  cool 
breeze  stirred  the  curtains,  beads  of  dew  sparkled  on  the  spider’s 
web  across  the  window-pane,  and  across  the  meadow  there  were 
already  heavy  shadows  slanting  among  the  old,  abandoned  farm 
buildings,  as  he  shuffled  across  the  dining-room  and  smiled  at  her 
at  work  over  the  stove  in  the  kitchen.  “Don’t  look  at  me,”  he 
said,  and  went  outdoors.  There  he  frowned  at  his  reddened  face 
in  the  mirror  tacked  on  the  back  of  the  house — at  his  sleep-lined 
face  framed  by  the  dark  foliage  on  the  wooded  hill  behind  the 
house — and  he  brushed  the  hair  back  on  his  head  and  .turned  to 
look  with  moist  eyes  at  the  hill  as  he  stood  brushing  his  teeth, 
his  legs  apart  and  the  breeze  flapping  his  robe.  A  flicker  chat¬ 
tered  close  above  his  head  and  dipped  into  the  wood,  its  white 
rump  winking  among  the  trees. 

It  annoyed  him  that  he  could  not  waken  easily,  as  she,  his 
mind  immediately  bright  and  regulated ;  that  for  at  least  an  hour 
after  rising  his  head  should  be  clogged  and  dull,  and  everything 
he  looked  at  ugly  and  uninteresting.  He  remembered  the  time 
she’d  awakened  him  at  night,  saying  in  a  voice  hushed  with 
excitement  and  a  certain  awe,  “Darling,  the  skunk  is  out  in  the 
yard — I  saw  his  eyes  just  now!”  and  he’d  refused  to  sit  up  in 
his  bed  and  look  out  of  the  window.  Troubled  and  restless,  she 
had  taken  the  flashlight  out  into  the  dark  to  see  their  nightly 
visitor,  while  he  fell  fast  asleep  immediately.  “I’ve  seen  a  skunk 
before,”  he’d  said,  ruffled  that  she  should  have  wakened  him. 

Not  that  he  lacked  interest  in  the  deathless  prodigality  of 
nature,  for  of  the  two  he  was  the  naturalist,  and  bored  her  for 
hours  with  minute  descriptions  of  the  haunts  and  habits  of  the 
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animals — their  physical  construction  and  their  daily  lives.  It  had 
come  to  them  both  almost  at  a  blow — a  dim,  as  yet  uncompre¬ 
hending  glance  of  the  vast  design  that  turned  on  slow,  inexorable 
wheels  about  them  both.  She,  led  by  blind  faith  in  her  intui¬ 
tions,  and  he  by  a  sceptic  curiosity  and  restless  observation,  had 
both  arrived  at  a  pathway  that  they  felt  might  bring  them  to  the 
field  they  would  explore.  For  all  about  them  were  the  surface- 
symbols  of  life,  the  myriad  yet  quantitatively  insignificant  facets 
of  a  great,  immeasurable  scheme.  Not  that  they  had  never  looked 
at  them  before,  but  they  had  seen  them  solely  with  the  eyes  of 
the  mind. 

There  were  the  bright  eyes  of  the  skunk  at  night,  and  the 
seasonal  songs  of  frogs  and  toads  in  the  pond  just  down  the  road. 
All  night  the  small  stream  rushed  through  the  darkness,  singing 
in  its  variable  scale,  and  the  field  was  full  of  fireflies  and  moths. 
One  night  on  the  road  they  had  seen  a  dull  gleam  on  the  earth, 
and  his  flashlight  showed  a  dead  firefly  being  devoured  by  ants, 
that  even  in  its  death  gave  forth  the  light  that  served  its  ap¬ 
parently  meaningless  purpose  during  life.  “All  this  is  going  on 
about  us  in  the  dark,”  she’d  whispered,  and  had  shuddered 
slightly.  All  day  the  crows  flew  back  and  forth  across  the 
meadow  and  along  the  wood,  cawing  in  different  keys  and 
registers,  or  conversing  in  the  trees.  You  met  them  seeking  grubs 
in  the  field,  or  sitting  on  a  fence-post  down  the  road,  whence  they 
arose  crying,  and  flapped  heavily  away,  drawing  up  their  clumsy 
feet.  A  dead  porcupine  was  found  in  the  spring  one  day,  and 
thrown  up  on  the  hillside  to  be  forgotten;  he  pulled  a  tiny  quill 
out  of  his  finger,  with  much  pain.  Two  days  later  a  bad  smell 
floated  off  the  hill,  and  a  visit  showed  the  carcass  boiling  with 
maggots  busily  at  work,  who  disappeared  again  when  they  had 
finished  their  employment. 

It  was  impossible  for  the  young  woman  and  the  man  not  to 
see  these  phenomena  gathered  beneath  one  universal  plan  in 
constant  motion,  and  though  he  refused  to  grant  a  sentient  deity 
or  spirit  to  the  plan,  his  refusal  was  but  the  necessary  limitation 
imposed  upon  him  by  the  exasperating  Why?  They  talked  of  that 
at  breakfast.  It  was  good,  he  felt,  to  see  her  long-familiar  face 
across  the  table,  and  to  watch  her  large,  strong  hands  serving 
him  with  scrambled  eggs  and  coffee,  and  he  wondered  at  his 
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domesticity.  In  her  presence  he  felt  a  powerful  yet  quiet  peace, 
and  though  he  knew  her  body  intimately,  and  it  held  no  further 
mystery  for  his  eyes  or  for  his  hands,  that  familiarity  itself  had 
built  a  staple  structure  that  now  stood  of  its  own  accord  and  did 
not  totter  under  contemplation. 

It  amused  her  to  see  him  draw  a  present  moral  from  perfectly 
fortuitous  events;  a  trace  of  the  pedagogue.  Thus,  when  one 
of  the  kittens  leaped  to  his  lap,  he  said,  “Perhaps  no  clearer 
understanding  of  the  meaning  of  life,  if  it  has  a  meaning,  can  be 
reached  by  one  of  my  simple  intuition,  than  can  be  drawn  from 
the  feel  of  a  cat  purring  like  this  under  my  hand,”  and  he 
stroked  the  vibrant  little  kitten,  and  smiled  at  its  face  rubbing 
against  his  fingers,  and  he  wondered  as  of  old  at  the  small  and 
stubborn  flame  of  life  animating  its  body  to  seek  its  own  pleasure, 
and  looking  out  of  large,  inarticulate  eyes  at  the  purveyor  of  that 
incomprehensible  joy. 

He  dropped  the  subject,  for  it  maddened  him  just  then.  But 
she  was  thinking  of  what  he  had  just  said  about  the  cat,  and 
because  she  felt  much  the  same  way  in  his  arms,  for  no  words 
would  come  that  might  have  given  some  tangible  meaning  to  the 
quiet  moment,  and  though  they  both  would  say  that  their 
silence  was  a  more  speaking  conversation  than  their  speech,  she 
knew  that  that  too  was  a  flight  from  the  faceless  wall  of  un¬ 
avoidable  misunderstanding  that  circled  them  about.  So  she 
pursued  the  question  again:  “If  you  don’t  believe  in  something 
besides  the  physical  and  the  material,  what  makes  you  afraid 
of  walking  in  the  woods  at  night?”  And  because  he  could  not 
answer  her  question,  even  in  his  mind,  he  was  angry  once  again 
and  rose  from  the  table  glaring  at  her  long-familiar  face  and 
wondering  what  the  devil  he  was  doing  there,  when  he  should  be 
a  few  thousand  miles  away  with  new  friends  and  new  sights  and 
new  people  to  talk  to.  So  he  said,  “Well,  at  least  I  don’t  make 
a  vast  mystery  of  things  and  invent  gods  of  the  dark  woods,  and 
heavens  and  hells  and  punishment  for  sins  and  hobgoblins  and 
devils.”  He  knew  she  didn’t  either,  so  when  she  said,  “The  only 
devil  that  exists  is  inside  your  own  skin,”  he  dropped  the  cat 
on  the  floor  and  slammed  the  door  and  went  outside. 

In  the  outhouse  he  sat  looking  out  the  door  towards  the  west, 
at  the  tall  pines  on  the  hill  silhouetted  against  the  pink  reflection 
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from  the  sunrise,  and  the  pleasing  tall  thin  birches  growing  among 
the  darker  trees.  Insects  buzzed  and  hummed  outside  the  door 
in  the  warm  morning  light,  and  occasionally  ventured  in,  till  he 
waved  his  arms  and  chased  them  out  again.  Nothing  could 
horrify  his  flesh  so  much  as  a  great  whizzing  beetle,  striking 
against  his  skin,  and  if  it  occurred  at  night  in  the  dark,  his  cold 
flesh  shrank  and  with  a  cry  he  frantically  whirled  his  arms.  But 
sitting  now,  he  thought  of  his  recent  mental  cowardice  and  he 
deplored  it  as  usual,  for  a  moment,  dismissing  it  from  mind  with 
a  sense  of  duty  done,  and  he  allowed  the  passionate  physical 
pleasure  he  derived  from  her  presence  and  her  love  and  their  long¬ 
standing  relationship  to  overwhelm  his  mind  once  more  and  he 
was  pleased  to  think  himself  “in  clover,”  enjoying  the  balanced 
sort  of  life  he’d  always  sought,  his  flesh  appeased,  his  mind  at 
work,  his  body  happy  and  well-kept.  Then,  when  the  child 
came,  he  would  be  complete!  Thus,  when  he  came  out  to  get 
the  pails  to  go  for  water,  he  actually  sang  melodies  from  Strauss’ 
Heldenleben  and  noted  that  the  Devil’s  Paintbrush  had  almost 
covered  the  meadow  with  its  rich,  scarlet  wash.  There  were 
clouds  in  the  sky,  mottling  the  sides  of  the  mountain  with 
slowly  moving  patterns  till  it  almost  looked  majestic  as  it  raised 
its  meagre  height  against  the  light  sky,  easing  the  eye  with  its 
vari -colored  greens,  and  capped  with  gleaming  rock. 

The  spring  tumbled  down  the  hillside,  slid  down  its  moss- 
grown  side  and  cascaded  into  a  little  pebbled  pool,  and  he  brushed 
aside  the  whirling  gnats  that  frequented  the  pool,  stepping  over 
puddles  on  the  ground.  A  ruffed  grouse  was  drumming  on  the 
hillside,  and  he  thought  of  the  carefully  hidden  nest  the  grouse 
would  have,  roofed  over  with  dry  leaves  and  wisps  of  grass,  into 
which  the  bird  might  creep  and  remain  concealed  while  it  brooded 
on  its  eggs.  When  he  came  back  she  was  looking  in  the  tall  grass 
beneath  the  apple-tree,  and  he  knew  she  was  hoping  to  find  the 
young  bluebird  that  had  escaped  its  nest.  A  surge  of  shame  swept 
over  him  as  he  went  to  aid  her  search,  for  he  knew  it  really  was 
his  fault  the  bluebird  had  been  lost.  The  parents  were  still  flit¬ 
ting  through  the  tree  over  their  heads,  uttering  only  occasional 
sharp  cries  and  listening  for  reply,  for  the  young  bird  had  been 
lost  almost  a  day.  He  had  insisted  on  taking  it  out  of  the  hole 
in  the  apple-tree — pointing  out  the  primary  and  secondary 
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feathers  growing  in  their  tracts,  and  they  had  laughed  together 
over  its  appearance.  “Do  you  call  that  thing  a  bird!”  he’d 
laughed,  as  he  held  it  on  his  palm;  “the  birds,  you  know,  are 
closely  related  to  the  reptile-group — it’s  really  more  a  lizard  than 
a  bird.”  So  day  by  day  they’d  inspected  the  little  fledgling,  while 
its  parents  scolded  and  swooped  low  over  their  heads,  till  yester¬ 
day  it  had  leaped  from  his  palm  and  flown.  He  put  it  in  the 
nest,  but  no  sooner  were  they  back  in  the  house  than  the  now 
flight-thirsty  youngster  leaped  again  and  this  time  disappeared 
into  the  grass.  It  had  interested  them  to  watch  the  parent-birds 
wheeling  over  the  grass,  until  after  fifteen  minutes  he’d  said, 
“They  can’t  put  it  back,  I  will — ”  but  it  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 
Disheartened  and  contrite  they  searched  all  afternoon,  till  they 
were  completely  discouraged  and  unhappy,  then  they  spent  the 
evening  sitting  miserably  side  by  side  in  the  window  behind  the 
spider’s  web,  watching  the  wretched  female  hopping  from  limb 
to  limb,  calling  and  cocking  her  head,  while  the  male  sat  in  the 
tree  and  looked  at  her.  That  night  it  rained,  and  as  they  sat 
reading  by  the  lamp  they  could  catch  faint  call-notes  regularly 
uttered,  and  they  looked  at  one  another  and  smiled  faintly  or 
shook  their  heads  and  looked  away.  It  was  almost  as  though 
they’d  lost  their  only  child. 

Afternoon : 

They  never  spoke  about  it  any  more,  for  though  they  had 
agreed  to  have  a  child,  there  never  had  been  one.  The  birds 
were  silent  in  the  heat  of  the  early  afternoon,  with  the  exception 
of  the  bluebirds,  who  still  gave  short,  sharp  cries  and  listened  for 
an  answer.  The  sun  beat  down  almost  painfully,  and  they  lay 
side  by  side  on  blankets  in  the  yard,  naked  and  sweating  in  the 
vibrant  heat. 

Sometimes  it  saddened  her  to  contemplate  her  infertility,  when 
everything  around  her  was  so  fecund  ...  the  bluebirds  on  their 
nest  had  absorbed  her  gaze  for  hours,  as  they  made  innumerable 
trips  for  insect-food  to  stuff  the  youngster  in  the  hollow  tree.  It 
opened  its  mouth  and  raised  its  feeble  head  when  she  had  thrust 
her  finger  in  the  hole.  There  were  frogs’  and  toads’  eggs  in  the 
small  pond  early  in  June — the  ants  hurried  frantically  to  carry 
off  their  great  larvae  when  disturbed,  and  she  herself  had  planted 
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the  lettuce  in  the  kitchen-garden  and  set  the  tiny  radish  seeds  to 
grow,  and  daily  watered  them  and  measured  them  with  a  kindly, 
vigilant  eye,  rejoiced  to  see  them  flourish  and  lift  their  leaves 
into  the  sun,  despite  the  swarms  of  predatory  insects.  She  did 
not  feel  so  sorry  for  herself,  somehow,  even  though  she  secretly 
knew  herself  to  be  irrevocably  barren — not  even  during  the  years 
of  her  married  life  had  she  missed  a  period — but  she  felt  sorry 
for  him  when  she  saw  him  looking  at  her  with  that  accusing 
expression  she  knew  so  well.  She  had  the  conviction  that  he 
would  never  produce  a  painting  that  would  satisfy  either  of 
them,  and  it  was  usually  after  he  had  sat  an  afternoon  before  his 
canvas  and  came  dejected  to  her  in  the  evening,  that  she  wanted 
so  to  be  able  to  say,  “Darling — I  know  you’d  like  to  know — I’m 
pregnant.”  Then,  though  she  knew  he  did  not  care  for  children, 
she  knew  just  as  surely  that  he  would  not  feel  so  sterile.  She 
looked  at  his  paintings,  and  something  in  her  breast  began  to 
sink — they  were  clever,  they  were  often  brilliant,  but  some¬ 
thing  was  missing  that  could,  had  it  been  present,  have  pulled  the 
whole  canvas  together  and  given  it  authenticity  and  love.  She 
called  it  understanding — that  was  the  only  word  she  knew  for 
it — he  saw  the  surfaces  of  things  with  an  uncannily  inclusive  eye ; 
he  did  not  miss  a  thing  that  could  be  seen;  but  the  intricate 
landscapes  he  painted  were  cold  and  had  the  dead,  supine  reality 
of  photographs,  and  the  old  men’s  heads,  while  miracles  of  line 
and  character  and  observation,  were  not  instinct  with  life,  or  age, 
or  wisdom.  So,  when  she  saw  him  look  at  her  and  silently  say 
as  loudly  as  any  tongue  could  speak,  “You’re  barren — why  can’t 
you  produce  a  child?”  there  was  nothing  for  her  to  do  but  go 
about  her  housework,  and  do  it  as  carefully  as  ever  she  could, 
making  the  house  a  joy  for  him  to  enter,  and  a  shelter  for  repose. 
She  knew  he  loved  tea  in  the  afternoon,  so  tea  was  always  ready 
when  he  came  in  from  his  work — she  built  a  fire  in  the  fireplace, 
and  his  tea  was  served  in  a  glass  with  the  two  spoonfuls  of  sugar 
ready  stirred,  so  he  no  longer  had  to  ask,  “Did  you  put  sugar  in?” 
He  merely  smoked  his  cigarette  until  the  glass  had  cooled,  then 
threw  it  in  the  fire  and  picked  up  the  glass  and  smiled  at  her  and 
talked. 

She  turned  her  head  to  look  at  him — he  lay  upon  his  back,  with 
his  reddened  face  lifted  to  the  sun;  his  eyes  were  closed  and 
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sweat  streamed  off  his  cheeks  and  ran  down  on  his  neck.  His 
whole  body  was  damp  with  perspiration  and  it  gleamed,  and 
although  she  drew  particular  satisfaction  to  note  how  the  moun¬ 
tains  in  their  contours  seemed  to  follow  the  curves  of  his  body, 
she  thought,  I  would  not  care  to  have  him  embrace  me  like  that. 
The  thought  startled  her  for  a  moment,  for  she  usually  was  not 
conscious  of  his  body  in  its  uglier  aspects.  He  was  quite  self- 
conscious  about  his  slender  arms,  but  she  had  not  noticed  them 
till  he  mentioned  it — and  after  all,  didn’t  they  both  wash  each 
other  in  their  outdoor  baths,  pouring  water  over  each  other  from 
the  sprinkling-can,  and  rubbing  down  the  places  that  were  difficult 
to  reach.  It  was  like  him  to  remark  at  such  a  moment,  “God,  if 
any  one  can  love  you  now!  Greater  love  hath  no  man  than  to 
survive  seeing  his  girl  with  her  hair  screwed  up  on  the  back  of 
her  head,  her  face  all  soapy  and  gooseflesh  standing  out  all  over 
her”;  but  for  her  part,  she  never  noticed  the  soapy,  matted  hair 
when  he  was  washed,  and  his  squinting,  soapy  face,  and  the  way 
his  toes  turned  up  because  the  stone  slab  underfoot  was  cold — 
her  retinas  registered  the  sight,  but  her  mind  made  no  satiric 
comment. 

Watching  his  body  lying  parallel  to  the  distant  sunny  hills,  his 
hot  red  face  and  his  heavy  breathing,  she  remembered  the  various 
times  he  had  incited  her  to  make  quick  sketches  of  him,  de¬ 
termined  that  he’d  teach  her  how  to  draw.  “Any  fool  can  draw,” 
he  used  to  say,  so  he  placed  his  body  in  grotesque  positions  and 
timed  her  by  his  watch  until  she  gained  considerable  proficiency 
at  catching  lines  and  postures,  and  then  he  became  jealous  of  her 
success  and  stopped  his  sittings.  She  remembered  the  other  after¬ 
noon  at  the  spring,  when  she  had  given  him  a  cold  shower,  at  his 
request,  laughing  as  she  held  the  sprinkler  over  him  and  he  howled 
and  wriggled  and  rubbed  his  body  down.  Suddenly  it  had  struck 
her  a  terrific,  almost  physical,  blow — just  as  he  thrust  out  his 
chest  against  the  spray  and  she  saw  the  great  muscles  bulge  with 
the  cold,  and  the  brown  skin  tighten  across  them,  and  the  flush 
of  red  blood  rise  to  the  surface  of  his  body — just  as  he  held  his 
head  under  the  cascade  and  the  water  tumbled  over  his  shoulders 
and  down  his  back  to  flow  between  his  legs,  and  he  rose  with  a 
shout  of  pleasurable  discomfort  and  grasped  the  glass  and  drank  a 
great  gulp  of  the  ice-cold  water — “inside  and  out,”  he’d  said, 
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“inside  and  out”;  then  it  struck  her  that  this  fine,  sentient  body 
with  its  gleaming  brown  skin  and  hot  red  blood  and  firm  muscles 
— that  this  man  standing  there  erect  on  his  strong  legs,  gulping 
down  ice-water  and  rubbing  his  stomach  with  a  large,  strong  hand, 
was  oh  so  surely  going  to  die  and  turn  back  into  the  earth  he 
stood  upon,  and  rot  away  into  a  dry  and  powdery  dust — and  she 
was  glad  of  it!  It  seemed  right  to  her,  and  just  and  beautiful, 
and  she  was  thrilled  with  the  beauty  of  the  destiny  that  nature 
held  out  to  all  living,  with  smiling  eyes  and  firm,  implacable  lips, 
as  though  it  were  a  much  desired  gift. 

He  wiped  the  sweat  from  his  face  with  a  blue  bandana  lying 
by  his  side  and  said,  “Time’s  up,”  and  turned  to  look  at  her. 
She  sat  up  and  smiled  and  he  saw  her  head  and  shoulders  against 
the  sky  and  distant  hills;  and  with  that  relationship  he  became 
aware  of  the  heart  of  his  problem — and  it  struck  him  that  a 
painting  of  her  head  against  the  sky  and  the  green  hills,  with 
those  heavy,  moving  cloud-banks  in  the  north,  her  face,  smiling 
down  out  of  the  canvas  with  large,  pale  eyes,  would  just  about 
express  all  he  could  ever  feel  or  think  or  know. 

“I’m  going  in  now,  darling,”  she  said  and  rose,  and  folding 
up  her  blanket,  “I’ll  have  tea  for  you  after  work — ” 

“It’s  much  too  hot,”  he  said,  “I’ll  try  to  work  and  then  go 
chop  some  wood.” 

“Well,  then  I’ll  weed  the  garden;  I’ve  left  it  now  a  week— so 
I  won’t  have  to  wash  the  dishes  till  to-night.  I  think  there’ll 
be  enough  clean  ones  for  supper.”  She  went  in,  and  he  watched 
her  naked  body  walking  across  the  little  lawn,  swaying  slightly 
at  the  hips. 

“How  I  have  wasted  my  life!”  he  said  aloud,  and  lay  back 
again  for  a  moment,  clasping  his  hands  behind  his  head  and 
staring  at  the  sun  with  eyelids  firmly  closed.  ...  All  during  the 
sunbath  he  had  been  looking  at  the  sun,  and  his  eyes  had  noted 
the  spectra  that  his  eyelids  could  induce,  depending  on  how 
tightly  they  were  closed,  and  he’d  been  enjoying  the  flowing  of 
the  heavy  heat  into  his  flesh.  But  with  the  vision  of  her  head 
against  the  sky,  it  was  as  though  all  the  problems  he  had  ever 
pondered  rose  up  at  last  and  assumed  material  form  to  vex  him. 
He  knew  he  could  never  get  that  down  on  canvas,  and  he  knew 
deep  in  his  heart  that  he  could  never  get  anything  as  completely 
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"down  on  canvas”  as  he  so  hotly  desired.  All  the  great  pattern 
that  seemed  to  turn  about  them  both — it  was  too  vast  a  scheme  for 
him  to  compass.  Look  at  how  the  morning  had  been  wasted!  it 
was  the  same  thing  every  single  day.  He  envisaged  himself  so 
busily  at  work,  if  the  ideal  could  only  be  attained,  that  he’d  have 
no  time  for  anything  but  work.  He  saw  great  glowing  canvases 
rise  before  his  eyes — the  progress  of  the  seasons,  the  program 
of  the  day,  the  weather,  faces  of  men  and  women  from  birth 
to  death  in  beautiful  schemata — he  would  achieve  them  all !  But 
what  could  he  do  about  it?  All  he  did  was  to  copy  mountains 
down  on  prepared  cloth — he  painted  the  gnarled  and  weathered 
cedar  on  the  hill,  in  sunlight  and  in  rain  and  in  the  moon ;  think¬ 
ing  thereby  to  have  said  at  least  one  thing  completely,  and  put  it 
aside  forever.  But  when  that  had  been  done,  there  was  still  the 
not-to-be-considered  task  of  painting  the  naked  body  in  all  its 
possible  aspects;  or  even  choosing  an  aspect  which  would  imply 
all  others  from  birth  to  death,  and  thus  truly  express  his  intuition 
of  it. 

A  child  would  somehow  explain  and  sanction  their  socially 
unrecognized  relationship,  he  knew.  Instead  of  making  it  a  worse 
offence  in  nature,  they  both  felt  that  it  would  be  a  final  proof 
of  the  validity  of  their  love,  and  yet  it  never  came;  and  because 
it  never  came  he  felt  himself  trapped  and  snared  into  compliance 
with  her  will.  The  words,  “Well,  here  I  am,”  were  ever  present 
in  his  mind,  and  he  laughed  at  the  irony  of  his  position — had  he 
been  married  he  would  have  really  felt  himself  enslaved— but  still 
unmarried  he  was  twice  as  fettered  as  before,  so  he  resented  the 
demands  of  his  own  flesh  as  well  as  hers,  and  saw  in  them  a 
symbol  of  the  senseless  repetition  of  all  natural  phenomena— 
dawn  and  noon  and  night  and  dawn  again;  birth  and  life  and 
death  and  birth  again;  spring  and  summer,  autumn,  winter  and 
then  spring  again,  and  to  what  end? 

Life  has  meaning,  he  thought,  as  he  sat  before  his  canvas  with 
the  running  brook  and  the  hills  sketched  in,  only  insofar  as  we 
draw  our  trite  conclusions  from  it  for  our  own  guidance  and  con¬ 
tentment.  No  child!  he  thought — no  work  to  survive  me;  the 
fruit  of  love  is  stifled  in  the  womb  and  never  comes  to  light. 
The  intuition  is  smothered  in  the  mind  and  never  can  be  uttered 
in  its  total  beauty  of  completion,  no  matter  how  we  strive. 
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Such  thoughts  as  these,  which  he  knew  to  be  invalid  to  any 
one  else  and  he  dared  not  convey  for  fear  they  would  be  scored 
for  puerility — and  therein  lay  his  great  exasperation,  for  they 
were  the  best  that  he  could  do — inevitably  brought  him  to  the 
only  bearable  conclusion:  life  had  meaning  to  him  only  in  the 
living — so  he  scraped  his  dirty  palette  and  he  folded  up  his 
dirty  paint-box,  and  took  his  empty  canvas,  that  was  to  have  a 
mountain  and  a  stream  displayed  in  colors  real  as  life  upon  its 
face,  and  he  went  back  to  the  house  and  got  his  axe. 

He  looked  at  the  spider’s  web  stretched  on  the  window- 
pane;  it  had  been  repaired  since  last  night’s  rain — and  he  won¬ 
dered  again  if  there  were  not  some  geometric  plan  at  the  basis  of 
all  natural  processes,  until  he  remembered  that,  at  least  as  far  as 
the  spider’s  web  was  concerned,  and  the  hexagonal  cells  con¬ 
structed  by  the  bees,  the  line  of  least  resistance  was  always  the 
easiest  to  take — and  therefore  a  certain  mathematical  precision 
was  always  to  be  expected  of  living  tissue  at  work. 

He  viewed  his  woodpile  with  pride — day  by  day  it  grew,  as  he 
gradually  split  up  the  half-rotten  boards  and  beams  of  the  old 
barn,  and  he  had  even  established  a  routine  in  his  chopping, 
selecting  the  lighter  boards  to  break  up  first,  and  then  the  heavier, 
and  then  the  beams ;  though  he  often  thought  it  would  have  been 
easier  to  reverse  the  process,  and  take  the  harder  work  when  he 
was  fresher.  But  it  didn’t  matter  so  long  as  he  achieved  the 
ultimate  sweet  agony  of  fatigue,  followed  by  a  cold  shower  and 
its  miraculous  muscular  freshening;  and  the  subconscious  knowl¬ 
edge  that  he  was  building  up  his  body  as  he  worked  was  a  precious 
secret  that  he  spent  many  minutes  daily  contemplating,  usually 
when  the  fatigue  had  begun  to  pile  up  to  its  tetanus,  and  his 
arms  and  back  ached  cruelly.  Then  he  said  to  himself,  “Just  one 
more  beam,”  and  dragged  it  out  of  the  heap  of  broken  boards  and 
scattered  shingles  and  debris;  and  he  rejoiced  in  the  will-power 
he  displayed. 

The  sun  was  declining  in  the  west,  thrusting  its  fingers  through 
the  brisk  comb  of  the  pines  on  the  western  hill.  He  looked  over 
to  where  the  kittens  were  playing  among  the  tall  weeds  around 
the  hotbed,  lying  in  wait  for  each  other,  and  then  with  pro¬ 
digious  leaps  and  bounds  almost  vertically  in  the  air,  pouncing 
on  each  other’s  backs.  Their  complete  relaxation  permits  them 
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their  apparently  unbounded  energy,  he  thought,  then  bit  his 
lips  and  fell  to  his  chopping,  for  the  kittens  were  a  sore  spot  in  his 
heart — try  as  he  would,  he  could  not  get  a  sketch  of  them  at  rest 
or  sleep  or  play  that  caught  their  gracile  forms  and  nimble  spirits. 
They  were  constantly  eluding  him  with  hitherto  unbeheld  atti¬ 
tudes,  uncatlike  in  the  extreme,  and  careful  study  seemed  to  no 
avail.  Their  movements  seemed  untimed  and  unrelated — they 
might  spring  out  of  a  completely  relaxed  pose  into  a  grotesque 
attitude  of  gymnastic  abandon ;  and  yet  it  was  the  perfect  timing 
of  their  actions  and  the  artless  articulation  of  their  bodies  that 
baffled  his  really  careful  research. 

Bending  over  his  woodchopping  in  the  pleasant  heat  of  the 
setting  sun,  he  glanced  over  to  where  she  was  transplanting  from 
the  hotbed  to  the  little  plowed  area  that  was  her  garden.  It 
pleased  him  to  reflect  that  the  garden  was  entirely  her  own  cre¬ 
ation — she  constructed  the  hotbed  herself,  and  covered  it  with 
some  old  windows  from  the  torn-down  bam — she  had  planted  the 
seeds  herself  and  nursed  them  carefully  during  the  long  hot  June 
days.  “I  like  things  that  grow  in  the  earth  better  than  those 
that  hop  on  it,  I  guess,”  she  had  said,  and  he  smiled  remembering 
that  night  they  had  investigated  the  great,  fat  toad,  with  his  flash¬ 
light.  “How  perfectly  he’s  constructed,”  she  had  said,  and  he’d 
said,  “ She — it’s  a  she — the  males  of  this  specie  have  black  throats. 
Too  bad  she’s  not  a  male,”  he’d  added,  “for  if  she  were,  we  could 
make  him  sing  by  picking  him  up  by  his  two  forelegs.  They 
always  do,  somehow.”  Now  he  enjoyed  watching  the  strong 
curve  of  her  loins  as  she  crouched  at  her  work,  digging  the  warm 
earth  out  with  her  fingers  and  placing  the  tender  little  plant  in 
the  hole,  and  tucking  it  in  firmly. 

She  fitted  perfectly  into  the  landscape,  and  the  curve  of  her 
haunches  was  parallel  from  his  angle  by  the  greater  curve  of  the 
quiet  hill — and  he  enjoyed  thinking  of  her  pregnant,  and  if  she 
were,  he  felt  the  hill  would  suffer  by  the  comparison,  for  she 
was  quick  with  life  and  the  hill  stood  lonely  and  silent  forever 
and  would  never  bring  forth  so  much  as  a  mouse.  He  waved  his 
hand  before  his  face — the  gnats  were  torturesome  these  after¬ 
noons — and  he  bent  again  to  his  work,  swinging  the  long  axe 
as  powerfully  as  he  could  arid  grunting  as  it  bit  into  the  hard, 
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weathered  wood.  He  enjoyed  beyond  measure  the  deep,  sharp 
bite  of  the  blade,  and  the  heavy  thud,  and  the  echo  of  the  blow 
off  the  wooded  hill,  and  he  formulated  the  words,  This  is  right — 
this  is  as  it  should  be;  but  he  could  not  speak  them  for  the 
sudden  sheer  joy  that  flooded  him,  and  he  harbored  them  in  his 
breast  and  swung  the  axe  harder  and  harder,  grunting  rhythmi¬ 
cally  and  feeling  his  muscles  tire,  and  shaking  the  little  drops  of 
salty  sweat  off  the  end  of  his  nose.  The  pain  of  fatigue  gradually 
crept  up  his  arms  and  stiffened  the  muscles,  so  that  though  he 
stubbornly  swung  harder  and  harder  in  defiance,  he  finally  had 
to  stop  and  stand  erect,  his  muscles  soft  as  water  and  the  ache 
leaping  in  his  arms  and  sides  and  back. 

The  sound  of  the  stream  was  in  his  ears  from  the  south,  and 
from  the  north  he  heard  the  sound  of  the  evening  wind  in  the 
trees,  like  the  roar  and  insensate  rush  of  a  great  overhead  fire, 
and  as  he  stood,  axe  in  hand  and  watched,  there  drifted  out  of 
the  west  great  banks  of  lead-colored  clouds  tinged  beneath  with 
salmon,  as  though  the  sun  in  setting  had  touched  the  earth  to 
fire  and  this  was  the  flame-lit,  belching  smoke  of  its  monstrous 
conflagration.  Slowly  and  steadily  it  drifted  over  the  land,  cast¬ 
ing  its  shadow  upon  field  and  wooded  hill,  and  the  swifts  wheeled 
nervously  beneath  it  on  crescentic  wings,  restless  from  the  long 
day’s  insect-hunt  and  anxious  for  their  nests. 

He  carried  his  axe  in  his  hand  over  to  where  she  knelt  beside 
her  plants — she  said,  “Hello,”  but  kept  to  her  work  and  did  not 
look  up  at  him.  “Which  are  the  peas?”  he  said,  and  she  pointed 
to  the  geometrically  folded  leaves  and  the  intricate  curling  ten¬ 
drils,  ready  now  for  their  supporting  sticks,  and  spared  by  some 
miracle  from  the  marauding  ’chuck.  “Christ!”  he  suddenly  said, 
pointing  to  the  meadow,  “look  at  it  all,  life  all  around  us!”  and 
he  grinned  idiotically  and  slapped  her  on  the  back,  “millions  of 
blades  of  grass  growing,  each  one  a  little  life,  each  one  coming 
out  of  a  little  tiny  seed,  flourishing  and  growing — ”  “Yes,”  she 
said,  and  turned  her  face  up  to  him,  and  he  stopped  dead  in  the 
middle  of  his  fervid  speech,  for  he  saw  there  were  tears  in  her 
eyes,  ready  to  spill  out.  Her  hands  were  black  with  the  rich 
soil  she  had  been  handling;  “Yes,”  she  said  again,  “only  we — oh, 
forgive  me!” 
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Night: 

During  the  day  the  little  river  could  be  heard  if  you  cared  to 
listen  for  it,  but  at  night  it  was  the  night’s  own  sound,  super¬ 
seding  all  others,  and  with  the  cessation  of  the  frog  and  toad- 
song  at  the  end  of  June,  it  assumed  undisputed  sway  and  rushed 
over  its  smooth  round  stones  all  night,  imperious  and  yet  ghostly 
in  its  insistence.  So  it  became  their  habit,  when  they  paused  in 
their  evening  conversation  before  the  fire,  to  sit  and  listen  to  the 
river,  and  allow  its  restful  sibilance  to  smooth  away  the  slightest 
remembrance  of  what  they  had  been  talking  about.  He  engaged 
in  this  escape  more  frequently  than  she,  and  more  completely,  for 
he  added  the  further  hypnotic  of  staring  at  the  fire,  until  he  was 
so  far  from  her  and  the  little  house  and  their  main  problem,  and 
himself,  that  he  could  not  recall  their  recently  interrupted  talk 
when  she  suddenly  spoke  to  him,  and  he  was  for  the  moment  a 
complete  idiot. 

She  drew  a  quiet,  contemplative  sort  of  peace  from  watching 
his  face  as  he  sat  sucking  at  his  pipe,  and  trying  to  read  his 
thoughts — she  never  could.  He  was  still  young  enough  uncon¬ 
sciously  to  mirror  his  slightest  feelings  and  ideas  upon  his  face, 
in  conversation,  but  with  the  coming  of  the  night  and  the  rush 
of  the  river  in  his  ears  and  the  sight  of  the  aspiring  flames  before 
his  eyes,  it  was  as  though  his  old  age  came  upon  him  with  a 
rush  and  a  pounce — a  mask  of  age-old  weariness  fell  before  his 
face,  and  it  was  impenetrable  to  her  gaze  and  to  her  mind.  What 
a  fine  face  he  has,  she  thought,  and  she  was  glad  she  had  sufficient 
self-restraint  to  still  her  tongue  and  not  talk  to  him  when  he  sat 
drowned  in  his  mood.  She  constructed  whole  realms  of  ideas  for 
him  to  wander  in,  and  when  by  accident  his  face  assumed  a 
momentary  expression  that  tallied  with  her  thought,  she  felt  a 
slight  triumphant  thrill  within  her,  as  though  she  had  compelled 
him  by  the  power  of  her  mind,  to  think  of  what  she  thought  he 
ought  to  think.  The  fire-light  cut  a  slender  line  on  his  face 
silhouetted  against  the  dark  wall  behind  him,  and  she  thought 
what  a  pity  it  was  that  people’s  externals  were  such  inadequate 
symbols  of  their  minds  and  their  hearts— surely  the  high  white 
forehead  and  the  long  straight  nose,  the  sensitive  lips  and  chin 
in  their  sure  and  steady  contour  should  somehow  spell  a  finer 
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artist  than  she  knew  him  to  be,  and  she  suddenly  knew  that 
despite  his  endless  protestations  of  insignificance  in  the  face  of 
space  and  eternity  and  the  very  earth  itself,  such  an  idea  in  its 
full  implication  was  as  far  from  his  consciousness  as  he  said  the 
nearest  star  was  from  the  earth.  You  had  only  to  look  at  the 
way  he  held  his  pipe,  and  the  unconsciously  studied  seriousness 
of  his  posture  and  expression  and  his  movements  when  he  thought 
himself  “deep  in  thought”  to  observe  how  much  he  really  thought 
of  himself.  So  she  was  overwhelmed  with  a  great  contempt  for 
him,  and  she  hated  the  way  he  held  his  pipe  and  the  way  he 
crossed  his  legs  and  the  way  he  sat  with  head  inclined  to  the  side, 
looking  at  the  crackling  fire  and  so  concerned  with  thoughts  he 
obviously  considered  deep  and  pregnant;  but  she  was  immedi¬ 
ately  flooded  with  immense  maternal  pity — he  grew  young  in  his 
chair,  and  was  a  tired  and  scared  little  boy,  petulantly  sucking 
at  his  thumb  and  pouting  at  the  fire,  and  she  wanted  to  gather 
him  in  her  arms  and  press  his  face  between  her  breasts  and  rock 
his  body  back  and  forth  until  he  fell  asleep. 

The  moon  mingled  its  unearthly  light  with  the  healthy  flame- 
light,  slanting  in  the  windows  and  cutting  pale  squares  and  ob¬ 
longs  on  the  floor.  Once  more,  as  she  sat  by  the  table  looking 
at  the  pages  of  her  book  in  the  steady  glow  of  the  oil-lamp,  she 
was  amazed  at  the  numberless  infinitesimal  bugs  and  winged 
insects  that  collected  round  the  lamp.  If  she  touched  them,  they 
were  spots.  They  hopped,  or  they  fluttered  back  and  forth  about 
the  shade,  or  they  flew  in  idiotic  circles  round  and  round  until 
exhausted  and  then  dropped  into  the  chimney  and  were  scorched. 

“Say!”  he  suddenly  cried,  and  grasped  her  hand  just  as  she 
was  about  to  drop  a  fair-sized  miller  in  the  chimney,  “What’s  the 
idea?  Why,  I’m  surprised  at  you! ” 

She  let  the  miller  go  and  looked  abashed;  “I  am  myself,”  she 
said,  “I  can’t  imagine  what  made  me  want  to  do  it.”  They  let 
the  subject  drop,  and  sat  quietly  awhile  listening  to  the  kittens 
scampering  back  and  forth  across  the  floors  of  the  little  house, 
chasing  one  another  in  the  dark.  Then  he  got  up  and  went  out 
of  the  door.  The  field  outside  was  sparkling  with  so  many  thou¬ 
sand  fireflies,  which  winked  so  brilliantly  and  incessantly  that 
for  a  moment  after  stepping  out  he  had  the  impression  that  he 
had  been  dealt  a  sharp  blow  across  the  eyes.  The  night  was  cool 
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and  full  of  the  rush  of  the  rocky  river,  and  the  stars  were  far 
off  and  very  cold,  and  mist  was  creeping  toward  the  house  from 
the  fields  about.  Then  he  knew  that  it  would  be  just  as  im¬ 
possible  for  a  musician  to  “get”  the  sound  of  the  stream  flowing  at 
night,  as  it  would  be  for  him,  the  painter,  to  get  the  fire  he’d  been 
watching  down  on  canvas;  and  he  decided  that  painting  fire 
and  light  and  water  was  just  as  much  a  bastardized  “program” 
work  as  translating  into  music  a  rooster  crowing,  or  a  brook 
rattling  over  its  pebbles,  or  a  kitten  mewing,  or  the  roaring  of  a 
tempest  in  the  trees;  then  he  knew  Jhat  his  whole  approach  to 
his  art  had  been  wrong — for  why  should  he  want  to  paint  the 
gnarled  mountain  cedar  in  all  weathers  and  all  lights,  and  think 
thereby  he  had  caught  its  magic  with  his  brush.  And  why  should 
he  want  to  catch  all  the  wrinkles  in  an  old  man’s  stupid  face,  or 
the  minute  details  of  an  autumn  landscape,  or  his  lady’s  face 
against  the  sky — ridiculous  conception! 

Empty  of  feeling  and  chilled  by  the  night  air,  he  returned  to 
the  house.  One  toad  was  still  singing,  out  of  season,  in  the  pond 
just  down  the  road,  and  he  had  a  sudden  desire  to  escape  life  in 
all  its  manifestations,  and  not  have  to  look  at  the  hard  and 
distant  stars,  or  the  blinking  fireflies,  or  stand  in  the  weird  min¬ 
gled  moon-  and  star-light;  and  particularly  he  wanted  to  get  in 
bed  and  put  his  head  under  a  pillow,  so  that  he  might  not  hear 
the  inevitable  droning  of  the  river. 

The  one  thing  he  felt  constantly  glad  of,  was  their  constant 
isolation — there  in  the  mountains  they  did  not  see  or  speak  to 
more  than  two  or  three  people  a  week,  and  he  rejoiced  because 
they  were  such  simple  people,  and  envied  them  their  true  sim¬ 
plicity.  At  Farmer  Brown’s,  where  they  went  to  get  their  milk, 
he  invariably  discussed  cows  and  milking  with  the  dry  old  man, 
and  felt  a  desperate  delight  in  learning  of  the  effect  that  various 
grasses  had  upon  their  daily  yield;  while  she  went  to  the  barn  and 
bent  down  to  the  partly  Persian  cat  and  stroked  her  pregnant 
belly.  “She  likes  to  have  her  kittens  stroked,”  she  said,  and 
smiled  up  at  him  when  he  came  to  her. 

He  took  his  pipe  out  of  his  pocket  and  knocked  its  ashes  out 
upon  the  floor,  filled  it  again,  then  groped  for  the  box  of  matches 
that  he  knew  was  on  the  window-sill.  She  came  out  of  the 
sitting-room,  the  lamp,  now  out,  in  hand.  “I’m  going  to  fill  the 
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lamp  again,”  she  said,  “it  looked  as  though  it  wanted  to  go  out.” 
Lighting  his  pipe,  he  saw  a  movement  in  the  spider’s  web,  and 
held  the  match  against  the  windowpane.  “Look!”  he  cried,  “the 
spider’s  in  its  web,”  and  she  came  to  him  from  the  little  kitchen, 
after  she  had  filled  the  reservoir.  They  sat  down  on  a  bench 
and  watched  the  spider  as  it  adjusted  itself  to  wait  for  chance 
prey — it  climbed  up  to  the  center  of  its  web,  walking  delicately 
like  a  dancing-master,  and  reaching  the  center,  turned  upside 
down  and  hung  there,  pulling  in  its  jointed  legs.  She  went  to  get 
the  flashlight,  but  in  the  meanwhile  a  small  ichneumon  fly  had 
flown  against  the  web,  and  he  alone  saw  the  spider’s  lightning  slide 
down  to  the  bottom  of  the  web,  and  its  quick,  skilled  movements 
as  it  killed  its  prey.  When  she  came  back  with  the  light  it  caught 
up  the  now  dry  body  of  the  fly,  dropped  it  to  the  ground,  climbed 
aloft  again  and  settled  down  to  wait.  “You  should  have  seen 
it!”  he  exclaimed;  “we’ll  sit  here  and  just  watch  till  another 
comes  along  .  .  .  the  light’ll  drum  up  trade  for  the  spider.” 
But  nothing  answered  to  the  lure  of  the  light  in  the  window  of 
the  little  house,  and  they  became  impatient  with  delay.  “You’re 
good  at  catching  millers,”  he  said,  “why  don’t  you  go  out  and  get 
one,  and  put  it  in  the  web?”  “I  will,”  she  said,  and  went  out¬ 
doors  to  search  for  a  small  moth.  The  cold  air  of  the  mountain 
night  struck  her  body  with  its  sudden  impact,  and  she  looked 
up  at  the  night  flowing  away  from  her,  leaving  her  feeling  as 
though  she  were  standing  in  the  doorway  of  a  vast  and  empty 
hall.  The  hills  were  a  dark  circle  all  around,  and  the  mist  lay 
thick  and  heavy  on  the  meadow.  Fireflies  darted  about,  winking 
and  flashing  silently,  and  she  was  surprised  to  see  how  high 
they  sometimes  flew.  Occasionally  one  would  leave  its  greenish 
light  burning  for  a  moment  as  it  flew,  and  simulate  a  tiny  meteor. 
She  caught  a  moth  and  brought  it  to  the  window. 

“I  hate  to  do  this,”  she  said,  “what  shall  I  do?”  Inside  she 
saw  his  strangely  pale  face  behind  the  pane,  and  he  said,  “Just 
throw  it  at  the  web — not  too  hard,  of  course.”  “Gee,  I  hate  to 
do  this,”  she  said,  feeling  the  soft  body  of  the  moth  in  her  hands 
and  its  ineffectual  wings  beating  against  her  fingers;  but  she 
threw  the  moth  gently  at  the  web,  and  said,  “Hurray,  I’m  glad  it 
got  away!”  as  it  fell  off  the  web;  then  she  said,  “Oh,”  for  the 
moth  in  falling  was  caught  by  the  lower  part  of  the  web,  and 
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there  it  hung  fluttering  and  pulling  mightily  away.  “Look!”  he 
said,  and  she  saw  the  spider  slide  down  its  fireman’s  pole  and 
seize  the  moth  with  all  its  eight  legs  at  once,  and  she  saw  its 
sharp-pointed  legs  seemingly  thrust  into  the  moth’s  soft  body 
again  and  again  with  the  rapid  technique  of  long  practice,  as  it 
turned  the  miller  round  and  round.  She  came  into  the  house  to 
watch  with  him,  and  said,  “I  feel  perfectly  awful  doing  that — 
but  I  suppose  spiders  have  to  eat.”  “Why?”  he  said.  She  did  not 
answer,  but  instead  she  saw  his  intent  interest  in  the  cruel  per¬ 
formance,  and  felt  for  it  the  same  disgust  she  felt  for  the  brutal 
spider  and  its  ways;  and  then  she  went  inside. 

When  he  came  in  he  found  her  lying  on  the  couch  in  the  dark 
— and  he  stretched  himself  beside  her  and  took  her  in  his  arms, 
and  wooed  her  with  the  casual  tactics  born  of  long  habituation. 
She  suffered  him  to  woo  her  for  a  while,  and  then  turned  into  his 
arms  and  gave  him  kiss  for  kiss  out  of  the  warmth  of  her  deep 
love  for  him,  but  even  while  they  loved  his  mind  was  far  away, 
and  he  could  remark  the  softened  edges  of  the  moonlit  room,  and 
the  dying  coals  in  the  hearth,  and  the  fireflies  tapping  against  the 
windowpane,  and  he  heard  the  kittens  playing  on  the  floor — till 
their  climax,  when  for  a  brief  moment  all  of  him  flowed  toward 
her  and  into  her,  despite  himself,  and  he  lay  helpless  and  palpi¬ 
tant  in  her  arms,  breathing  against  her  face  upon  the  pillow. 
Then  he  rose,  and  as  she  watched  him  her  mind  assumed  a  strange 
relationship  to  her  heart,  and  for  the  first  time  she  felt  impersonal 
in  his  presence  and  could  watch  his  movements  unprejudiced  by 
her  affection  for  him  and  the  long  months  that  were  between 
them  and  the  inception  of  their  love.  She  saw  him  pick  up  his 
clothes  from  the  floor  and  turn  the  legs  right-side  out  again,  and 
put  his  feet  in  his  slippers,  and  though  he  stood  in  the  shadow 
of  the  fireplace  she  smiled,  for  she  knew  just  how  he  would  look 
in  his  shirt  and  no  trousers.  She  saw  him  pick  up  her  clothes, 
and  wondered  if  he’d  shake  them  out  the  way  he  had  his  own,  or 
throw  them  carelessly  aside  upon  a  chair.  She  sighed.  He  lit 
the  lamp  and  she  wondered  if  he’d  remember  the  loose  piece 
that  came  off  with  the  chimney,  and  was  pleased  to  see  he  did, 
although  she  knew  he’d  only  seen  it  once. 

“No  wick?”  he  had  said,  and  his  voice  was  still  and  pleasant 
in  her  ears;  “ah,  yes— what’s  that!— oh,  kittens  asleep  in  the 
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chair — ”  He  poked  the  fire  up  and  laid  on  more  wood,  took  the 
kittens  in  his  lap  and  sat  looking  at  the  fire.  “Humph!”  he  said 
irrelevantly;  and  she  remembered,  looking  at  his  chin  against  the 
light,  that  he  had  said,  “I  have  too  much  nose  and  not  enough 
chin,”  but  she  found  his  chin  good,  and  reflected  that  all  chins 
looked  weak  relaxed,  and  she  had  a  momentary  access  of  pity 
for  all  the  poor  men  who  must  get  tired  keeping  their  chins  thrust 
out  to  simulate  a  firm  determination,  as  though  they  believed 
their  wills  could  shape  their  destinies.  I  wonder  if  he’ll  ever 
understand?  she  thought — I  wonder  if  he  could?  and  for  a 
moment  she  played  with  the  idea  of  killing  herself,  so  he  might 
understand.  Oh,  I  would  willingly  kill  myself  a  thousand  times 
a  day,  if  I  thought  that  understanding  would  descend  upon  him 
suddenly  and  surely.  No,  I  wouldn’t,  she  thought;  simply  living 
should  make  him  understand,  more  than  ever  death  could.  God 
is  in  every  man  the  same,  she  thought,  and  if  knowledge  comes 
it  must  be  born  of  sorrow — oh,  she  thought,  and  tears  sprang  to 
her  eyes,  Why  must  wisdom  come  sorrowing  .  .  .  wisdom  is 
•love  and  love  is  wisdom — there  is  no  hope,  she  thought,  for 
love  to  come  rejoicing — no  hope.  .  .  . 

Sitting  alone  now  in  the  armchair  by  the  fire,  his  body  lax 
and  dull  and  his  mind  borne  down  by  his  body,  he  was  aware  that 
she  was  lying  and  looking  at  his  profile  in  the  firelight,  and 
though  he  felt  he  looked  old  and  worn  and  a  bit  thin  about  the 
ribs,  and  though  he  was  conscious  that  his  profile  could  have  been 
distinctly  improved  by  a  little  more  chin,  still  he  formulated  the 
conscious  yet  unspoken  challenge — To  hell  with  you — do  you 
think  I  give  a  damn  if  you  are  looking  at  me?  His  feminine  mind 
could  hear  the  criticism  her  mind  was  turning  over,  yet  somehow 
he  felt  too  worn  and  tired  to  move  an  inch  to  soften  criticism,  and 
he  felt,  Well  what  of  it?  let  it  be  all  over  now,  if  you  like — the 
thing  has  gone  too  far  now  for  me  to  court  you  with  artlessly 
assumed  advantageous  postures,  sharp  sidewise  glances  and  studied 
attitudes.  You’ve  seen  my  body  in  every  possible  pose  at  every 
time  of  day  or  night — why  should  I  shrink  from  this  ultimate 
scrutiny  and  deprive  your  prying  mind  of  this  opportunity  to  find 
fault?  If  this  vision  end  it  all,  I  am  content.  So  he  stayed  as  he 
was,  his  face  and  thin  arms  silhouetted  in  the  flickering  firelight, 
and  he  looked  into  the  fire  and  listened  to  the  river,  and  coaxed 
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the  elusive  peace  he’d  sought  so  long,  until  it  seeped  coyly  drop 
by  soporific  drop,  into  his  mind.  .  .  . 

“God!”  she  said,  “I’d  like  to  paint  you  now!”  Then  he 
laughed,  and  when  she  asked  him  why  he’d  laughed,  he  would 
not  say  he  was  ashamed  of  the  misunderstanding  his  mind  had 
erected  while  he  sat;  he  simply  said,  “I’m  tired,”  and  wondered 
at  his  strange  reply.  “Why  don’t  you  go  to  bed,  darling?”  she 
said,  “I’ll  make  your  bed,”  and  she  rose  and  went  into  the 
separate  bedroom,  while  he  put  on  his  bathrobe  and  went  out¬ 
doors  again,  to  brush  his  teeth.  He  looked  into  the  mirror 
tacked  on  the  back  of  the  house,  and  saw  his  pale  face  framed 
by  the  dark  green,  moonlit  foliage  on  the  hill  behind  the  house, 
and  he  turned,  brushing  his  teeth,  to  look  at  the  hill.  Two 
bright  eyes  looked  at  him  from  over  near  the  garbage-pit,  and 
the  mist  had  closed  down  about  the  house  and  stirred  perceptibly 
with  the  cold  breeze  from  the  circling  hills.  He  looked  once  more 
up  at  the  stars  and  went  indoors,  latching  the  screen-door  and 
feeling  his  way  through  the  dark  rooms,  he  bent  to  kiss  her  face, 
then  went  into  his  room.  “Good  night,”  she  said.  He  felt 
something  touch  his  foot,  and  bending  down,  picked  up  the 
little  kitten  and  put  it  in  his  bed  and  climbed  inside.  Lying 
quietly,  he  stroked  the  kitten,  which  had  crawled  under  the  covers 
and  lay  beside  his  legs.  He  lay  and  looked  out  the  window  at  the 
fireflies  and  the  moonlight  on  the  birchtrees  behind  the  house,  and 
heard  the  quiet  rushing  of  the  stream — so  he  turned  over  and  hid 
his  face  in  the  pillow,  and  lay  listening  to  the  beating  of  his  heart, 
and  the  vibrant,  steady  purring  of  the  kitten. 

She  could  not  close  her  eyes  for  quite  a  while — and  even  when 
she  did,  she  saw  the  spider’s  web  stretched  across  the  dark  field 
of  her  vision,  and  the  spider  in  it,  moving  daintily  on  dancing- 
teacher  legs.  It  had  bright  eyes.  So  she  raised  her  lids  again 
and  lay  staring  at  the  ceiling,  and  the  moonlight  streaming  in 
the  screened  window,  and  the  silver  face  of  the  mist  pressed 
against  the  pane,  looking  in.  Far  off  on  the  state  road,  a  motor¬ 
car  was  droning  rhythmically.  .  .  . 


REST  CURE 1 

By  KAY  BOYLE 

(From  Story) 

HE  sat  in  the  sun  with  the  blanket  about  him,  considering, 
with  his  hands  lying  out  like  emaciated  strangers  before 
him,  that  to-day  the  sun  would  endure  a  little  longer.  Certainly 
it  would  survive  until  the  trees  below  the  terrace  effaced  it, 
towards  four  o’clock,  like  opened  parasols.  A  crime  it  had  been, 
the  invalid  thought,  turning  his  head  this  way  and  that,  to  have 
ever  built  up  one  house  before  another  in  such  a  way  that  one 
man’s  habitation  cast  a  shadow  upon  another’s.  The  whole 
sloping  coast  should  have  been  left  a  wilderness  with  no  order  to 
it,  stalked  and  leafed  with  the  great  strong  trunks  and  foliage 
of  these  parts.  Cactus  plants  with  petals  a  yard  wide  and 
yucca  tongues  as  thick  as  elephant  trunks  were  sullenly  and 
viciously  flourishing  all  about  the  house.  Upon  the  terrace  had  a 
further  attempt  at  nicety  and  precision  been  made:  there  his 
wife  had  seen  to  it  that  geraniums  were  potted  into  the  wooden 
boxes  that  stood  along  the  wall. 

From  his  lounging  chair  he  could  reach  out  and,  with  no  effort 
beyond  that  of  raising  the  skeleton  of  his  hand,  finger  the  parched 
stems  of  the  geraniums.  The  south,  and  the  Mediterranean  wind, 
had  blistered  them  past  all  belief.  They  bore  their  rosy  top- 
knots  or  their  soiled  white  flowers  balanced  upon  their  thick 
Italian  heads.  There  they  were,  within  his  reach,  a  row  of  weary 
washerwomen  leaning  back  from  a  villainous  descent  of  the  coast. 
What  parched  scions  had  thrust  forth  from  their  stems  now  served 
to  obliterate  in  part  the  vision  of  the  sun.  With  arms  akimbo 
they  surrounded  him:  thin  burned  Italian  women  with  their 
meagre  bundles  of  dirty  linen  on  their  heads.  One  alter  another, 
with  a  flicker  of  irritation  for  his  wife  lighting  his  eye,  he  fingered 
them  at  the  waist  a  moment,  and  then  snapped  off  each  stem. 
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One  after  another  he  broke  their  stalks  in  two  and  dropped  them 
away  onto  the  pavings  beneath  his  lounging  chair.  When  he 
had  finished  off  what  plants  grew  within  his  reach,  he  lay  back 
exhausted,  sank,  thin  as  an  archer’s  bow,  into  the  depths  of  his 
cushions. 

“They  kept  the  sun  off  me,”  he  was  thinking  in  absolution. 

In  spite  of  the  garden  and  its  vegetation,  he  would  have  the 
last  drops  of  sun.  He  had  closed  his  eyes,  and  there  he  lay 
looking  straight  ahead  of  him  into  the  fathomless  black  pits  of  his 
lids.  Even  here,  in  the  south,  in  the  sun  even,  the  coal-mines  re¬ 
mained.  His  nostrils  were  sick  with  the  smell  of  them  and  on  his 
cheeks  he  felt  lingering  the  slipping  mantle  of  the  English  fog. 
He  had  not  seen  the  mines  since  he  was  a  young  man,  but  nothing 
he  had  ever  done  between  would  alter  them.  There  he  sat  in  the 
sun  with  his  eyes  closed,  looking  into  their  depths. 

Because  his  father  had  been  a  miner,  he  was  thinking,  the  black 
of  the  pits  had  put  some  kind  of  blasphemy  on  his  own  blood.  He 
sat  with  his  eyes  closed  looking  directly  into  the  blank  awful 
mines.  Against  their  obscurity  he  set  the  icicles  of  one  winter 
when  the  war  was  on,  when  he  had  spent  his  twilights  seeking 
for  pinecones  under  the  tall  trees  in  the  woods  behind  the  house. 
In  Cornwall.  What  a  vision!  How  beautiful  that  year,  and  many 
other  years,  might  have  been  had  it  not  been  for  the  sour  thought 
of  war.  Every  time  his  heart  had  lifted  for  a  hillside  or  a  wave, 
or  for  the  wind  blowing,  the  thought  of  the  turmoil  going  on  had 
beset  and  stricken  him.  It  had  lain  like  a  burden  on  his  con¬ 
science  every  morning  when  he  was  coming  awake.  The  first 
light  moments  of  day  coming  had  warned  him  that  despite  the 
blood  rising  in  his  body,  it  was  no  time  to  rejoice.  The  war.  Ah, 
yes,  the  war.  After  the  mines,  it  had  been  the  war.  Whenever 
he  had  believed  for  half  a  minute  in  man,  then  he  had  remembered 
that  the  war  was  going  on. 

For  a  little  while  one  February,  it  had  seemed  that  the  colors 
set  out  in  Monte  Carlo,  facing  the  Casino,  would  obliterate  for¬ 
ever  the  angry  memories  his  heart  had  stored  away.  The  great 
mauve,  white,  and  deep  royal  purple  bouquets  had  thrived  a 
week  or  more,  as  if  rooted  in  his  eyes.  Such  banks  and  beds  of 
richly  petalled  flowers  set  thick  as  thieves  or  thicker  on  the 
cultivated  lawns  conveyed  the  wish.  Their  artificial  physiog- 
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nomies  masked  the  earth  as  well  as  he  would  have  wished  his  own 
features  to  stand  guard  before  his  spirit.  The  invalid  lifted  his 
hand  and  touched  his  beard.  His  mouth  and  chin,  he  thought 
with  cunning  satisfaction,  were  marvelously  concealed. 

The  sound  of  his  wife’s  voice  speaking  in  the  room  that  opened 
behind  him  onto  the  terrace  roused  him  a  little  as  he  sat  ponder¬ 
ing  in  the  sun.  She  seemed  to  be  moving  from  one  long  window 
to  another,  arranging  flowers  in  the  vases,  for  her  voice  would 
come  across  the  pavings,  now  strong  and  close,  now  distant  as  if 
turned  away,  and  she  was  talking  to  their  guest  about  some  sort 
of  shrub  or  fern.  A  special  kind,  the  like  of  which  she  could  find 
nowhere  on  the  Riviera.  It  thrived  in  the  cool  brisk  fogs  of  their 
own  land,  she  was  saying.  Her  voice  had  turned  towards  him 
again  and  was  ringing  clearly  across  the  terrace. 

“Those  are  beautiful  ones  you  have  there  now,”  said  the  voice 
of  the  gentleman. 

“Ah,  take  care!”  cried  out  his  wife’s  voice,  somewhat  dimmed 
as  though  she  had  again  turned  towards  the  room.  “I  was  afraid 
you  had  pierced  your  hand,”  she  said  in  a  moment. 

When  the  invalid  opened  his  eyes,  he  saw  that  the  sun  was 
even  now  beginning  to  glimmer  through  the  upper  branches  of 
the  trees,  was  lolling  along  the  prosperous  dark  upper  boughs  as 
if  in  preparation  for  descent.  Not  yet,  he  thought,  not  yet.  He 
raised  himself  on  his  elbows  and  scanned  the  sky.  Scarcely  three- 
thirty,  surely,  he  was  thinking.  The  sun  can’t  be  going  down 
at  once. 

“The  sun  can’t  be  going  down  yet  awhile,  can  it?”  he  called  out 
to  the  house. 

He  heard  the  gravel  of  the  pathway  sparkling  and  spitting  out 
from  under  the  soles  of  their  feet  as  they  crossed  it,  and  then 
his  wife’s  heels  and  the  boots  of  the  guest  struck  and  advanced 
across  the  paving  stones. 

“Oh,  oh,  the  geraniums — ”  said  his  wife  suddenly  by  his  side. 

The  guest  had  raised  his  head  and  stood  squinting  up  at  the 
sun. 

“I  should  say  it  were  going  down,”  he  said  after  a  moment. 

He  had  deliberately  stepped  before  the  rays  of  it  and  stood 
leaning  back  against  the  terrace-wall.  His  solid  grey  head  had 
served  to  cork  the  sunlight.  Like  a  wooden  stopper,  thought  the 
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invalid,  painted  to  resemble  a  man.  With  the  nose  of  a  wooden 
stopper.  And  the  sightless  eyes.  And  the  creases  when  he  speaks 
or  smiles. 

“But  think  what  it  must  be  like  in  Paris  now,”  said  the  gentle¬ 
man.  “I  don’t  know  how  you  feel,  but  I  can’t  find  words  to  say 
how  grateful  I  am  for  being  here.”  The  guest,  thought  the  in¬ 
valid  as  he  surveyed  him,  was  very  conscious  of  being  a  guest 
— of  accepting  meals,  bed,  tea,  society — and  his  smile  was  perma¬ 
nently  set  beneath  his  nose. 

“Of  course  you  don’t  know  how  I  feel,”  said  the  invalid.  He 
lay  looking  sourly  up  at  his  guest.  “Would  you  mind  moving 
out  of  the  sun?”  As  the  visiting  gentleman  skipped  out  of  the 
way,  the  invalid  cleared  his  throat,  dissolved  the  little  pellet  of 
phlegm  which  had  leapt  to  being  on  his  tongue  so  as  not  to  spit 
before  them,  and  sank  back  into  his  chair. 

“The  advantage — or  rather  one  of  the  advantages  of  being  a 
writer,”  said  the  visiting  gentleman  with  a  smile,  “is  that  he  can 
settle  down  wherever  the  fancy  takes  him.  Now  a  publisher — ” 

“Why  be  a  publisher?”  said  the  invalid  in  irritation.  He  was 
staring  again  into  the  black  blank  mines. 

His  wife  was  squatting  and  stooping  about  his  chair,  gathering 
up  in  her  dress  the  butchered  geraniums.  She  said  not  a  word, 
but  crouched  there  picking  them  carefully  up,  one  by  one.  By 
her  side  had  appeared  a  little  covered  basket,  and  within  it  rattled 
a  pair  of  castanets. 

“I  am  sure  I  can  very  easily  turn  these  into  slips,”  she  said 
gently,  as  if  speaking  to  herself.  “A  little  snip  in  the  right  place 
and  they’ll  be  as  good  as  new.” 

“You  can  make  soup  out  of  them,”  said  the  invalid  bitterly. 
“What’s  in  the  basket,”  he  said,  “making  a  noise?” 

“Oh,  a  langoustel”  cried  out  his  wife.  She  had  just  remem¬ 
bered.  “We  bought  you  a  langouste,  alive,  at  the  Beausoleil  mar¬ 
ket.  It’s  as  lively  as  a  rig!  ” 

The  visiting  gentleman  burst  into  laughter.  The  invalid  could 
hear  him  gasping  with  enjoyment  by  his  side. 

“I  can’t  bear  them  alive,”  said  the  invalid  testily.  He  lay 
listening  curiously  to  the  animal  rattling  his  jaws  and  clawing 
under  the  basket’s  lid. 

“Oh,  but  with  mayonnaise!”  cried  his  wife.  “To-morrow!” 
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“Why  doesn’t  Mr.  What-do-you-call-him  answer  the  question 
I  put  him?”  asked  the  invalid  sourly.  His  mind  was  possessed 
with  the  thought  of  the  visiting  man.  “I  asked  him  why  he  was 
a  publisher,”  said  the  invalid.  What  a  viper,  what  a  felon,  he 
was  thinking,  to  come  and  live  on  me  and  not  give  me  the  satis¬ 
faction  of  a  quarrel!  He  was  not  a  young  man,  thought  the 
invalid,  with  his  little  remains  of  greying  hair,  but  he  had  all 
the  endurance  and  patience  of  a  younger  man  in  the  presence  of 
a  master.  All  the  smiling  and  bowing,  thought  the  invalid  with 
contempt,  and  all  the  obsequious  ways.  The  man  was  standing 
so  near  to  his  chair  that  he  could  hear  his  breath  whistling  through 
his  nostrils.  Maybe  his  eyes  were  on  him,  the  invalid  was  think¬ 
ing.  It  gave  him  a  turn  to  think  that  he  was  lying  there  exposed 
in  the  sun  where  the  visitor  could  examine  him  pore  by  pore. 
Hair  by  hair  could  the  visitor  take  him  in  and  record  him. 

“Oh,  I  beg  your  pardon,”  said  the  gentleman.  “I’m  afraid  I 
owe  you  an  apology.  You  see,  I’m  not  accustomed  to  it.” 

“To  what?”  said  the  invalid  sharply.  He  had  flashed  his  eyes 
open  and  looked  suspiciously  into  the  publisher’s  face. 

“To  seeing  you  flat  on  your  back,”  said  the  gentleman 
promptly. 

“You  covered  that  over  very  nicely,”  said  the  invalid.  He 
clasped  his  hands  across  his  sunken  bosom.  “You  meant  to  say 
something  else.  You  meant  to  say  death,”  said  the  invalid 
calmly.  “I  heard  the  first  letter  of  it  on  your  tongue.” 

He  lay  back  in  his  chair  again  with  his  lids  fallen.  He  could 
distinctly  smell  the  foul  fumes  of  the  pits. 

“Elsa,”  he  said,  as  he  lay  twitching  in  the  light,  “I  would  like 
some  champagne.  Just  because,”  he  said,  sitting  up  abruptly, 
“I’ve  written  a  few  books  doesn’t  mean  that  you  have  to  keep  the 
truth  about  me  to  yourself.” 

His  wife  went  off  across  the  terrace,  leaving  the  two  men 
together. 

“Don’t  make  a  mistake,”  said  the  invalid,  smiling  grimly. 
“Don’t  make  any  mistake.  I’m  not  quite  finished.  Not  quite. 
I  still  have  a  little  more  to  write  about,”  he  said.  “Don’t  you 
fool  yourself,  my  dear.” 

“Oh,  I  flatter  myself  that  I  don’t,”  said  the  gentleman  agree¬ 
ably.  “I’m  convinced  there’s  an  unlimited  amount  still  to  come. 
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And  I  hope  to  have  the  honor  of  publishing  some  of  it.  I’m 
counting  on  that,  you  know.”  He  ended  on  a  playful  note  and 
looked  coyly  at  the  invalid.  But  every  spark  of  life  had  suddenly 
expired  in  the  ill  man’s  face. 

“I  didn’t  know  the  sun  would  be  off  the  terrace  so  soon,”  he  said 
blankly.  His  wife  had  returned  and  was  opening  the  bottle, 
carefully  and  without  error,  with  the  end  of  her  pliant  thumb. 
The  invalid  turned  on  his  side  and  regarded  her:  a  great  strong 
woman  whom  he  would  never  forget,  never,  nor  the  surprisingly 
slim  crescent  of  her  flexible  thumb.  All  of  her  fingers,  he  lay 
thinking  as  he  watched  her,  were  soft  as  skeins  of  silk,  and  tied 
in  at  the  joints  and  knuckles  by  invisible  satin  bands  of  faintest 
rose.  And  there  was  the  visiting  gentleman  hovering  about  her, 
with  his  oh-let-me-please-Mrs.-oh-do-let-me-now.  But  her  grip 
on  the  neck  of  the  bottle  was  as  tenacious  as  a  snake’s.  She  lifted 
her  head,  smiled,  and  shook  it  at  their  guest. 

“Oh,  no,”  she  said,  “I’m  doing  beautifully.” 

Just  as  she  spoke  the  cork  flew  out  and  hit  the  gentleman 
square  in  the  forehead.  After  it  streamed  a  geyser  of  purest  gold. 

“Oh,  oh,  oh,”  cried  the  invalid.  He  held  out  his  hands  to  the 
golden  spray.  “Oh,  pour  it  here!”  he  cried.  “Oh,  buckets  of  it 
going!  Oh,  pour  it  over  me,  Elsa!  ” 

The  color  had  flown  into  Elsa’s  face  and  she  was  laughing. 
Softly  and  breathlessly  she  ran  from  glass  to  glass.  There  in  the 
stems  played  the  clear  living  liquid,  like  a  fountain  springing  up¬ 
ward.  Ah,  that,  ah,  that,  in  the  inwards  of  a  man,  thought  the 
invalid  joyfully!  Ah,  that,  springing  again  and  again  in  the 
belly  and  heart!  There  in  the  glass  it  ran,  cascaded  in  needle¬ 
points  the  length  of  his  throat,  went  whistling  to  his  pulses. 

The  invalid  set  down  his  empty  glass. 

“Elsa,”  he  said  gently,  “could  I  have  a  little  more  champagne?” 

His  wife  had  risen  with  the  bottle  in  her  hand,  but  she  looked 
doubtfully  at  him. 

“Do  you  really  think  you  should?”  she  asked. 

“Yes,”  said  the  invalid.  He  watched  the  unbelievably  pure 
stuff  flowing  out  all  over  his  glass.  “Yes,”  he  said.  “Of  course. 
Of  course,  I  should.” 

A  sweet  shy  look  of  love  had  begun  to  arch  in  his  eyes. 
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“I’d  love  to  see  the  langouste,”  he  said  gently.  “Do  you  think 
you  could  let  him  out  and  let  me  see  him  run  around?” 

Elsa  set  down  her  glass  and  stooped  to  lift  the  cover  of  the 
basket.  There  was  the  green  armoured  beast  lifting  its  eyes,  as 
if  on  hinges,  to  examine  the  light.  Such  an  expression  he  had 
seen  before,  thought  the  invalid  immediately.  There  was  a 
startling  likeness  in  those  small  audacious  eyes.  Such  a  look 
had  there  been  in  his  father’s  eyes:  that  look,  and  the  long  smooth 
moustaches  drooping  across  the  wee  clefted  chin,  gave  the  lan¬ 
gouste  such  a  look  of  his  father  that  he  exclaimed  aloud: 

“Be  careful,”  said  Elsa.  “His  claws  are  tied,  but  still — ” 

“I  must  have  him  out,”  said  the  invalid.  He  gripped  the 
langouste  firmly  about  the  hips.  He  looks  like  my  father,  he 
was  thinking.  I  must  have  him  out  where  I  can  see. 

In  spite  of  its  shackles,  the  animal  contrived  to  wave  his  wide 
pinions  in  the  air  as  the  invalid  lifted  him  up  and  set  him  on  the 
rug  across  his  knees.  There  was  the  same  line  of  sparkling  dew¬ 
like  substance  pearling  the  langouste’ s  lip,  the  same  weak  disap¬ 
pointed  lip,  like  the  eagle’s  lip,  and  the  bold  suspicious  eye. 
Across  the  sloping  shoulders  of  the  beast  lay  a  sprinkling  of 
brilliant  dust,  as  black  as  coal  dust  and  quite  as  luminous.  Just 
as  his  father  had  looked  coming  home  at  night,  with  the  coal 
dust  showered  across  his  shoulders  like  a  deadly  mantle.  Just 
such  a  deadly  cloak  of  quartz  and  mica  and  the  rooted  roots  of 
fern.  Even  the  queer  blue  toothless  look  of  his  father  about  the 
jaws.  The  invalid  took  another  deep  swallow  of  champagne 
and  let  it  seep  quietly  through  his  flesh  and  blood.  Then  he 
lifted  his  hand  and  stroked  the  langouste  gently.  You’ve  never 
counted,  he  was  thinking  mildly.  I’ve  led  my  life  very  well 
without  you  in  it.  You  better  go  back  to  the  mines  where  you 
belong. 

When  he  lifted  up  the  langouste  to  peer  into  his  face,  the  arms 
of  the  beast  fell  ludicrously  open  as  if  he  were  seeking  to  embrace 
the  ailing  man.  He  could  see  his  father  very  well  in  him,  coming 
home  with  the  coal  dirt  all  over  him  in  the  evening,  standing 
by  the  door  that  opened  in  by  halves,  opening  first  the  upper 
half  and  then  the  lower,  swaying  a  little  as  he  felt  for  the  latch 
of  the  lower  half  of  the  door.  With  the  beer  he  had  been  drink- 
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ing,  or  the  dew  of  the  Welsh  mist  shining  on  his  long  moustaches. 
The  invalid  gave  him  a  gentle  shake  and  set  him  down  again. 

I  got  on  very  well  without  you,  he  was  thinking.  He  sipped 
at  his  champagne  and  regarded  the  animal  upon  his  knees.  As 
far  as  I  was  concerned  you  need  never  have  been  my  father  at 
all.  Slowly  and  warily  the  wondrous  eyes  and  feelers  of  the 
beast  moved  in  distrust  across  the  invalid’s  lap  and  bosom. 
A  lot  of  good  you  ever  did  me,  he  was  thinking.  As  he  watched 
the  langouste  groping  about  as  if  in  darkness,  he  began  to  think  of 
the  glowing  miner’s  lamp  his  father  had  worn  strapped  upon 
his  brow.  Feeling  about  in  the  dark  and  choking  to  death  under¬ 
ground,  he  was  thinking  impatiently.  I  might  have  been  any¬ 
body’s  son.  The  strong  shelly  odour  of  the  langouste  was  season¬ 
ing  the  air. 

“I’ve  got  on  very  well  without  you,”  he  was  thinking  bitterly. 
From  his  wife’s  face  he  gathered  that  he  had  spoken  aloud.  The 
visiting  gentleman  looked  into  the  depths  of  his  glass  of  cham¬ 
pagne. 

“Don’t  misunderstand  me,”  said  the  guest  with  a  forbearing 
smile.  “I’m  quite  aware  of  the  fact  that,  long  before  you  met  me, 
you  had  one  of  the  greatest  publics  and  following  of  any  living 
writer — ” 

The  invalid  looked  in  bewilderment  at  his  wife’s  face  and  at  the 
face  of  the  visiting  man.  If  they  scold  me,  he  thought,  I  am 
going  to  cry.  He  felt  his  underlip  quivering.  Scold  me!  he 
thought  suddenly  in  indignation.  A  man  with  a  beard!  His 
hand  fled  to  his  chin  for  confirmation.  A  man  with  a  beard,  he 
thought  with  a  cunning  evil  gleam  narrowing  his  eye. 

“You  haven’t  answered  my  question,”  he  said  aggressively  to 
the  visitor.  “You  haven’t  answered  it  yet,  have  you?” 

His  hand  had  fallen  against  the  hard  brittle  armour  of  the 
langouste’ s  hide.  There  were  the  eyes  raised  to  his  and  the 
canny  feelers  lifted.  His  fingers  closed  for  comfort  about  the 
langouste’ s  unwieldy  paw.  Father,  he  said  in  his  heart,  father, 
help  me.  Father,  father,  he  said,  I  don’t  want  to  die. 
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(From  Cosmopolitan ) 

HOMER  DILWORTH  was  born  in  1881  and  they  hanged 
him  by  the  neck  until  dead  only  last  Tuesday,  so  he  was 
only  fifty  when  he  died  and  in  the  prime  of  life.  He  was  younger 
than  most  men  of  fifty.  He  was  solider,  rosier,  clearer-eyed.  His 
voice  was  alive,  and  his  skin  was  soft  and  young.  And  the  funny 
thing  is  that  he  was  younger  at  fifty  than  he  was  at  forty. 

He  was  even  younger  when  he  died  than  he  was  at  thirty.  He’d 
always  been  rather  sour-faced  and  dry  and  bony,  like  a  hand¬ 
some  tree  withered  by  blight.  And  then,  all  at  once,  when  he  was 
forty-eight  he  suddenly  turned  young. 

In  a  way,  to  have  hanged  him  was  worse  than  killing  most 
young  fellows,  because  Homer  had  his  youth  so  late  in  life.  He 
turned  young  all  of  a  sudden,  like  an  old  apple  tree  blossoming 
carelessly  in  October. 

His  parents  were  respectable  folk  and  very  religious.  The  old 
woman  was  a  little  queer,  and  they  lived  in  a  little  town  called 
Hanover,  and  Homer  was  an  only  child.  ’Way  back  when  he 
was  a  boy,  little  towns  like  that  didn’t  have  theaters  or  movies 
or  automobiles  or  radios,  and  everything  centered  about  the 
church.  There  was  going  to  church  on  Sunday,  and  church 
sociables  and  strawberry  festivals,  and  then,  about  once  a  year,  a 
big  revival  meeting,  when  everything  broke  loose. 

It  was  like  that  in  Hanover.  They  were  awful  strict  but  there 
was  just  as  much  love-making  went  on  there  as  anywhere  else, 
only  they  made  it  nasty  in  Hanover. 

His  mother  and  father  wanted  Homer,  their  only  son,  to  be  a 
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preacher,  and  Homer  thought  he  wanted  to  be  one.  He  took  it 
all  seriously  and  talked  a  lot  about  purity  and  the  devil.  He 
used  to  harangue  me  a  good  deal.  We  had  a  kind  of  Damon 
and  Pythias  friendship. 

The  other  night  I  was  thinking  back  over  all  his  story  and  I 
remembered  a  few  things,  mostly  in  pictures,  the  way  you  re¬ 
member  things  when  you’re  beginning  to  grow  old.  There  was 
a  swimming  hole  about  three  miles  from  town  where  we  used 
to  go  swimming  together.  It  was  a  clear  stream  and  in  the 
middle  of  a  wide  pasture  it  spread  out  into  a  kind  of  pond. 

A  couple  of  hundred  feet  away  there  was  a  low  hill  with  a 
house  on  it,  but  nobody  lived  in  the  house  and  it  was  falling  into 
ruin.  It  was  partly  log  cabin  and  partly  clapboard  and  all  the 
windows  were  broken  and  the  bushes  had  grown  up  high 
around  it. 

There  was  a  story  about  the  house  which  happened  before  my 
time.  They  said  that  a  certain  old  man  known  as  Elder  Sammis 
had  lived  there  once  and  that  he’d  beaten  his  daughter  to  death 
when  he  found  that  she’d  got  into  trouble. 

He  didn’t  mean  to  beat  her  as  bad  as  that,  but  when  he 
found  she  was  dead  he  put  her  body  in  a  box  under  the  bed  and 
ran  away,  and  they  found  the  dead  girl  there  two  weeks  later. 
They  tried  to  catch  him  but  they  never  did,  because  about  a 
month  later  he  jumped  off  a  river  boat  and  was  drowned. 

So  nobody  lived  in  the  house  and  everybody  was  scared  of  it, 
so  there  wasn’t  any  reason  why  we  couldn’t  swim  there  in  peace. 

After  Homer  was  hanged,  one  of  the  pictures  I  remember  was 
that  swimming  hole  on  an  afternoon  in  early  June  when  he’d 
come  over  from  the  Theological  Seminary  to  spend  Sunday  with 
his  folks.  The  water  was  clear  and  the  sunlight  was  hot,  and 
after  we’d  swum  about  a  bit  and  splashed  at  each  other  like  a 
couple  of  kids,  we  got  out  of  the  water  and  lay  on  the  grass  and 
talked. 

We  lay  there  almost  in  the  shadow  of  the  empty  old  home  and 
for  a  long  time  we  didn’t  say  anything.  It  was  beautiful,  with 
the  sun  on  our  bodies  and  the  soft  grass  under  us  and  a  warm 
breeze  blowing  over  us. 

A  calf  came  up  and  sniffed  at  me  and  went  away  again,  and 
it  struck  me  all  of  a  sudden  how  beautiful  Homer  was  lying 
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there  in  the  sun.  He  was  like  the  ideas  some  people  have  about 
the  Greeks,  which  aren’t  true  probably  but  are  kind  of  idealized. 

That  afternoon,  he  was  preachier  than  ever.  He  went  after 
me  for  going  on  buggy  rides  at  night  with  old  man  Fisher’s  girl, 
and  for  not  believing  in  God.  And  he  began  to  hash  over  a  lot 
of  ideas  about  purity  that  didn’t  make  any  sense,  and  all  the 
time  I  wanted  to  get  up  and  laugh  and  dance,  because  it  seemed 
so  funny  to  hear  all  that  claptrap  coming  out  of  the  mouth  of  a 
young  fellow,  sitting  on  the  grass  beside  that  clear  stream. 

I  wanted  to  laugh  but  I  kept  my  mouth  shut,  and  then  he  said 
something  that  made  me  want  to  cry.  I’m  not  emotional  or  senti¬ 
mental,  but  I  guess  it  must  have  been  the  feel  of  the  grass  and 
the  sun  and  the  warm  breeze  that  made  me  feel  that  way.  He 
said,  “I  don’t  care  for  myself,  Buck.  It’s  because  when  I  go  to 
heaven  I  want  to  find  you  there,  too.” 

And  then  the  sun  disappeared.  It  had  slipped  down  behind  the 
desolate  Sammis  house  and  was  shining  through  the  empty  holes 
where  the  windows  used  to  be,  and  the  breeze  wasn’t  so  warm 
any  more  and  I  began  to  pull  on  my  clothes;  and  then  Homer, 
seeing  that  all  his  talk  wasn’t  having  any  effect,  began  to  dress, 
too. 

After  we  dressed  we  sat  around  for  a  while  and  Homer  said 
presently,  “Let’s  go  up  and  look  through  old  Sammis’  house.” 

We’d  never  done  it  as  kids  on  account  of  the  story  that  Hester 
Sammis’  ghost  was  always  in  the  house.  I  don’t  believe  in  ghosts, 
and  that  afternoon  I  knew  for  the  first  time  that  it  wasn’t  really 
the  thought  of  ghosts  which  had  scared  me  but  something  else.  I 
knew  that  it  was  because  of  the  sadness  that  clung  to  the  old 
house  itself. 

We  didn’t  go  into  the  house,  but  all  the  way  home  he  kept 
kidding  me  about  being  afraid  of  ghosts  and  I  didn’t  try  to  explain 
to  him.  Lately,  I’ve  been  thinking  I  was  wrong  not  to  have 
talked  about  it  and  that  if  I’d  tried  as  hard  to  convert  him  as  he 
tried  to  convert  me,  they  mightn’t  have  hanged  him  last  Tuesday. 

The  trouble  was  that  I  was  finding  my  heaven  right  here  on 
earth  and  not  worrying  much  about  what  happened  afterward, 
and  he  was  afraid  of  this  earth  and  worrying  himself  about  the 
next  and  he  wanted  me  to  be  in  heaven  with  him.  I  guess  he 
cared  a  lot  more  for  me  than  I  knew  in  those  days. 
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It  was  that  afternoon  that  he  told  me  he  was  going  to  get  mar¬ 
ried  as  soon  as  he  was  out  of  college.  I  was  glad,  because  I 
thought  it  would  be  good  for  him. 

But  I  didn’t  see  the  girl  until  after  they  were  married  and  came 
back  to  Hanover  to  live.  He  didn’t  become  a  preacher,  after 
all,  because  his  uncle  died  and  left  his  hardware  store  to  Homer’s 
father  and  Homer’s  father  thought  it  over  and  decided  the  cash 
drawer  of  a  good-paying  hardware  store  was  better  than  the  re¬ 
wards  of  saving  souls  later  on. 

So  Homer  came  back  to  Hanover  to  live  and  set  up  his  wife 
in  a  house  alongside  his  parents’  house  and  took  over  the  hard¬ 
ware  store. 

The  hardware  business  flourished  because  Homer  was  honest 
and  reliable  and  sold  only  the  best  hardware,  and  his  father  kind 
of  looked  after  the  business,  because  Homer  wasn’t  very  good 
about  things  like  that.  He  was  really  romantic  and  all  that 
squeezing  into  a  hard  pious  shell  couldn’t  change  that  in  him. 
It  was  always  bursting  out  somewhere. 

After  he  got  married  he  took  to  reading  all  kinds  of  romantic 
novels  like  “The  Three  Musketeers.”  He  really  wanted  to  travel 
to  places  alone,  looking  for  adventures,  but  he’d  got  himself 
married  when  he  was  twenty-one  and  his  wife  had  twins,  and  after 
that  there  was  a  baby  about  every  eighteen  months  until  there 
were  five,  so  he  couldn’t  well  do  anything  but  look  after  the  store 
and  take  care  of  the  children  when  his  wife  Etta  was  doing  church 
work. 

And  his  wife  wasn’t  much.  I’m  kind  of  an  idealist,  and  before 
he  got  married,  I  always  pictured  him  taking  up  with  a  woman 
who  was  as  fine  and  beautiful  as  himself.  There  was  something 
wonderful  in  the  idea  of  a  beautiful  girl  marrying  such  a  hand¬ 
some  fellow  as  Homer  and  in  their  having  a  lot  of  beautiful 
children. 

But  when  he  came  back  and  invited  me  to  supper  one  night  to 
meet  Etta,  I  felt  kind  of  sick  when  I  saw  her.  I  knew  right 
away  that  Homer  had  been  up  to  his  old  tricks.  He’d  married 
the  kind  of  woman  he’d  been  brought  up  to  marry  and  not  the 
kind  he’d  been  meant  by  Nature  to  marry. 

She  didn’t  take  to  me  and  I  certainly  didn’t  like  her,  and  after 
that  first  meeting,  Homer  and  I  began  to  see  less  and  less  of 
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each  other.  She  was  the  kind  of  woman  who  wasn’t  going  to  let 
her  husband  have  any  friends. 

It  wasn’t  just  women.  She  wouldn’t  let  him  have  men  friends, 
either.  And  I  guess  she  thought  I  was  the  devil  himself,  so  she 
wouldn’t  even  let  Homer  go  on  trying  to  save  my  soul  so  I  could 
be  in  heaven  with  him. 

Once  she  buttonholed  me  on  the  street  and  called  me  a  sot 
and  harangued  me  until  I  got  away  from  her,  and  after  that 
Homer  was  ashamed  and  he’d  walk  around  a  block  or  go  into  a 
store  if  he  saw  me  coming.  I  guess  there’s  lots  of  women  like  her 
in  America. 

Of  course,  with  all  that  going  on,  she  didn’t  have  much  time 
for  housework.  The  children  were  always  sick  and  the  dishes 
were  never  washed,  and  Homer  used  to  have  to  stay  at  home  to 
look  after  the  children  and  take  care  of  the  house  while  she  went 
to  meetings  and  traveled  about  lecturing  and  haranguing. 

I  always  thought  he  had  too  much  character  to  do  things  like 
that,  but  I  guess  she  just  wore  him  down  with  abuse  and  whining 
and  nagging.  But  he  did  have  enough  character  to  preserve  a 
kind  of  dignity  in  spite  of  everything.  He  just  gave  up  going 
out  anywhere  and  lived  between  his  house  and  the  hardware  store. 
He  was  crazy  about  his  children. 

But  marriage  didn’t  do  him  much  good.  Instead  of  growing 
fat  on  it  like  most  men,  he  seemed  to  grow  dry.  He  looked  older 
than  he  was  and  there  were  hard  lines  in  his  face  that  oughtn’t  to 
have  been  there,  and  I  only  found  out  the  reason  when  he  sent 
for  me  at  the  Mitchellville  jail  after  he  got  into  trouble. 

When  I  got  word  that  he  wanted  to  see  me,  I  could  have 
died  of  surprise,  because  he  hadn’t  seen  me  in  fifteen  years  for 
more  than  long  enough  to  say  “Howdydo”  when  we  passed  in  the 
street.  I  guess  his  mind  must  have  gone  back  a  long  way,  be¬ 
yond  Etta  and  all  she’d  done  to  him,  to  that  day  when  we  went 
swimming  together  for  the  last  time  and  lay  on  the  soft  grass 
behind  the  haunted  Sammis  house. 

Sitting  there  in  the  cell  of  the  Mitchellville  jail,  he  told  me  all 
about  Etta  and  about  everything  else,  too.  After  the  fifth  child 
was  born,  she  told  him  the  doctor  said  if  she  had  another  child 
it  would  kill  her,  so  they  couldn’t  live  together  as  man  and  wife 
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any  more.  And  that  happened  before  Homer  was  thirty.  So  for 
seventeen  years  they  lived  together  as  if  they  weren’t  married. 

The  summer  that  Homer  was  forty-eight  Etta  said  she  had  to 
have  a  rest  because  she  was  all  worn  out.  Homer  didn’t  want 
to  go  away  but  she  kept  nagging  him,  and  at  last  he  left  the 
hardware  store  with  his  clerk  and  his  oldest  boy  and  they  went 
up  to  La  Vallette.  He  was  looking  bad  himself,  all  gray  and 
dried-up. 

He  hardly  spoke  to  anybody  any  more,  and  just  lived  between 
his  home  and  the  store.  He’d  just  given  up  all  his  old  friends, 
and  somehow  he’d  got  all  bitter  inside. 

La  Vallette  is  a  little  town  up  on  the  lake  where  all  sorts  of 
religious  cranks  go  for  a  cheap  rest.  There  are  some  cottages 
and  three  or  four  cheap  hotels  and  a  wooden  tabernacle. 

Homer  and  Etta  were  just  like  all  the  others.  Etta,  of  course, 
knew  most  of  the  dreary  lot.  She’d  made  herself  into  a  kind  of 
celebrity.  They  all  knew  the  crusader,  Mrs.  Etta  Dallet  Dil- 
worth.  I  guess  she  enjoyed  it  a  great  deal,  holding  court  in  a 
rocking-chair  on  the  hotel  porch  and  speaking  now  and  then  at 
the  tabernacle,  but  Homer  got  a  bit  fed  up  being  just  Mister 
Etta  Dallet  Dilworth  and  he  took  to  going  for  long  walks  along 
the  lake  front. 

It  was  a  desolate  country  but  beautiful  in  a  wild  way.  There 
were  miles  and  miles  of  dunes  with  the  whitest  sand  glittering  in 
the  sunlight.  And  here  and  there  were  marshes  and  inlets  where 
wild  birds  settled. 

Homer  went  walking  along  the  shore  in  and  out  among  the 
dunes,  skirting  the  marshes.  At  first  he’d  go  off  for  an  hour  or 
two,  and  then  he  began  to  go  off  in  the  morning  and  stay  until 
lunch  time,  and  then  one  day  he  began  taking  a  box  lunch  with 
him. 

He’d  been  unhappy  for  so  long  that  he  liked  to  get  away  from 
people  and  hide.  I  guess  getting  away  from  Etta  and  the  pack 
of  gabblers  who  surrounded  her  was  kind  of  a  relief,  too.  And 
being  away  all  day  like  that  got  him  to  thinking. 

It’s  dangerous  for  a  man  of  forty-eight  to  think  too  much 
about  his  own  happiness,  especially  when  he’s  had  a  life  like 
Homer’s.  And  the  marshes  and  the  lake  and  the  sunlight  and 
the  wild  birds  began  to  do  things  to  him. 
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He  said  it  was  like  slipping  backwards.  He  kept  going  back 
and  back  until  he  got  to  feeling  a  little  the  way  he  used  to  feel 
when  we  went  swimming  together.  And  one  day  he  found  him¬ 
self  taking  off  all  his  clothes  and  lying  down  on  the  clean  white 
sand  among  the  dunes  to  eat  his  lunch.  And  all  at  once  he  was 
kind  of  frightened. 

It  was  the  first  time  the  sun  had  touched  his  body  since  that 
day  he  lay  on  the  grass  by  the  haunted  house,  and  the  feel  of  it 
began  to  do  funny  things  to  him.  He  sat  up  and  looked  at  his 
body  and  saw  suddenly  that  it  wasn’t  old  and  soft  and  fat.  It 
was  dry  and  the  muscles  were  sharp  and  hard  but  not  rounded 
the  way  they’d  been  when  he  was  young.  But  it  struck  him 
suddenly  that  he  wasn’t  old.  He  was  forty-eight,  though,  and 
wouldn’t  have  many  more  years  of  health  and  vigor.  And  the 
feel  of  the  sun  and  the  soft  warm  breeze  made  him  kind  of  dizzy. 

He  said  he  felt  as  if  he  was  beginning  to  grow  all  over  again 
inside  himself.  Suddenly  he  saw  that  he  was  happy  for  the  first 
time  in  twenty  years;  but  that  frightened  him  and  he  began  to 
be  afraid  of  sin  again,  and  he  got  up  quickly  and  put  on  his 
clothes. 

He  tried  to  give  up  his  long  walks  but  when  he  stayed  at  the 
hotel  all  he  saw  were  gabbing  old  women  and  skinny  men,  and 
soon  he  began  going  off  again  for  the  day  among  the  dunes,  and 
after  a  day  or  two  he  began  taking  off  his  clothes  again  and 
lying  in  the  sun. 

He  began  to  grow  tanned  all  over.  His  muscles  began  to  grow 
round  and  plump  and  solid  again. 

He  felt  happier,  and  once  or  twice  he  got  up  at  four  in  the 
morning  to  go  out  to  the  lake  and  see  the  sun  rise.  The  sun 
became  the  center  of  all  his  existence.  It  was  kind  of  as  if  he 
had  a  rendezvous  every  day  with  the  sun  out  there  among  the 
white  dunes. 

Sometimes  on  cloudy  days  he  thought  he  was  going  crazy,  but 
as  soon  as  the  sun  came  out  he  felt  all  right  again,  and  sure  of 
himself.  After  a  time,  he  began  to  be  troubled  because  the  more 
he  thought  of  it,  the  more  it  seemed  impossible  ever  to  go  back  to 
live  at  Hanover  in  that  untidy  house  that  Etta  kept  so  badly. 

Etta  noticed  that  he  went  off  alone  a  good  deal  and  she  began 
to  nag  him  about  leaving  her  alone  so  much  and  not  going  to  the 
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tabernacle.  But  he  didn’t  seem  to  mind  even  that.  He  just 
didn’t  hear  her  and  managed  to  endure  it  until  he  could  escape  to 
the  dunes. 

One  day  she  made  a  terrible  scene  in  the  dining  room  because 
she  said  he  was  being  too  kind  to  the  waitress  and  looked  at  her 
too  often. 

After  it  was  over  she  went  to  the  management  and  demanded 
that  the  girl  be  discharged,  but  the  management  wouldn’t  do  it 
because  Etta  couldn’t  prove  the  girl  had  done  anything  at  all. 
They  couldn’t  discharge  a  girl  just  because  she  “looked”  at  a 
man.  They  just  transferred  her  to  another  table  and  put  an 
ugly  old  woman  to  wait  on  him  and  Etta. 

After  that  he  really  took  to  noticing  the  girl  for  the  first  time, 
and  he  saw  that  she  was  big  and  blond  and  voluptuous,  and  in 
spite  of  himself,  he  began  stealing  glances  at  her  across  the  room. 
Once  or  twice  she  saw  him  and  smiled.  He  knew  that  what 
he  was  doing  was  sinful  and  tried  to  put  her  out  of  his  mind. 

Etta  grew  more  and  more  difficult.  He  said  he  thought  it 
was  because  she  couldn’t  bear  to  see  him  looking  well  and  happy. 
And  one  day  she  said  she’d  told  the  hotel  she  was  going  to  leave 
at  the  end  of  the  week. 

The  idea  terrified  him  because  it  meant  the  end  of  the  only 
happiness  he’d  known  since  he  married  her  and  it  meant  a  return 
to  the  awful  house  in  Hanover.  He’d  been  so  used  to  doing  what 
she  wanted  that  he  didn’t  say  anything,  but  that  afternoon,  while 
he  was  lying  in  the  sun,  he  made  up  his  mind  that  he  wasn’t 
going  to  leave  and  go  back  to  Hanover.  As  he  dressed  himself, 
he  made  up  the  speeches  he  was  going  to  say  to  her,  repeating 
them  over  and  over  to  himself  in  the  silence  of  the  dunes  to  give 
himself  courage. 

He  was  walking  home  through  the  dunes,  kicking  the  white 
sand  and  thinking  how  he  meant  to  defy  Etta,  when  he  heard  a 
curlew  crying,  and  looking  up  to  see  it,  he  saw  something  else. 
Just  ahead  of  him,  lying  in  a  hollow  between  two  dunes,  he 
saw  the  figures  of  a  man  and  woman.  They  were  asleep  in  the 
sun. 

At  first  he  wanted  to  run,  and  then  he  was  overcome  suddenly 
by  a  return  of  his  old  bitterness.  He  was  outraged  and  indig¬ 
nant.  And  then  he  saw  that,  like  himself,  they  had  thought 
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themselves  alone  among  the  dimes  because  it  was  a  spot  never 
visited  by  the  people  who  came  to  La  Vallette. 

He  tried  to  run  away  and  could  not.  He  was  only  able  to 
stand  there,  his  feet  fixed  in  the  white  sand,  staring. 

Suddenly  he  was  no  longer  shocked.  These  two  people  were 
like  himself.  They  weren’t  like  Etta.  Like  him,  they  worshiped 
the  sun! 

He  did  not  know  how  long  he  stood  there.  The  sun  slipped 
down  toward  the  blue  lake  and  the  girl  stirred,  and  he  saw  then 
for  the  first  time  that  the  Venus  of  the  sands  with  the  golden 
hair  was  the  waitress  over  whom  Etta  had  made  the  scene. 

He  turned  and  ran,  fearful  lest  they  should  discover  him,  and 
as  he  ran  he  knew  that  he  meant  to  stay  on  at  La  Vallette,  and 
that  maybe  he  would  never  go  back  to  Hanover  at  all.  When  he 
got  home  he  went  to  Etta  and  told  her  he  meant  to  stay,  and 
when  she  couldn’t  find  out  any  reason  she  tried  everything  to  gain 
control  over  him  again.  She  even  flung  the  washbowl  on  the 
floor  and  broke  it  and  dashed  her  head  against  the  door,  but  all 
her  hysterics  seemed  to  have  no  effect  upon  him. 

That  night  he  dared  not  look  for  the  waitress,  because  he  saw 
her  in  a  new  way  and  looking  at  her  became  intolerable  to  him. 

I  imagine  she  was  good-hearted  and  easy-going  and  meant  well 
to  everybody,  and  was  just  born  to  be  good  to  men  and  make 
them  happy.  She  felt  sorry  for  Homer,  I  guess,  being  married  to 
a  dried-up  whiner  like  Etta. 

Anyway  whenever  he  did  look  at  her,  she  looked  back  and 
smiled,  and  that  set  Homer  to  thinking  of  everything  he’d  missed 
and  that  he  was  forty-eight  and  pretty  soon  he’d  be  dead  with¬ 
out  ever  having  lived  at  all. 

After  that  day  when  he  went  to  walk  he  tried  not  to  go  past 
the  place  where  he’d  seen  them  lying  in  the  sun  among  the  white 
dunes,  but  always,  in  spite  of  anything  he  could  do,  he’d  find 
himself  moving  toward  the  spot.  Sometimes  he  found  them  there 
and  sometimes  he  didn’t.  And  they  never  knew  that  all  the  time 
there  was  some  one  watching  their  rendezvous. 

And  then  one  day  on  the  street  he  saw  the  boy  dressed  in  a  shirt 
and  an  old  pair  of  trousers  and  looking  for  all  the  world  like 
himself  thirty  years  ago,  and  when  he  asked  who  he  was,  they 
told  him  that  the  boy’s  name  was  Henry  Landis  and  that  he  came 
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to  La  Vallette  in  summer  to  take  the  baggage  of  the  summer 
people  to  and  from  the  train. 

Then  one  day  the  boy  disappeared,  and  Homer  asked  what 
had  become  of  him,  and  they  said  he’d  gone  away  because  his 
mother  had  died  in  Appleton  and  that  he  wouldn’t  be  back  until 
next  summer. 

So  Homer  went  out  and  bought  a  cheap  hand  bag  and  wrote 
a  note  and  put  it  inside  and  asked  one  of  the  waitresses  to  give  it 
to  Frieda,  the  big  blond  girl. 

Just  before  he  died  he  told  me  that  he  thought  he  must  have 
been  going  crazy  all  that  time.  Up  to  the  very  end  he  couldn’t 
make  out  whether  he’d  been  crazy  all  those  years  he’d  been  mar¬ 
ried  to  Etta  and  only  began  to  be  sane  when  he  took  to  lying  in 
the  sun  among  the  dunes. 

At  night  he  always  went  to  the  tabernacle  with  Etta,  but  that 
night  right  after  the  second  hymn  he  told  Etta  he  would  have 
to  get  some  air.  So  she  stayed  and  he  went  outside  and  walked 
down  to  the  boat  landing,  and  there  in  the  shadow  of  some  bushes 
stood  Frieda  waiting  for  him  and  carrying  the  hand  bag  he’d  sent 
her. 

At  first  he  thought  he  was  going  to  die  of  excitement  and  of 
fear.  He  began  to  shake  all  over.  His  teeth  chattered  and  he 
waited  for  a  little  while  till  he  got  control  of  himself  before  he 
went  forward  to  meet  her. 

For  a  long  time  they  stood  looking  at  each  other  in  the  dark¬ 
ness  talking  awkwardly  about  the  cheap  hand  bag  and  the  moon. 
He  said  it  was  kind  of  as  if  all  that  he’d  missed  all  these  years 
had  been  rolled  up  and  burst  out  of  him  at  last.  There  was  so 
much  he  wanted  to  say  that  he  couldn’t  say  anything  at  all. 

They  sat  down  on  the  grass  and  all  he  could  do  was  sit  and 
look  at  her.  The  moonlight  came  through  the  trees  on  her  hair. 
I  guess  she  was  a  pretty  swell  looker.  The  people  I  talked  to  at 
the  trial  told  me  so.  She  wasn’t  very  bright  and  she  didn’t  have 
any  ambition  or  she  could  have  had  almost  anything  she  wanted. 

While  he  was  looking  at  her,  he  suddenly  remembered  Etta  sit¬ 
ting  at  the  tabernacle  waiting  for  him  to  return,  and  he  said  to 
Frieda,  “Will  you  meet  me  to-morrow  afternoon?”  And  he  told 
her  where  to  meet  him,  among  the  dunes  not  very  far  from  where 
he’d  seen  her  and  the  boy. 
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He  didn’t  sleep  any  that  night  and  went  off  early  to  spend  the 
day  among  the  dunes.  It  was  a  brilliant  day,  late  in  September, 
with  wonderful  sunlight,  but  it  seemed  to  him  the  time  would 
never  pass  until  he’d  see  Frieda  coming  along  the  shore. 

She  came  at  last,  dressed  all  in  white  in  her  waitress’  clothes, 
with  her  gold  hair  shining  against  the  blue  lake. 

And  for  the  first  time  in  his  life  Homer  knew  what  it  was  to  be 
free  and  happy.  When  he  told  me  about  it,  it  all  sounded  simple 
and  beautiful.  I  wanted  to  cry. 

Two  days  before  the  hotel  closed,  Etta  came  up  from  the  front 
porch  and  found  a  note  pinned  to  the  pillow.  It  said  that  Homer 
had  gone  away  and  that  she  needn’t  try  to  look  for  him  and  that 
she’d  never  see  him  again.  He  wrote  that  he’d  taken  the  money 
that  was  in  the  bank  at  Hanover  and  left  her  and  the  children  the 
hardware  store,  which  would  keep  them  all  well  enough. 

At  first  they  thought  he’d  committed  suicide  and  Etta  fainted 
and  screamed  a  good  deal.  They  tried  dragging  the  water  by  the 
boat  landing,  but  about  six  o’clock  one  of  the  waitresses  said  it 
wasn’t  any  use  because  he’d  run  off  with  Frieda. 

Then  Etta  screamed  and  fainted  a  lot  more  and  took  the  next 
train  for  Hanover,  and  about  two  days  later  the  newspapers  ran 
them  to  ground  in  a  little  town  up  in  northern  Michigan  and 
printed  a  lot  of  stuff  about  the  elopement,  so  they  had  to  run 
away  again.  They  kept  running  from  town  to  town  till  the  news¬ 
papermen  got  tired  hounding  them,  and  at  last  they  disappeared. 

Etta  tried  to  have  them  arrested,  but  nobody  could  or  would 
do  anything  about  it.  She  wouldn’t  divorce  him.  She  just  got 
more  and  more  righteous  and  martyred  and  worked  harder  than 
ever  for  Prohibition  and  the  anti-cigaret  law  and  a  lot  of  stuff 
like  that.  It  made  an  awful  scandal  in  Hanover,  but  it  died 
down  pretty  soon. 

I  was  glad  because  I’d  always  wanted  to  see  Homer  have  a 
little  fun  in  life,  but  I  couldn’t  say  anything.  He’d  been  a 
stranger  to  me  for  twenty  years,  all  dried-up  and  sour  from  liv¬ 
ing  with  Etta.  I  couldn’t  understand  how  he  did  manage  to  do 
it  until  two  years  afterward  when  I  opened  the  paper  one  morning 
and  read  that  a  girl  called  Frieda  Hemyers  had  been  killed  with 
some  man  and  that  Homer  Dilworth,  who  had  been  living  with 
her,  was  arrested  for  both  murders;  and  a  week  later  I  got  a  let- 
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ter  from  a  town  called  Mitchellville,  in  Missouri,  where  they  had 
him  in  jail. 

It  was  from  Homer  himself,  asking  me  to  come  and  see  him 
and  help  him.  I  went  right  off,  and  that  was  when  he  told  me 
everything. 

I  expected  to  find  a  dried-up  man  on  the  verge  of  old  age,  but 
when  they  opened  the  door  of  the  cell  I  saw  a  vigorous  man  of 
about  thirty-five  or  forty.  I  couldn’t  have  believed  it  was  Homer 
except  that  he  looked  like  himself  when  he  was  young. 

He  must  have  grown  fifteen  years  younger  since  I  last  saw  him 
on  the  street  in  Hanover.  He  was  always  a  good-looking  fellow 
and  he’d  got  handsome  again,  just  as  I  said,  like  an  apple  tree 
that  suddenly  blossoms  in  October. 

And  when  he  spoke,  it  was  harder  still  to  believe  that  he  was 
Homer  Dilworth. 

He  looked  at  me  and  sort  of  grinned  and  said,  “Well,  Jim,  I 
guess  you  thought  I  was  the  last  person  in  the  world  you’d  ever 
find  in  a  fix  like  this.”  I  saw  that  he  had  a  kind  of  manliness 
about  him  he’d  never  had  even  in  the  days  before  he  married 
Etta,  because  then  he  was  always  kind  of  soft  and  good. 

He  told  me  to  sit  down  on  his  cot.  He  didn’t  seem  to  be  dis¬ 
couraged.  He  just  said,  “I  did  it,  Jim.  I  didn’t  mean  to  do  it, 
but  I  did  it.  They  can  do  with  me  whatever  they  like.” 

The  funny  thing  was  that  he  didn’t  seem  to  care. 

He  told  me  he’d  sent  for  me  because  I  was  the  only  one  he 
knew  who’d  understand.  It  wasn’t  any  good  sending  for  church 
people  because  they’d  just  lecture  him  and  pray  over  him,  and 
he  didn’t  want  to  see  Etta,  even  if  she  would  have  come. 

She  never  did  come  and  she  wouldn’t  let  any  of  the  children 
come  to  see  him.  And  in  the  two  years  since  he’d  run  away  with 
Frieda  they’d  had  to  go  from  place  to  place,  so  they’d  never 
stopped  anywhere  long  enough  to  make  friends.  In  the  end  he 
went  back  thirty  years,  to  that  last  afternoon  we’d  gone  swim¬ 
ming  together,  and  sent  for  me. 

He  told  me  all  the  story  of  what  happened  to  him  at  La  Val- 
lette  up  to  the  time  he  ran  off  with  Frieda,  and  then  he  told  me 
what  happened  afterward — how  they  were  followed  from  town  to 
town  by  newspapermen,  and  then  how  they’d  always  get  found 
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out  and  be  forced  to  move  on.  He  said  they’d  been  to  twenty- 
seven  little  towns  in  two  years. 

He  had  the  money  he’d  drawn  out  of  the  bank,  and  when  that 
gave  out  he  worked,  sometimes  as  dishwasher,  sometimes  as  farm 
hand,  doing  anything  he  could  find  to  do.  And  he  was  happy  all 
the  time  because  Frieda  was  easy-going  and  good-natured. 

He  spoke  about  her  as  if  she  wasn’t  dead  at  all.  Sometimes  he 
was  jealous  of  her,  and  once  or  twice  they’d  quarreled  when  she 
spoke  to  a  man  younger  than  himself. 

It  seemed  he  was  frightened  of  younger  men.  He  knew  that  he 
was  getting  old  and  that  some  day  he’d  lose  her  to  a  younger 
man  because  she  was  still  young.  It  got  to  be  a  kind  of  obsession 
with  him. 

And  finally  they  came  to  that  little  town  in  Missouri,  and  no¬ 
body  found  them  out.  He  had  a  job  checking  off  grain  bags  and 
hogs  at  the  river  landing  and  it  looked  as  if  they  were  going  to 
be  safe  and  happy  at  last,  because  there  weren’t  even  any  men  in 
the  place  more  vigorous  than  himself. 

They  had  a  little  house  and  were  furnishing  it  from  a  furni¬ 
ture  catalogue.  And  then  one  day  he  came  home  when  she  was 
out  and  found  a  letter  addressed  to  “Miss  Frieda  Hemyers  care 
of  Mrs.  John  Slade,”  which  was  the  name  they  were  living  under. 

It  was  postmarked  “Appleton,  Wisconsin,”  and  when  he  asked 
her  about  it  she  said  it  was  from  the  boy  who’d  wrestled  the  bag¬ 
gage  at  the  hotel  in  La  Vallette,  the  same  one  he’d  seen  with  her 
among  the  dunes.  Later,  when  he  asked  her  what  was  in  it,  she 
said  she’d  burned  it  and  told  him  there  was  nothing  in  it— the 
fellow  only  wanted  to  know  how  she  was. 

But  the  thing  stuck  in  Homer’s  brain.  It  wasn’t,  he  said,  that 
he  was  jealous.  He  had  a  kind  of  funny  affection  for  the  boy, 
even  though  he’d  never  spoken  to  him. 

He  kind  of  felt  that  Frieda  really  belonged  to  the  boy  if  he 
wanted  her.  It  was  all  mixed  up  in  his  head  and  he  kept  trying 
to  think  it  out. 

And  then  one  day  the  river  boat  was  a  day  late  and  he  went 
back  to  the  house  an  hour  or  two  after  he’d  left  it.  He  opened 
the  back  door  but  there  wasn’t  anybody  in  and  when  he  called 
Frieda’s  name  she  didn’t  answer,  so  he  went  to  their  bedroom 
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and  found  the  door  was  locked,  and  all  at  once  he  knew  what  had 
happened. 

For  a  moment  he  just  stood  still,  feeling  that  he  was  going  to 
die.  He  turned  cold  all  over,  and  then  for  a  moment  he  couldn’t 
see.  It  seemed  to  him  that  it  was  the  end  of  everything,  because 
he’d  got  to  feel  that  all  his  life  that  went  before  was  nothing  at 
all  and  that  he’d  been  alive  only  since  he  ran  off  with  Frieda. 

In  his  brain  the  thought  was  born  that  the  only  thing  to  do  was 
to  finish  it  then  and  there,  and  to  finish  it,  he’d  have  to  kill  Frieda 
and  the  man  who  was  in  there  with  her,  and  then  himself. 

The  funny  thing  was  how  clearly  he  remembered  it  all,  be¬ 
cause  he  was  certainly  insane  at  that  moment.  He  took  a  chair 
and  smashed  down  the  door,  and  then,  with  a  revolver,  he  just 
fired  blindly  into  the  dark  room  until  the  revolver  clicked  empty. 
And  when  he  tried  to  shoot  himself  there  wasn’t  any  bullet  left. 

It  was  an  awful  moment  when  he  stood  there  in  the  doorway. 
The  emptiness  of  the  pistol  seemed  to  bring  him  to  himself,  and 
suddenly,  because  he  was  really  a  good  man,  he  wanted  to  save 
them  both. 

But  it  was  too  late.  Frieda  was  unconscious  and  dying,  and 
the  man  was  dead. 

It  was  only  then  that  he  discovered  it  was  the  boy  who  had 
wrestled  the  baggage  at  La  Vallette.  He’d  come  all  the  way  to 
Missouri  to  find  her  and  run  off  with  her. 

It  made  him  sick,  and  the  funny  thing  was  that  the  remorse  he 
felt  wasn’t  so  great  because  he’d  killed  two  people,  but  because  the 
two  people  were  Frieda  and  the  boy.  If  he’d  known  that  Frieda 
had  the  boy  with  her,  he’d  have  gone  away  quietly  and  left  them 
together  forever. 

They  were  young  and  love  belonged  to  them.  He  was  old  and 
finished,  and  he  was  left  alive.  And  it  was  terrible,  too,  that  he’d 
killed  the  two  people  who  had  set  him  free.  They  were  the  two 
who  had  given  him  life  and  he’d  killed  them.  For  a  moment  he 
said  he  had  a  horrible  feeling  that  instead  of  killing  the  boy,  he 
shot  himself  as  he  was  thirty  years  before. 

After  a  long  time  he  got  up  and  laid  the  two  bodies  on  the  bed 
and  covered  them  with  a  sheet,  and  then  went  into  the  kitchen 
and  put  his  head  into  the  oven  of  the  stove  and  turned  on  the 
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gas.  One  of  the  neighbors  who  ran  in  to  borrow  some  eggs  from 
Frieda  found  him  there. 

He  wasn’t  dead  yet.  They  dragged  him  out  and  brought  him 
to  and  then  found  the  bodies. 

I  stayed  with  him  at  the  trial  and  up  to  the  very  end. 

He  didn’t  make  the  least  effort  to  save  himself.  If  Frieda  had 
been  his  wife  they’d  have  let  him  off  maybe  with  manslaughter, 
but  of  course,  all  their  story  came  out  at  the  trial  and  he  didn’t 
have  a  chance. 

But  Homer  didn’t  give  them  any  satisfaction.  He  was  sorry 
he’d  killed  Frieda  and  the  boy,  but  he  wasn’t  repentant  about 
anything  else,  and  he  was  glad  of  the  two  years  of  happiness  he’d 
had  with  Frieda.  He  just  sort  of  smiled  when  the  judge  sen¬ 
tenced  him. 

I  took  his  body  back  to  Hanover  and  buried  it  alongside  my 
grandfather,  because  Etta  wouldn’t  have  anything  to  do  with  it. 
In  Hanover,  he  became  a  great  Example.  The  wages  of  sin  is 
death,  they  said,  but  they  never  said  anything  about  the  wages 
of  the  way  Homer  was  brought  up,  or  the  wages  of  living  with 
Etta. 

Last  week  Martha  and  I  drove  out  to  Ontario  to  see  about 
buying  our  winter  apples  and  before  I  thought  about  it  we  were 
passing  old  Sammis’  house.  The  roof  had  fallen  in  and  it  was 
almost  hid  by  bushes,  and  the  pasture  where  Homer  and  I  had 
lain  in  the  sun  was  muddy  and  frozen.  The  cattle  stood  with 
their  heads  together  and  their  tails  toward  the  November  wind. 


A  DAY  IN  THE  COUNTRY1 

By  WHIT  BURNETT 

(From  Story) 

HOW  the  Seine  sinks  slowly  from  the  banks,  leaving  a  gan¬ 
grene  spewed  across  the  wrinkles  of  its  stones,  and  the  air 
lies  lifeless  over  all  of  Paris  in  a  hot  summer  mist,  sultriness  suf¬ 
fusing  every  living  thing — Paris  knows  such  strange  white  days. 
Stillness  in  the  air,  and  the  rank  odor  of  ripe  stored  things,  burst¬ 
ing  for  release.  The  mad  whinny  of  the  horses,  stallions,  hot- 
blooded,  stamping  through  the  litter  in  the  market  streets,  or 
standing,  now,  at  times,  listless,  unchewing,  with  their  long  heads 
sunk  tiredly  in  their  musty  feed  bags.  .  .  .  And  from  a  squalid 
court  in  Belleville,  the  scream  of  some  old  woman,  insane  perhaps 
and  bed-pent,  sensing  and  foretelling  the  summer  thunder  yet  to 
come.  .  .  . 

We  sought  the  open  air.  The  direct  sun.  Country. 

Past  Noisy-le-Sec  the  heat  mist  lingered.  The  summer  storm 
the  night  before  had  hardly  changed  the  atmosphere.  The  sky 
was  white  and  wide,  and  the  train  lurched  through  a  stickiness. 
And  then,  at  Enghien-les-Bains,  over  the  trees  across  the  lake,  a 
spot  of  blue  welled  out.  With  it  came  the  sun. 

At  1’Isle  Adam  we  stepped  from  the  train  into  a  sweet  content¬ 
ment.  Just  a  couple  of  hours,  or  less,  outside  of  Paris,  and  the 
vague  greyness  of  the  city,  its  old  buildings  rearing  darkly  close 
together  in  smelly  dampness,  its  shrieking  traffic,  and  the  summer 
fetidity  of  millions  in  decay — only  a  memory  in  the  brightness 
and  the  freshness  of  the  country  day. 

p  “0ne  day  off,”  said  my  young  friend,  lifting  her  face  to  the 
high  blue  sky,  “and  we  pick  such  a  beauty.” 

“Yes,”  I  agreed,  “we  have  luck.” 

She  smiled,  content.  We  are  young  .  .  after  all.  She  swung 

1  Copyright,  1931,  by  Whit  Burnett  and  Martha  Foley. 
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the  small  blue  bag,  freely,  like  a  schoolgirl.  We  travel  light,  al¬ 
ways,  since  we  have  lived  together.  It  is  a  rule,  a  feeling  in  us 
both  perhaps  that  life  should  be  a  freer  thing,  unpulled  down  with 
baggage  and  dead  things. 

The  Frenchmen,  with  their  home-keeping  wives  and  children, 
were  walking  on  ahead  of  us.  The  fine  sun,  beating  on  their  black 
clothes,  slowed  down  their  steps.  They  ambled  slowly  on,  with 
their  hands  on  their  children’s  shoulders,  or  linked  with  their 
wives,  or  burdened,  some,  with  baskets  and  bundles  they’d 
brought  from  town. 

We  trailed  along  behind  them. 

There  was  no  hurry.  There  is  no  hurry  when  the  sun  shines, 
brightly  and  freshly,  and  the  good  ground,  dry  and  firm,  makes 
each  step  natural,  friendly,  responsive  to  the  union  with  the 
earth. 

At  the  bridge  we  stopped  and  looked  down  into  the  stream. 

The  water  was  slow  moving  and  contentful.  A  distant  point  of 
the  island,  heavy  with  tremendous  trees,  jutting  down  into  the 
stream,  divided  the  Oise  in  two.  Beyond  the  point  was  the  main 
part  of  the  river.  A  tug  was  lazily  puffing  up  the  current,  tow¬ 
ing  a  barge  of  sand. 

“It  is  an  effort  to  get  out  of  Paris,”  said  my  friend.  “A  per¬ 
son  stagnates.  But  the  effort  is  worth  it.  We  might  be  sitting 
there  forever  on  some  terrace,  just  sitting  .  .  .  that  damp,  heavy 
heat.  .  . 

Just  sitting  .  .  . 

We  stood  for  a  long  time  on  the  bridge.  We  leaned  across  the 
old  stone  parapet.  The  river  without  a  ripple  on  its  surface 
dreamed  into  an  absence.  Nothing.  Only  the  fresh  sun.  Green. 
Tired  eyes  halted  in  their  dance  after  movements.  Arrested  on  a 
glitter  in  the  stream. 

The  tugboat  coughed  a  hoarse  staccato.  And  we  awoke  into 
existence.  We  straightened  up  and  walked  across  the  bridge. 

The  little  town’s  main  street,  cobblestoned  and  clean,  stretched 
onward  into  trees  and  sky.  The  street,  at  noon,  was  basking  in 
a  sunny  idleness.  Hardly  any  one  was  out.  Shops,  in  the  French 
lunch-hour  fashion,  were  shut,  and  here  and  there,  from  the 
sidewalk,  we  smelled  the  good  smell  of  freshly  cooking  food. 
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At  a  small  cafe,  whose  sign  said  it  had  a  garden  in  the  rear,  we 
stopped  for  an  aperitif.  It  was  time  to  eat.  The  rain  the  night 
before,  heavier  in  ITsle  Adam  than  it  had  been  in  Paris,  had  bat¬ 
tered  the  young  trees  in  the  garden.  Leaves  were  lying  rain- 
soaked  on  the  tables.  A  pair  of  forlorn  rabbits  watched  us  from 
a  coop.  We  were  alone  in  the  garden. 

“This  is  not  very  cheerful,”  said  my  friend.  “Let’s  go  back  to 
that  nice  chateau  by  the  bridge.  They  must  serve  meals.  I  think 
I  saw  a  sign.” 

At  the  bridge  we  stopped  again,  naively  drawn  by  the  water. 
Water  it  was,  country-clean — a  river  more  like  a  river  than  the 
Seine,  along  whose  dusty  quais  the  Paris  jobless  lay  stretched  in 
the  summer  dirt,  and  under  whose  old  bridges  at  night  the  city’s 
winter-weary,  dressed  in  remnants  of  clothes  and  patches  of  rags, 
seek  a  cold  night’s  rest.  Green  things  grew  along  the  banks  of 
the  Oise,  and  here  and  there  one  could  see,  near  the  edges,  even 
the  rocks  in  the  river  bed. 

The  chateau  was  really  a  hotel,  but  only  a  miniature  sign  an¬ 
nounced  it.  It  was  a  gloomy-looking  building,  tall  and  ancient. 
But  the  grounds  were  lush  and  quiet,  deeply  shaded  by  great 
trees  higher  than  the  house. 

Two  waiters  in  their  white  coats  hovered  around  the  tables. 

From  the  garden  the  view  gave  expansively  out  across  the 
stream,  taking  in,  even,  the  sight  of  the  little  bathing  beach 
across  the  shore,  where  an  enterprising  firm  had  erected  a  pa¬ 
vilion  and  cabins  newly  painted  white  and  green.  A  radio  at  this 
new  place,  now  and  then  on  loud  notes,  scratched  out  raucous¬ 
ness. 

Both  waiters  watched  us,  as  we  hesitated  where  to  sit.  Then 
they  both  moved  toward  us. 

One  was  young,  not  much  younger  than  myself,  I  thought,  and 
tall,  too.  The  other  was  middle-aged  and  like  most  Frenchmen 
nowadays,  short  and  small. 

The  tall  youth,  who  seemed  unusually  pale,  stood  by  silently. 
He  recommended,  when  pressed  for  advice,  the  table  d’hote.  He 
was  smooth-shaven,  serious,  and  reserved.  He  spoke  a  little  Eng¬ 
lish,  and  his  French  sounded  foreign.  We  took  him  for  a  Swede. 

The  short  waiter  sauntered  over,  finally,  to  see  if  he  could  help 
out.  He  was  a  dark-skinned  fellow  whose  quiet  brown  eyes  indi- 
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cated  he  had  reached  a  certain  age  of  pleasantness  in  casual  deal¬ 
ings,  of  acceptance  and  philosophy.  We  took  his  suggestion, 
which  was  made  in  a  leisurely,  off-hand  way,  and  started  with 
fish. 

“Trbs  bon he  offered,  as  I  dipped  the  white  meat  in  the 
sauce,  “n’est-ce  pas?  Ce  poisson-la?” 

“Caught  around  here?”  I  asked. 

“Ah,  non,”  the  short  man  said,  “we  don’t  catch  fish  like  that 
around  here.” 

The  wine  glowed  in  our  veins. 

“In  a  strange  place,”  said  my  companion,  as  we  began  later  on 
the  steak,  “it  is  best,  in  the  long  run,  just  to  go  to  the  best  place 
they  have.  In  some  small  place  you  might  get  typhus  ...  or 
something.” 

“We  will  get  plenty  of  typhus  then  in  Russia,”  I  said.  “We 
Won’t  find  many  best  places  in  Russia.” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  know,”  she  said.  “They  are  not  so  uncivilized. 
We  will  get  a  change.  There  will  be  tension  there,  too.  Vi¬ 
tality.” 

“When  we  go  through  Germany  we  must  sample  the  beer.” 

“Ask  the  tall  waiter,”  she  suggested,  “about  Germany.  He 
looks  blond  and  German.” 

When  the  young  man  came  with  the  salad,  I  told  him  we  were 
planning  a  vacation.  “Are  you,  perhaps,  German?”  I  asked. 

He  did  not  lift  his  head.  But  his  answer  was  curt  and  quick, 
almost  sullen. 

“Je  suis  russe,”  he  said.  “Vrai  russe.” 

The  accent  on  the  “true  Russian”  chilled  us  through  the  course. 

Around  us,  the  deserted  tables  stood  like  white  houses  aban¬ 
doned.  It  was  Monday.  We  were  the  only  patrons.  The  older 
waiter,  his  folded  napkin  on  his  sleeve,  strolled  by  again  to  see 
how  things  were  going. 

“Beau  temps,  aujourd’hui,  hein?” 

“Not  so  good  last  night,  though,”  he  went  on.  “Big  wind. 
Lightning.  Thunder.  You  saw  the  tree  as  you  came  in  the 
driveway?  The  biggest  tree  on  the  island  struck  last  night  by 
lightning.” 

We  hadn’t  noticed  it.  We  had  come  in  on  the  outgoing  circle 
of  the  drive.  The  tree,  it  seemed,  was  on  the  other  curve. 
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The  young  man,  standing  quietly  by,  poured  water  in  the 
glasses. 

“Odd  luck,  too,”  he  said,  suddenly,  with  his  special  accent. 
“Fell  between  two  great  limousines.  One  was  a  Rolls-Royce,”  he 
added,  I  thought,  with  pride. 

My  friend  looked  at  me. 

“If  Rolls-Royces  come  in  here,”  she  said,  “our  bill  will  prob¬ 
ably  be  a  pretty  one.” 

It  was  raining  so  hard  that  motoring  was  impossible,  the  older 
man  said.  They  told  the  story  together.  How  the  people  had 
just  got  out  of  their  cars  and  were  on  their  way  up  the  hotel  steps, 
and  then  the  loud  crash  came.  They  became  quite  animated  in 
telling  about  the  fall  of  the  tree  in  the  storm.  The  loud  crash. 
And  no  one  hurt.  Not  a  soul.  The  biggest  tree  on  the  island. 
And  not  a  single  scratch  on  the  cars. 

“Miraculeusel”  we  said. 

“The  Americans  are  going  to  Germany — pour  les  vacances,” 
the  young  waiter  said  to  his  colleague.  “Vous  parlez  Vallemand , 
n’est-ce  pas?” 

He  withdrew  to  the  kitchen. 

“Nur  ein  wenig,”  the  short  one  smiled  at  us. 

“I  learned  a  few  words  in  the  war,”  he  added. 

Four  years  in  the  war,  he  said.  Four  years  at  the  front. 

“No,”  he  answered,  “I  was  hardly  scratched.  Just  a  little  bul¬ 
let  wound  here,  in  the  fat  of  the  hand.”  He  held  out  his  palm. 
Intimate,  stranger’s  flesh.  A  bullet,  lead,  ripping  redly  through. 
“Never  bothers,  except  sometimes  just  before  a  storm.  II  gratte.” 
He  made  a  scratching  gesture  with  his  fingers.  “Then  it  itches 
like  the  devil.” 

“My  colleague  here,”  the  Frenchman  continued,  “he  got  a  bul¬ 
let  in  his  knee.  He  still  limps  a  little,  see?” 

The  pale  young  man  was  coming  toward  us  with  the  fruit. 
His  left  leg  was  bent  a  little  inward  and  the  drag  was  just  per¬ 
ceptible. 

“He  wasn’t  in  the  war,  though,  was  he?” 

“Non,”  the  youth  put  in.  “Not  in  France.  I  was  in  the  civil 
war — Russia.  Later.  That’s  the  worst.  Civil  war.  Brother 
against  brother.  That’s  the  worst  war.” 

How  old  then? 
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“Sixteen,”  he  said. 

We  saw.  On  a  horse,  as  a  youth,  young,  and  the  head  full  of 
books,  perhaps,  or  girls,  and  the  beginnings  of  life  and  love.  And 
a  sword  in  the  hand.  Crowds  out.  Crowds  around  the  food 
stores.  Orders  of  the  day.  Sabers  out.  Riding.  Charging. 
Knocking  down  people.  Guns  from  barricades.  Bullets  .  .  . 

The  youth  seemed  paler  as  we  looked  at  him.  His  blue  eyes 
were  troubled,  hurt  perhaps,  I  thought,  puzzled  in  his  youth  and 
his  lostness  in  the  world.  There  was  no  fire  in  his  voice.  No 
ring  of  heroism. 

“I  got  the  rifle  ball  in  my  kneecap  still,”  he  said.  “It  is  too 
hard  to  operate.  They  say  better  if  it  stay  there.” 

“Doesn’t  it  bother  you?”  asked  my  friend. 

“Only  sometimes,”  said  the  waiter. 

“That  depends,”  said  the  older  waiter,  informatively,  “on  the 
weather.  Like  me.  Ca  gratte  un  peu,  eh,  quand  le  temps 
change?”  He  looked  toward  the  youth. 

The  younger  waiter  was  preoccupied.  He  cleared  the  table 
in  silence. 

“ Alors  ”  said  the  older  man,  “qa,  c’est  la  guerre.  They  will 
have  a  hard  time  getting  me  into  another  war.” 

“Eh,  so  you  think?”  asked  the  youth.  They  had  evidently 
talked  of  this  before.  They  seemed  to  forget  us. 

“Out”  said  the  waiter. 

The  youth  piled  plate  on  plate. 

“Les  jeunes,”  said  the  older  man  to  us,  and  smiled  in  his  age, 
“les  jeunes  sont  toujours  patriotiques” 

The  waiters  watched  us  as  we  left  the  grounds.  They  nodded 
pleasantly,  the  long  one  with  the  saddened  eyes,  and  the  short 
Frenchman,  as  we  looked  back  from  the  edge  of  the  grounds. 
We  were  searching  for  the  fallen  tree.  The  older  waiter,  still 
smiling,  pointed  energetically  on  a  little  further.  We  signalled 
our  thanks. 

We  found  the  tree,  stretched,  in  appalling  death,  across  the 
roadway,  its  tremendous  black  trunk  ripped  with  a  wounded 
whiteness  from  the  lightning. 

...  As  we  got  into  the  tiny  canoe  and  attempted  to  relax 
without  tipping  it  over,  the  sun  came  down  upon  us  strong.  We 
drifted  down  stream  into  the  deep  main  part  of  the  river,  until 
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an  empty  tug,  fast  clipping  the  peaceful  water,  rolled  off  waves 
in  our  direction,  and  bounced  us  like  a  cork. 

We  pushed  back  frantically  for  the  bend  in  the  river.  We  are 
neither  very  good  swimmers.  The  sun’s  glare  made  me  a  little 
giddy. 

•  •  .  •  •  • 

“There’s  a  woman  fishing.” 

Around  the  bend,  the  river  was  placid  as  velvet.  The  greenery 
was  deep  and  rich,  like  the  foliage  in  the  mystical  paintings  of 
the  Customs  Agent,  Rousseau. 

“Got  a  bite,  too,”  I  noticed. 

We  watched  her  fish,  her  eyes  glued  brightly  on  the  float,  and 
her  wide  straw  hat  turned  back  above  her  forehead.  A  jerk,  and 
out  came  a  minnow,  four  inches  long.  And  then,  in  a  few  min¬ 
utes,  another  little  silver  fish,  flittering  in  the  air,  which  she 
dropped  into  a  pail  in  her  boat. 

She  had  rigged  herself  up  comfortably,  seated  somewhat  fatly 
in  a  cushioned  wicker  chair  in  a  wide  rowboat.  She  was  middle- 
aged,  sunburned  and  dressed  in  a  blue  housewrap.  The  rowboat 
was  tied  to  the  bank  at  the  drop  of  a  few  steps  leading  to  a  walk 
which  went  through  a  garden  to  a  house  with  summer  balconies. 

“Bon  jour  ”  she  said,  friendlily  noticing  our  interest. 

“Biting  well?”  I  asked. 

“Vous  I’avez  dit,  monsieur!” 

“What  kind  of  bait  do  you  use?” 

She  held  up  the  hook  she  was  baiting.  The  little  white  maggot 
worm  wiggled  in  a  tiny  arc  in  the  air. 

“ Americains ,  n’est-ce  pas?” 

“Out.” 

“There’s  an  extra  pole  in  the  boat.  Tie  up  if  you  wish  and 
try  it.” 

“Merci  beaucoup” 

We  laid  back  the  paddles  and  sat  at  rest  in  the  green  deepness 
of  the  shade.  Across  the  stream,  the  radio  had  begun  again  its 
modern  wheezing,  but  on  our  side  it  was  so  still,  a  ripple  glanc¬ 
ing  at  the  skiff  could  easily  be  heard. 

My  trouble  was  in  baiting.  I  had  no  luck.  The  woman,  beam¬ 
ing  under  her  straw  hat,  and  turning  her  sunburned  face  now  and 
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then  toward  me  quizzically,  puzzled  her  brows.  Why  didn’t  I  pull 
in,  helping  her  fill  her  pail? 

“No  wonder,”  she  said,  finally,  “when  you  bait  like  that.” 

She  threaded  a  squirming  white  worm  through  the  back  of  the 
neck.  The  point  of  the  hook  came  out  the  other  end,  and  there 
he  hung,  impaled  skin  deep,  and  wiggling  for  his  life  as  he  hit 
the  dark  water. 

The  afternoon  droned  on.  The  sleepiness  of  quiet  rested  on 
us  like  a  spell.  A  huge  plane  soared  suddenly  overhead,  power¬ 
purring  its  way  to  the  south.  It  passed  into  silence.  On  the 
bend  of  the  river  we  were  buried  in  the  shadows  of  the  trees,  far 
from  any  sense  or  feeling  of  war,  of  trenches,  strain,  bombs  and 
mud  and  wounds.  And,  if  one  has  never  been  in  war  .  .  .  any 
war  .  .  .  world  war.  Biirgerkrieg.  Civil  war.  Like  that  young 
Russian  .  .  . 

“We  did  just  as  well  not  telling  the  Russian  boy  we  were  going 
to  make  a  trip  into  Russia,”  said  my  friend. 

“Yes,”  said  I. 

.  .  .  And  the  Austrian  I  had  met  who  had  served  on  the  front 
against  the  Italians  .  .  .  One  got  different  ideas  of  the  war  from 
the  other  side  of  the  picture,  traveling,  for  instance  among  the 
post-war  Austrians,  so  like  mild  children,  they  were,  who  had 
lived  too  long,  perhaps,  under  the  wing  of  an  emperor-father. 

“I  don’t  think  I  ever  shot  anybody.  It  wasn’t  any  good,  that 
war.  I  sort  of  shot  over  their  heads.” 

He  was  a  Socialist.  Every  day,  even  ten  years  afterward  when 
I  saw  him  in  his  little  house  in  Upper  Austria,  he  had  a  kind  of 
sickness  in  the  morning. 

“We  could  see  it  coming,”  he  told  me.  “A  dirty,  greenish,  yel¬ 
low  trail  hugging  the  ground.  I  didn’t  get  the  mask  out  quick 
enough.  And  I  sniffed  a  little  of  that  gas.” 

He  excused  himself  and  vomited.  .  .  . 

The  fisherwoman  had  her  pail  full  of  fish. 

She  was  interested  in  us  being  Americans,  and  had  reason  for 
her  interest,  as  she  proved.  She  rose,  heavy  in  her  loose  blue 
dress,  stretched  and  gathered  up  the  pail  and  pole.  Would  we 
come  up  the  walk  to  her  house?  she  asked.  She  wanted  us  to  see 
some  pictures  she  had  painted.  We  might  know  some  big  store 
in  America  that  would  handle  them. 
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The  woman  had  a  racket. 

She  made  delicate  little  copies,  in  colored  paints,  of  old  prints, 
covered  them  with  a  trace  of  dust  and  then  turned  them  over 
wholesale  to  a  man  in  Paris  who  sold  them  piece  by  piece  to  book¬ 
shops,  where  delighted  tourists  stumbled  upon  them  as  genuine 
old  paintings  of  a  Paris  which  existed  long  before  the  Louvre  was 
finished,  a  Paris  of  the  time  when  the  banks  of  the  Seine  were 
open  to  the  sky,  bordered  by  fields  unhemmed  in  by  modern 
apartments  and  high  buildings  covered  with  soot. 

The  backs  of  the  pictures  she  pasted  over  with  part  of  the 
pages  of  old  French  books.  The  effect  was  charming. 

We  looked  about  her  home,  filled  with  all  the  bric-a-brac  of 
departed  generations.  Her  father  had  been  a  wood-carver  and 
a  sculptor.  A  great,  life-like  boar’s  head  thrust  his  fierce  snout 
at  us  from  a  wall.  A  buck’s  head  with  antlers  looked  down  with 
death-glazed  eyes  from  a  place  above  the  doorway. 

“And  here,”  she  pointed  out,  her  eyes  alight,  “as  you  have  per¬ 
haps  observed,  I  immortalize  my  passion.  In  all  these  little  pic¬ 
tures,  you  will  see,  always,  the  little  fisherman.” 

We  saw,  in  all  the  little  pictures,  the  little  fisherman,  a  minia¬ 
ture  of  life,  not  always  carefully  drawn  but  always  present,  pa¬ 
tiently  standing,  or  patiently  sitting,  a  wand  pole  in  his  hand,  and 
a  blue  river  flowing  by,  containing  the  suggestion  of  schools  of 
subtle,  unhooked  fish. 

“If  you  hear  of  any  firm  in  America  .  .  .” 

•  '••••  •  • 

We  crossed  the  other  bridge.  The  hot  sun,  which  on  the  river 
had  made  me  giddy  those  few  instants  in  the  canoe,  was  sinking 
over  the  trees  beyond  the  railroad  tracks.  We  found  a  table  at 
the  bathing  pavilion  near  the  water.  The  radio  for  the  moment 
was  silent. 

In  a  roped-in  place,  sheltered  from  the  main  current,  a  few 
timid  swimmers  were  splashing  about,  and  from  our  table  and 
our  glasses  we  could  watch  them  in  the  darkening  water. 

The  twilight  deepened  and  we  sat  without  words. 

Across  the  bend  of  the  river,  beyond  where  the  quiet  water  of 
the  swimming  pool  was,  the  main  stream,  steel  in  the  pearl  of 
twilight,  cut  swiftly  past.  A  fish  splashed  once  or  twice,  flapping 
the  surface,  and  disappearing.  The  chateau,  amid  its  trees. 
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peered  up  stream  toward  us,  into  the  light  sweep  of  water.  We 
sat  a  long  time. 

Once,  I  thought  I  saw  the  waiters,  in  their  white  coats,  stand¬ 
ing  together  in  the  garden,  looking  over  at  us. 

The  short  Frenchman.  He  had  had  his  bellyful.  Les  jeunes 
sont  toujours  patriotiques  .  .  . 

The  boy  was  a  White.  Brought  up  in  one  way.  Others  in 
others.  ...  We  were  lost,  perhaps.  All  of  us.  In  any  case. 
But  to  be  young  and  on  the  losing  side,  outside,  cut  off.  But 
where  was  there  peace  nowadays?  Even  so. 

Even  the  stillness  in  the  air  seemed  oppressive.  The  accumu¬ 
lation  of  the  day.  Pregnant.  Heavy,  like  close  air  to  asthmatics. 
And  Paris  .  .  .  with  its  blanket  of  sultriness.  But  would  Ger¬ 
many,  then,  have  vitality?  Directed  hope?  Crossed  words,  tan¬ 
gles,  all  this  forest  we  are  in.  Living  together,  foregoing  more 
defining  holds.  Why?  And  just  sitting.  .  .  .  Waiting?  But  sit¬ 
ting,  untried,  and  ...  I  can  no  longer  sit  here.  I  cannot  sit  here 
any  longer. 

I  can’t  sit  here.  I  .  .  . 

I  feel  the  cold  water,  shocked  with  the  plunge.  This  is  it!  To 
begin!  To  swim!  Out!  Now.  To  cross.  To  do  this  thing. 
To  beat  it.  Hard!  With  fists.  With  me! 

To  swim! 

My  God! 

/  am  in  the  middle  of  the  river!  My  shoes  are  heavy  with  the 
water.  My  knee  has  a  bullet  ball  in  it.  I  cannot  breathe.  Steel 
waves  of  horses  charge  upon  me.  I  am  going  under! 

Whose  eyes, ?  These.  Blue,  curious,  serious,  hurt,  puzzled? 
What  youth?  Where? 

I  am  hauled  out  of  the  river.  I  am  drowning!  I  am 
saved.  .  .  . 

All  my  muscles  fag.  I  sit  gazing  into  nothing,  expectancy  has 
gone.  A  tension  is  no  more.  .  .  .  There  was  no  storm,  only 
something  curious,  a  burst  of  sudden  wind  among  loose  papers  on 
the  ground,  whirling,  mad  undercurrents  in  the  air.  ... 

The  two  white-coated  figures  in  the  darkness  of  the  garden  of 
the  chateau  moved. 

“I  think  it  would  be  better  to  eat  in  Paris  to-night,”  I  sug¬ 
gested. 
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“The  chateau  is  expensive,”  said  my  friend. 

“We  don’t  want  sociology  on  a  day  in  the  country,”  I  mumbled. 

“What?”  asked  my  friend,  who  had  not  quite  heard. 

We  were  paying  the  bill. 

There  was  no  way  of  saying,  understandably,  one  is  a  little 
mad,  beneath  the  weight  of  worlds. 

As  we  walked  over  the  bridge  the  soft  waters  of  the  Oise  were 
lost  below  us  in  the  still  blackness. 

At  the  chateau,  the  waiters  were  standing  together  in  the  light, 
looking  out  toward  the  roadway,  their  napkins  on  their  arms, 
dully  expecting  diners  yet  to  come.  When  they  saw  us  pass, 
they  bowed,  slightly,  in  recognition.  And  a  faint  feeling  of  sick¬ 
ness  tightened  at  my  stomach. 
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By  ERSKINE  CALDWELL 

(From  Scribner’s  Magazine ) 

WHEN  I  saw  her  for  the  first  time  she  was  staring  several 
hundred  miles  away  She  was  standing  on  the  other  side 
of  the  street  near  the  corner  holding  a  folded  newspaper  in  front 
of  her.  It  had  been  folded  until  the  want  ads.  were  the  only 
print  showing,  and  it  looked  like  a  paper  printed  without  head¬ 
lines.  Suddenly  she  blinked  her  eyes  several  times  and  looked  at 
the  paper  she  was  holding.  Her  knees  and  legs  were  rigidly  stiff 
but  her  body  swayed  backward  and  forward  like  some  one  weak 
from  hunger.  Her  shoulders  dropped  downward  and  downward 
until  they  seemed  to  be  merely  the  upper  part  of  her  arms. 

She  glanced  at  the  ads.  every  few  moments  and  then  searched 
half-heartedly  for  a  number  on  one  of  the  doors  behind  her. 
Once  she  opened  her  pocketbook  and  read  something  written  on 
the  back  of  an  envelope.  There  were  numbers  on  most  of  the 
doors,  but  either  she  could  not  see  the  numerals  plainly  enough 
or  she  could  not  find  the  one  she  was  looking  for — I  didn’t  know 
what  the  trouble  was.  I  couldn’t  see  her  face.  Her  head  had 
dropped  forward,  and  her  chin  sank  to  the  collar  of  her  waist. 
She  would  look  up  for  a  moment  and  then  her  head  would  sud¬ 
denly  drop  downward  again  and  hang  there  until  she  could  raise 
it.  She  looked  like  a  young  mother  weeping  over  the  body  of  her 
child. 

She  was  standing  across  the  street  within  reach  of  one  of  the 
whiteway  poles.  She  could  have  leaned  against  the  pole  or  else 
found  a  place  to  sit  down.  I  don’t  know  why  she  did  neither.  I 
don’t  suppose  she  knew  herself. 

I  was  standing  on  the  shady  side  of  the  street  waiting  for  some¬ 
thing.  I  didn’t  know  what  I  was  waiting  for.  It  wasn’t  impor- 

i  Copyright,  1931,  by  Charles  Scribner’s  Sons.  From  “American 
Earth”  by  Erskine  Caldwell.  By  permission  of  Charles  Scribner  s  Sons. 
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tant,  anyway.  I  didn’t  have  anything  to  do,  and  I  wasn’t  going 
anywhere.  I  was  just  standing  there  when  I  looked  across  the 
street  and  saw  her  with  the  folded  paper  in  her  hands.  There 
were  hundreds  of  other  people  in  the  street,  all  of  them  hurrying 
somewhere.  She  and  I  were  the  only  ones  standing  still. 

It  was  between  one  and  two  o’clock  in  the  afternoon.  Men  and 
women  were  coming  out  of  the  restaurants  on  both  sides  of  the 
street,  hurrying  back  to  work.  I  had  a  quarter  in  my  pocket  but 
I  had  not  eaten  any  lunch.  I  was  hungry  but  I  was  saving  it.  I 
wanted  to  get  up  to  Richmond,  where  I  was  sure  I  could  find  a 
job.  Things  were  quiet  in  New  Orleans,  and  I  had  tried  Atlanta. 
Now  I  wanted  to  get  up  to  Richmond.  It  was  July,  and  there 
were  not  many  jobs  anywhere.  I  had  always  been  lucky  in  Rich¬ 
mond,  though. 

The  girl  on  the  other  side  of  the  street  turned  the  paper  over 
and  read  down  another  column  of  the  close  print.  There  were 
several  office-buildings  and  a  few  banks  on  the  street.  Every¬ 
where  else  were  retail  stores  of  some  kind.  Most  of  them  had 
displays  of  women’s  wear  in  the  windows.  It  was  hard  for  a  man 
to  find  a  job,  and  not  much  easier  for  a  woman.  Especially  a 
girl,  unless  she  was  wearing  the  right  kind  of  clothes. 

The  girl  put  the  newspaper  under  her  arm  and  started  across 
the  street.  I  was  standing  a  few  steps  from  the  corner.  She 
came  across,  holding  the  paper  tightly  under  her  arm  and  look¬ 
ing  down  at  the  pavement  all  the  time.  When  she  reached  the 
curb,  she  came  down  the  street  in  my  direction.  She  still  did  not 
look  up.  She  held  her  head  down  all  the  time  as  if  she  were 
looking  at  her  slippers. 

The  pavement  was  hot.  It  was  July. 

She  walked  past  me,  behind.  I  could  hear  the  gritty  sand  and 
dust  grind  under  her  shoes.  It  made  a  sound  like  the  sandpaper¬ 
ing  of  an  iron  pipe.  Then  suddenly  the  sound  stopped.  I  looked 
around  and  saw  her  standing  almost  beside  me.  She  was  so  close 
I  could  have  touched  her  with  my  hand.  Her  face  was  pale  and 
her  lips  were  whiter  than  her  forehead.  When  she  looked  up  at 
me  she  did  not  raise  her  head,  only  her  eyes  saw  me.  Her  eyes 
were  damp.  They  were  very  blue.  She  did  not  want  me  to  know 
that  she  had  been  crying. 

I  turned  all  the  way  around  and  looked  at  her.  I  did  not  know 
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what  to  do.  Until  she  spoke  to  me  she  held  her  mouth  tight 
against  her  teeth,  but  she  could  not  stop  her  lips  from  quivering. 

“Can  you  tell  me  where  No.  67  Forsythe  Street  is?”  she  asked 
me. 

I  looked  down  at  her.  Her  hands  were  clinched  so  tightly  I 
could  see  only  the  backs  of  her  fingers.  They  were  stained  as  if 
she  had  been  handling  freshly  printed  newspapers  all  day.  They 
were  not  dirty.  They  were  just  not  clean.  A  sort  of  blackish 
dust  had  settled  on  the  backs  of  her  hands.  Dust  is  in  the  air  of 
every  city,  and  some  people  wash  their  hands  five  or  six  times  a 
day  to  keep  them  clean.  I  don’t  know,  but  maybe  she  had  not 
had  a  chance  to  wash  her  hands  for  several  days.  Her  face  was 
not  soiled,  but  it  looked  as  if  she  had  tried  to  keep  it  clean  with 
a  dampened  handkerchief  and  a  powdered  chamois  skin. 

She  had  asked  me  where  No.  67  Forsythe  Street  was.  She  had 
said,  “Pardon  me,”  when  she  asked  me.  I  knew  she  would  say, 
“Thank  you  very  much,”  when  I  told  her  where  the  address  was. 

I  had  to  swallow  hard  before  I  could  say  anything  at  all.  I 
knew  where  the  number  was.  It  was  an  employment  agency.  I 
had  been  there  myself  two  or  three  times  a  day  all  that  week. 
But  there  were  no  jobs  there  for  anybody.  It  was  July.  I  could 
look  across  the  street  and  see  the  number  in  large  gilt  numerals 
on  the  door.  The  door  was  being  constantly  opened  and  closed 
by  people  going  in  and  coming  out  again. 

“What?”  I  asked  her.  It  didn’t  sound  like  that,  though,  when 
I  said  it.  When  you  talk  to  a  girl  who  is  very  beautiful,  you  say 
things  differently. 

I  knew  what  she  said  but  I  could  not  remember  hearing  her 
say  it.  I  had  been  looking  at  her  so  long  I  forgot  the  question 
she  asked. 

She  opened  her  pocketbook  and  put  her  hand  inside,  feeling  for 
the  envelope  on  which  she  had  written  the  address.  Her  eyes  were 
staring  at  me  with  the  same  far-away  vagueness  they  had  when 
I  saw  her  for  the  first  time  on  the  other  side  of  the  street.  She 
searched  for  the  envelope  without  once  looking  at  what  she  was 
doing.  It  had  fallen  to  the  pavement  the  moment  she  unclasped 

the  pocketbook.  ? 

I  picked  up  the  letter.  It  was  addressed  to  Dorothy — I  couldn  t 
read  the  last  name.  It  had  been  sent  in  care  of  general  delivery 
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at  the  main  post-office  from  some  little  town  down  near  the  Flor¬ 
ida  border.  It  might  have  been  from  her  mother  or  sister.  It 
was  a  woman’s  handwriting.  She  jerked  it  from  me  before  I 
could  hand  it  to  her.  There  was  something  in  the  way  she  reached 
for  it  that  made  me  wonder  about  it.  Maybe  her  father  had  died 
and  she  was  trying  to  find  a  job  so  she  could  support  her  mother 
— I  don’t  know.  Things  like  that  happen  all  the  time.  Or  all 
of  her  family  could  have  been  killed  in  an  accident  and  she  had 
to  leave  home  to  make  a  living — things  like  that  happen  every¬ 
where. 

People  were  turning  around  to  look  at  us.  They  walked  past  us 
and  then  turned  around  and  stared.  Peachtree  Street  was  only 
around  the  corner  from  where  we  stood.  It  was  a  fashionable 
section. 

I  don’t  know  what  made  me  say  what  I  did.  I  knew  where 
No.  67  Forsythe  Street  was.  I  had  been  there  myself  only  half 
an  hour  before.  It  was  an  employment  agency.  They  said  come 
in  again  to-morrow  morning.  They  told  everybody  the  same 
thing — both  men  and  women.  It  was  the  dull  season.  It  was 
July. 

I  said,  No.  67  is  about  three  blocks  down  the  street,  on  the 
other  side  of  the  viaduct.”  I  pointed  down  there,  my  arm  over 
her  head.  She  was  very  small  beside  me. 

She  looked  down  the  street  to  the  other  side  of  the  viaduct. 
There  were  half  a  dozen  cheap  hotels  down  there.  They  were 
the  cheapest  kind.  Everybody  has  seen  them.  A  lot  of  us  know 
what  they  are  like  inside.  There  are  some  in  every  city.  They 
charge  seventy-five  cents  and  up.  ...  I  thought  I  was  doing 
right.  There  was  no  money  in  her  pocketbook.  Not  a  cent  I 
saw  everything  she  had  in  it.  I  had  a  quarter,  and  I  would  have 
to  go  all  the  way  to  Richmond  before  I  found  a  job  There 
were  no  jobs  across  the  street  at  No.  67.  It  was  the  dull  season. 
Everybody  was  out  of  town  for  the  summer.  There  were  no  jobs 
m  July.  And  she  was  hungry.  She  had  been  trying  to  sleep  in 

railroad-stations  at  night,  too - On  the  other  side  of  the  via- 

duct  there  were  at  least  seven  or  eight  hotels.  The  cheap  kind. 
I  had  seen  women  in  them,  running  down  the  corridors  in  ki¬ 
monos  after  midnight.  They  always  had  some  money,  enough 
to  buy  something  to  eat  when  they  were  hungry.  I  know  what 
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it  is  to  be  hungry.  A  man  can  stand  it  for  a  while — a  week,  ten 
days,  two  weeks — but  a  woman — if  you  have  ever  seen  the  body 
of  a  starving  woman  you’ll  know  why  I  thought  I  was  doing 
right. 

She  had  not  moved. 

“It’s  about  three  blocks  down  the  street,  on  the  other  side  of 
the  viaduct,”  I  told  her  again.  She  knew  what  I  said  the  first 
time. 

She  did  not  move. 

She  was  standing  there,  looking  at  the  dirty  red  brick  buildings. 
She  knew  the  kind  they  were.  Some  of  them  had  signs  that  could 
be  read  across  the  viaduct.  Hotel — 75c  &  $1.  She  was  reading 
the  signs.  My  hand  was  in  my  pocket  holding  the  quarter  be¬ 
tween  the  fingers.  I  don’t  know  what  she  could  have  done  with 
the  money.  I  was  ashamed  to  give  it  to  her — it  was  only  a 
quarter. 

“All  right,”  she  said. 

It  was  as  if  she  was  making  up  her  mind  about  something  of 
great  importance,  like  a  decision  of  life  and  death.  It  was  as  if 
she  had  said,  “All  right,  I’ll  go.”  She  was  not  thanking  me  for 
telling  her  where  she  could  find  the  number.  She  knew  No.  67 
was  on  this  side  of  the  viaduct. 

“All  right,”  she  said. 

She  turned  and  walked  down  the  street  toward  the  dirty  red 
brick  hotels.  The  heels  of  her  slippers  had  worn  sideways.  She 
tried  to  stand  erectly  on  her  feet  and  she  had  to  walk  stiffly  so 
her  ankles  would  not  turn.  If  her  legs  had  relaxed  for  a  second 
she  would  have  sprained  her  ankles. 

She  did  not  look  back  at  me.  Her  blue  flannel  skirt  was  wrin¬ 
kled  far  out  of  shape.  It  looked  as  if  she  had  slept  in  it  for 
several  nights,  maybe  a  week.  It  was  covered  with  specks  of  dust 
and  lint.  Her  white  silk  waist  was  creased  and  discolored.  The 
dust  had  lodged  in  the  folds  and  the  creases  made  horizontal 
smudges  across  her  shoulders.  Her  hat  looked  as  if  it  had  been 
in  a  hard  rain  for  several  hours  and  then  dried  on  a  sharp  peg 
of  some  kind.  There  was  a  peak  in  the  crown  that  drew  the 
whole  hat  out  of  shape. 

I  couldn’t  stand  there  any  longer.  She  had  gone  almost  a  block 
toward  the  dirty  red  brick  buildings.  I  crossed  over  and  ran 
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down  an  alley  toward  Alabama  Street.  At  the  end  of  the  alley  I 
found  a  drain  sewer.  I  dropped  the  quarter  in  it.  I  didn’t  want 
the  money  in  my  pocket. 

I  went  to  a  garage  on  Alabama  Street.  A  mechanic  had  told 
me  there  was  a  good  chance  of  getting  a  ride  to  Richmond  if  I 
would  stay  there  long  enough  and  wait  until  a  car  came  along  that 
was  going  through. 

When  I  got  to  the  garage,  there  was  a  car  inside  being  greased. 
The  man  in  the  garage  nodded  at  me  and  pointed  toward  the 
automobile.  It  was  a  big  car.  I  knew  it  wouldn’t  take  long  to 
make  the  trip  in  a  car  like  that.  I  asked  the  man  who  was  driv¬ 
ing  it  if  he  would  take  me  to  Richmond  with  him.  He  asked  the 
man  in  the  garage  about  me.  They  talked  awhile  in  the  office 
and  then  he  came  out  and  said  he  would  take  me  up  with  him. 
He  was  leaving  right  away. 

We  drove  up  to  Richmond.  I  started  out  to  find  a  job  some¬ 
where.  There’s  a  wholesale  district  under  the  elevated  railway- 
tracks  between  the  State  Capitol  and  the  river.  I  had  been  there 
before. 

But  there  was  something  the  matter  with  me.  I  didn’t  have 
the  patience  to  look  up  a  job.  I  was  nervous.  I  had  to  keep 
moving  all  the  time.  I  couldn’t  stand  still. 

A  few  days  later  I  was  in  Baltimore.  I  applied  for  a  job  in  an 
employment  agency..  They  had  plenty  of  jobs  but  they  took 
their  time  about  giving  them  out.  They  wanted  you  to  wait  a 
week  or  two  to  see  if  you  would  stick.  Most  everybody  went  on 
to  Philadelphia.  That’s  the  way  it  is  in  summer.  Everybody 
goes  up.  When  the  weather  begins  to  get  cold  they  come  down 
again,  stopping  in  Baltimore  until  the  weather  catches  up  and 
then  they  move  to  the  next  city.  Everybody  ends  up  in  New 
Orleans. 

I  couldn  t  stay.  I  couldn’t  stand  still.  I  went  on  up  to  Phila¬ 
delphia  like  everybody  else.  From  Philadelphia  you  move  up  into 
Jersey.  But  I  didn’t.  I  stayed  in  Philadelphia. 

Then  one  day  I  was  standing  on  Market  Street,  near  the  city 
hall,  watching  a  new  skyscraper  go  up.  I  saw  a  woman  on  the 
other  side  of  the  street  who  looked  like  the  girl  I  had  seen  in 

Atlanta.  She  was  not  the  same  one,  of  course.  But  there  was  a 
resemblance. 
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I  could  not  think  about  anything  else.  I  stood  there  all  the 
afternoon  thinking  about  the  girl  in  Atlanta  and  wondering  what 
I  could  do.  I  knew  I  had  to  figure  out  some  way  to  get  to  Atlanta 
and  find  her.  I  had  sent  her  down  Forsythe  Street,  across  the 
viaduct.  She  knew  where  she  was  going,  but  she  would  not  have 
gone  if  it  had  not  been  for  me.  I  sent  her  down  there.  .  .  .  God, 
if  I  had  only  pointed  across  the  street  to  No.  67!  She  knew 
where  it  was.  She  had  been  standing  in  front  of  it  when  I  first 
saw  her  with  the  newspaper  folded  back  at  the  want  ads.  But 
she  knew  it  would  have  been  useless  to  go  inside.  They  would 
have  told  her  to  come  in  again  the  next  morning.  That’s  what 
they  told  everybody.  Maybe  she  thought  I  would  give  her  some 
money.  I  don’t  know  what  she  thought,  to  tell  the  truth.  But 
she  was  up  against  it,  just  as  I  was.  She  was  too  proud  to  ask 
for  money  to  buy  something  to  eat,  and  yet  she  thought  I  might 
give  her  some.  I  had  a  quarter,  but  I  was  ashamed  to  offer  it 
to  her  after  I  sent  her  down  the  street  toward  those  hotels.  She 
had  tried  to  find  a  job  somewhere  so  she  could  have  something  to 
eat  and  a  place  to  sleep.  She  knew  there  was  always  one  way. 
She  knew  about  Forsythe  Street  on  the  other  side  of  the  viaduct. 
Somebody  had  told  her  about  it.  A  woman  in  one  of  the  rail¬ 
road-stations,  perhaps.  Somebody  told  her,  because  she  knew  all 
about  it. 

I  didn’t  send  her  there,  she  would  have  gone  anyway.  .  .  . 
That’s  what  I  think  sometimes — but  it’s  a  lie!  I  told  her  to  go 
down  the  street  and  cross  the  viaduct. 


THE  YOUNG  PRIEST1 

By  MORLEY  CALLAGHAN 
(From  The  New  Yorker') 

FATHER  VINCENT  SULLIVAN  was  only  one  of  three  cu¬ 
rates  at  the  Cathedral  but  he  had  been  there  long  enough  to 
understand  that  some  men  and  women  of  the  parish  deserved  to 
be  cultivated  more  intimately  than  others.  He  had  some  social 
talent,  too.  At  the  seminary,  four  years  ago,  he  had  been  lazy, 
good-natured,  and  very  fond  of  telling  long  funny  stories,  and 
then  laughing  easily  showing  his  white  teeth.  He  had  full  red 
lips  and  straight  black  hair.  But  as  soon  as  he  was  ordained  he 
became  solemn,  yet  energetic.  He  never  told  stories.  He  tried 
to  believe  that  he  had  some  of  the  sanctity  that  a  young  priest 
ought  to  have.  At  his  first  mass,  in  the  ordination  sermon  an  old 
priest  had  shouted  eloquently  that  a  very  young  priest  was 
greater  and  holier  and  more  worthy  of  respect  than  any  one  else 
on  earth.  Father  Vincent  Sullivan,  hearing  this,  couldn’t  believe 
it  entirely,  but  it  gave  him  courage  even  if  it  did  make  him  more 
solemn  and  serious. 

But  he  still  had  his  red  lips  and  his  black  hair  and  his  clear 
skin  and  a  charming  lazy  drawling  voice,  which  was  very  pleas¬ 
ant  when  he  was  actually  trying  to  interest  some  one.  Since  he 
had  so  much  zeal  and  could  be  so  charming  he  was  a  good  man 
to  send  calling  upon  the  men  and  women  of  the  parish,  seeking 
donations  for  various  parish  activities.  The  really  important  peo¬ 
ple  in  the  congregation  like  Mrs.  Gibbons,  whom  he  bowed  to 
every  Sunday  after  eleven-o’clock  mass,  he  hardly  ever  met  so¬ 
cially;  they  were  visited  usually  by  the  pastor,  who  sometimes 
even  had  a  Sunday  dinner  with  them  or  a  game  of  cards  in  the 
evening. 

Father  Sullivan  had  a  sincere  admiration  for  Mrs.  Gibbons. 

1  Copyright,  1930,  by  The  F.-R.  Pub.  Corp. 
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Her  donations  were  frequent  and  generous.  She  went  regularly 
to  communion,  always  made  a  novena  to  the  little  flower,  St. 
Teresa.  And  sometimes  in  the  summer  evenings,  when  he  was 
passing  down  the  aisle  from  the  vestry  and  it  was  almost  dark 
in  the  Cathedral,  he  saw  this  good  woman  saying  a  few  prayers 
before  the  altar  of  the  Virgin.  Of  course  he  hardly  glanced  at 
her  as  he  passed  down  the  aisle,  his  face  grave  and  expressionless, 
but  he  thought  about  her  when  he  was  at  the  door  of  the  church 
and  wished  that  she  would  stop  and  talk  to  him,  if  he  stayed 
there,  when  she  passed  out.  She  was  the  kind  of  a  woman,  he 
thought,  that  all  the  priests  of  the  parish  ought  to  know  more 
intimately.  So  he  did  happen  to  be  near  the  door  when  she  passed 
and  bowed  gravely,  but  she  went  by  him  and  down  to  the  street 
hardly  more  than  nodding.  She  was  a  large,  plump,  well-kept 
woman  walking  erectly  and  slowly  to  the  street.  Her  clothes  were 
elegant.  Her  skin  had  been  pink  and  fine.  It  was  very  satisfac¬ 
tory  to  think  that  such  a  well-groomed,  dignified,  and  competent 
woman  should  appreciate  the  necessity  of  strict  religious  practice 
in  her  daily  life.  If  he  had  been  older  and  had  wanted  to  speak 
to  her  he  could  readily  have  found  some  excuse,  but  he  was  young 
and  fully  aware  of  his  own  particular  dignity.  Honestly,  he 
would  rather  have  been  the  youngest  priest  at  the  Cathedral  at 
this  time  than  be  a  bishop  or  a  cardinal.  It  was  not  only  that  he 
always  remembered  the  words  of  the  old  priest  who  had  preached 
his  ordination  sermon,  but  he  realized  that  he  sometimes  trem¬ 
bled  with  delight  at  his  constant  opportunity  to  walk  upon  the 
altar,  and  when  hearing  confessions  he  was  scrupulous,  intensely 
interested,  and  never  bored  by  even  the  most  tiresome  old  woman 
with  idiotic  notions  of  small  sins.  It  exalted  him  further,  even 
if  it  also  made  him  a  little  sad,  to  see  that  older  priests  were 
more  mechanical  about  their  duties,  and  when  he  once  mentioned 
it  to  Father  Jimmerson,  the  oldest  priest  at  the  Cathedral,  the 
old  man  had  smiled  and  sighed  and  said  it  was  the  inevitable  lot 
of  them  all,  and  that  the  most  beautiful  days  of  his  life  had  been 
when  he  was  young  and  had  known  the  ecstasy  of  being  hesitant, 
timid,  and  full  of  zeal.  Of  course,  he  added,  older  priests  were 
just  as  confident  in  their  faith,  and  just  as  determined  to  be  good, 
but  they  could  not  have  the  eagerness  of  the  very  young  men. 

One  evening  at  about  nine  o’clock  when  Father  Sullivan  was 
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sitting  in  the  library  reading  a  magazine,  the  housekeeper  came 
into  the  room  and  said  that  some  one,  phoning  from  Mrs.  Gib¬ 
bons’  house,  wanted  to  speak  to  a  priest. 

“Was  any  priest  in  particular  asked  for?”  Father  Sullivan 
said. 

“No.  The  woman — I  don’t  know  who  she  was — simply  said 
she  wanted  to  speak  to  a  priest.” 

“Then  I’ll  speak  to  her,  of  course,”  Father  Sullivan  said,  put¬ 
ting  aside  his  magazine  and  walking  to  the  telephone.  He  was 
delighted  at  the  opportunity  of  having  a  conversation  with  Mrs. 
Gibbons.  He  picked  up  the  receiver  and  said,  “Hello.” 

A  woman’s  voice,  brusque,  practical,  said,  “Who’s  that?” 

“Father  Sullivan,”  he  said  encouragingly. 

“Well,  I’m  Mrs.  Gibbons’  sister-in-law,  and  I’m  at  her  house 
now.  Things  have  come  to  a  pretty  pass  around  here.  If  you’ve 
got  any  influence,  you  ought  to  use  it.  Just  at  present  Mrs.  Gib¬ 
bons  is  broken  up  thinking  she’s  going  to  die  and  she’s  been  howl¬ 
ing  for  a  priest.  There’s  really  nothing  wrong  with  her,  but  if 
you’ve  got  any  influence  you  ought  to  use  it  on  her.  She’s  a  ter¬ 
rible  woman.  Come  over  and  talk  to  her.” 

“Are  you  sure?”  he  said  a  bit  timidly. 

“Sure  of  what?” 

“Sure  that  you’re  not  mistaken  about  Mrs.  Gibbons.” 

“Indeed,  I’m  not.  Are  you  coming?” 

“Oh,  yes,  at  once,”  he  said. 

He  put  on  his  hat  and  mechanically  looked  at  himself  in  the 
hall  mirror.  Then  he  glanced  at  his  hands,  which  were  perfectly 
manicured  and  clean.  His  collar  was  spotless.  The  blood  showed 
through  his  clear  skin  and  his  lips  were  very  red. 

As  he  walked  along  the  street  he  was  a  little  nervous  because 
the  woman  had  sounded  so  abrupt,  and  he  was  wondering  uneasily 
if  Mrs.  Gibbons  really  was  a  terrible  woman.  There  had  been 
some  rumors  of  a  certain  laxity  in  her  life  since  her  husband  had 
either  disappeared  or  deliberately  gone  away  some  time  ago,  but 
the  parish  pastor  had  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  spoken  of  scan¬ 
dalmongers.  Insinuations  against  the  good  name  of  Mrs.  Gib¬ 
bons,  who,  they  knew,  was  one  of  the  finest  women  of  the  parish, 
were  in  a  measure  an  insinuation  against  the  Church.  Father 
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Sullivan  had  decided  some  time  ago  that  Mrs.  Gibbons  was  really 
a  splendid  woman  and  a  credit  to  any  community. 

It  was  a  short  walk  from  the  Cathedral  to  Mrs.  Gibbons’  home, 
a  big  old  house.  A  light  was  in  the  hall.  A  light  was  in  the  front 
room  upstairs.  Father  Sullivan  paused  a  moment  at  the  street 
light,  looking  up  at  the  house,  and  then  walked  quickly  up  to  the 
door,  feeling  clean,  aloof,  dignified,  and  impressive,  and  at  the 
same  time  vaguely  eager. 

He  rang  the  bell.  The  door  was  opened  wide  by  a  woman, 
slim,  brightly  dressed,  florid-faced,  and  with  her  hair  dyed  red, 
who  stepped  back  and  looked  at  him  critically. 

“I’m  Father  Sullivan,”  he  said  apologetically  but  seriously. 

“Oh,  yes,  I  see.” 

“I  believe  Mrs.  Gibbons  wanted  to  see  me.” 

“Well,  I  don’t  know  whether  she  knows  you  or  not,”  the  woman 
added  a  bit  doubtfully.  “I’m  her  sister-in-law.  I’m  the  one  that 
phoned  you.” 

“I’ll  see  her,”  he  said  with  a  kind  of  grave  finality  as  he  stepped 
into  the  house.  He  felt  cool,  dignified,  and  important. 

“I  mean  that  I  was  going  to  talk  to  you  first,”  the  red-headed 
woman  said.  “She’s  a  tartar,  you  know — only  it  just  happens 
that  she  feels  broken  up  now  about  something,  and  it’s  time  for 
some  one  to  give  her  a  talking  to.” 

“I’ll  talk  to  her,”  he  said.  Really  he  didn’t  know  what  he  was 
expected  to  say. 

The  slim  woman  walked  ahead  upstairs  and  Father  Sullivan 
followed.  The  door  of  the  front  room  was  open  and  the  slim 
woman  stood  looking  into  the  room.  The  light  shone  on  her  red 
hair.  Father  Sullivan  was  close  behind  and  followed  her  into  the 
room.  Mrs.  Gibbons  was  lying  on  a  divan,  a  brown  kimono 
thrown  loosely  around  her.  One  of  her  plump  arms  was  revealed 
as  she  held  her  head  up,  resting  on  her  elbow.  Her  plump  body 
was  hardly  concealed  under  the  kimono.  She  looked  depressed 
and  unhappy  as  though  she  had  been  crying.  When  she  saw 
Father  Sullivan  she  didn’t  even  open  her  mouth,  just  shrugged 
her  shoulders  and  held  the  same  dejected  expression.  The  red¬ 
headed  slim  woman  stared  at  her  alertly  and  then  glanced  at 
Father  Sullivan,  who  was  bending  forward  trying  to  attract  Mrs. 
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Gibbons’  attention  while  he  got  ready  to  speak  in  his  slow,  drawl¬ 
ing,  and  pleasing  voice.  But  then  he  noticed  a  beer  bottle  on  the 
table  close  to  the  divan.  Mrs.  Gibbons  was  now  looking  at  him 
curiously,  and  then  she  smiled  slowly.  “Can’t  ask  you  to  have 
a  drink,  Father,”  she  said.  She  was  obviously  thinking  what  a 
nice  young  fellow  he  was.  Then  she  started  to  laugh  a  little, 
her  whole  body  shaking. 

“I  thought  you  wanted  to  talk  to  him,  Jessie,”  the  other  woman 
said. 

“Oh,  I  don’t  think  I  do.” 

“But  you  said  you  wanted  to.” 

“Oh,  Father  won’t  mind;  will  you,  Father?” 

“Go  on,  talk  to  her,  Father,”  the  red-headed  woman  said  im¬ 
patiently.  “I’ve  had  a  row  with  her  and  I’ve  been  trying  to  tell 
her  what  a  trollop  she  is.  She’s  low,  if  any  one  ever  was.  Now 
tell  it  to  her.” 

If  Mrs.  Gibbons  had  started  talking  to  him  Father  Sullivan 
might  not  have  been  embarrassed,  but  as  he  looked  at  her,  wait¬ 
ing,  and  saw  her  stretched  out  so  sloppily  and  noticed  again  the 
beer  bottle  on  the  table,  he  felt  he  was  going  to  hear  something 
that  would  disgrace  her  and  the  parish  forever.  She  kept  on  look¬ 
ing  at  him,  her  underlip  hanging  a  little,  her  eyes  old  and  wise. 
The  red-headed  woman  was  standing  there,  one  hand  on  her  hip, 
her  mouth  drooping  cynically  at  the  corners.  They  were  both 
waiting  for  him  to  say  something.  In  the  darkness  of  the  con¬ 
fessional  it  would  have  been  different,  but  now  Father  Sullivan 
felt  his  face  flushing,  for  he  couldn’t  help  thinking  of  Mrs.  Gib¬ 
bons  as  one  of  the  finest  women  of  the  parish,  and  there  she  was 
stretched  out  like  a  loose  old  woman.  He  tried  to  hold  his  full, 
red,  lower  lip  with  his  white  teeth.  He  felt  humiliated  and 
ashamed  and  they  were  both  watching  him.  His  nervous  embar¬ 
rassment  began  to  hurt  and  bewilder  him. 

“If  I  can  be  of  any  assistance—”  he  muttered,  feeling  almost 
ready  to  cry. 

They  didn’t  speak  to  him,  just  kept  on  looking  at  him  steadily 
and  he  had  a  sudden  nervous  feeling  that  the  red-headed  woman 
might  go  out  and  leave  him  alone  with  Mrs.  Gibbons. 

Some  words  did  actually  come  into  his  head,  but  Mrs.  Gibbons, 
sitting  up  suddenly,  stared  at  him  and  said  flatly:  “Oh,  he’s  too’ 
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young.  How  do  you  expect  me  to  talk  to  him?”  Then  she  lay 
down  again  and  looked  away  into  the  corner  of  the  room. 

The  sister-in-law  took  hold  of  Father  Sullivan  firmly  by  the 
arm  and  led  him  out  to  the  hall.  “She’s  right  about  that,”  she 
said.  “I  thought  so  from  the  start.” 

“There  are  some  things  that  are  hard  to  talk  about,  I  know,” 
he  said,  flustered  and  ashamed.  “If  in  her  life  ...  I  mean  I 
have  the  greatest  faith  in  Mrs.  Gibbons,”  he  said  desperately. 
“Please  let  me  go  back  and  talk  to  her.” 

“No.  I  sized  up  the  situation  and  know  that  once  she  got  talk¬ 
ing  to  you  she’d  pull  the  wool  over  your  eyes.” 

“I  was  just  about  to  say  to  her — ”  Father  Sullivan  said,  follow¬ 
ing  her  downstairs,  and  still  trembling  a  little.  “I  know  she’s  a 
good  woman.” 

“No,  you’re  too  young  for  such  a  job.  And  she  hasn’t  the  mor¬ 
als  of  a  tomcat.” 

“I  ought  to  be  able  to  do  something.” 

“Ch,  no,  never  mind,  thanks.  She’s  got  over  the  notion  she’s 
going  to  die.  I  could  tell  that  when  she  shrugged  her  shoulders.” 

“Put  please  explain  what  she  wanted  to  say  to  me,”  he  said. 
“I  respect  Mrs.  Gibbons,”  he  added  helplessly. 

“It’s  no  use — you’re  too  young  a  man,”  the  woman  said  ab¬ 
ruptly.  “You  wouldn’t  be  able  to  do  anything  with  her  any¬ 
way.” 

“I’m  sorry,”  he  said.  “I’m  awfully  sorry,”  he  kept  on  saying. 
She  had  hold  of  his  arm  and  was  actually  opening  the  front  door. 

“Thanks  for  coming,  anyway,”  she  said.  “We’ve  been  rowing 
all  afternoon  and  I  told  her  plenty  and  I  wanted  some  one  else 
she  respected  to  take  a  hand  in  it.” 

“I’m  very  sorry,”  he  said.  “Was  she  feeling  badly?” 

“Pretty  badly.  I  came  around  here,  as  I  do  about  once  a 
month  to  give  her  a  piece  of  my  mind,  but  she  was  all  broken 
up.  Something  got  into  her.” 

“Something  must  have  happened,  because  she’s  a  fine  woman. 
I  know  that.” 

“You  do,  eh?  Her  daughter  Margaret  has  gone  away  with 
her  young  man  Peter.  They  must  have  had  an  awful  row  here 
late  last  night.” 

“I  didn’t  know  the  daughter  very  well,”  the  priest  said. 
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“No?  Well,  it  looks  to  me  as  if  old  Jess  wanted  to  know  Peter 
too  well.  That  was  the  trouble.  When  I  came  around  here  she 
was  lying  down  half  dressed  looking  at  herself  in  a  hand  mirror. 
What’s  the  matter  with  her?  She’s  got  to  grow  old  some  time. 
Thanks,  though,  for  coming.  Good  night.” 

“Good  night.  I’m  sorry  I  couldn’t  help  her.” 

As  he  walked  down  the  street  he  had  a  feeling  that  the  woman 
might  take  him  by  the  arm  and  lead  him  down  to  the  corner. 

It  was  a  mild  warm  night.  He  was  walking  very  slowly.  The 
Cathedral  spire  stuck  up  in  the  night  sky  above  all  the  houses  in 
the  block.  He  was  still  breathing  irregularly  and  feeling  that  he 
had  been  close  to  something  immensely  ugly  and  evil  that  had 
nearly  overwhelmed  him.  He  shook  his  head  a  little  because  he 
still  wanted  to  go  on  thinking  that  Mrs.  Gibbons  was  one  of  the 
finest  women  in  the  parish,  for  his  notion  of  what  was  good  in 
the  life  in  the  parish  seemed  to  depend  upon  such  a  belief.  And 
as  he  walked  slowly  he  felt,  with  a  kind  of  desperate  clarity,  that 
really  he  had  been  always  unimportant  in  the  life  around  the 
Cathedral.  He  was  still  ashamed  and  had  no  joy  at  all  now  in 
being  a  young  priest. 


WATER  NEVER  HURT  A  MAN 1 

By  WALTER  D.  EDMONDS 
(From  Harper’s  Magazine ) 

HE  trudged  with  his  hands  tight  fists  in  his  pocket,  his  head 
bowed  to  the  wind  and  rain.  Ahead  of  him  in  the  darkness, 
so  that  he  could  hear  the  squdge  of  their  hoofs,  the  towing  team 
bowed  their  necks  against  the  collars.  He  could  not  see  them  in 
the  darkness.  When  he  lifted  his  face  the  rain  cut  at  his  eyes; 
and  when  lightning  split  the  darkness  he  shut  his  eyes  tight  and 
pulled  his  head  closer  into  his  coat  collar,  waiting  blindly  for  the 
thunder.  Once  in  a  lull  he  looked  back.  He  could  barely  make 
out  the  bow  lantern  and  the  arrows  of  gray  rain  slanting  against 
it.  Between  him  and  the  light  he  caught  glimpses  of  the  tow 
rope,  dipped  slightly  between  the  team’s  heaves,  and  the  rough¬ 
ened  water  in  the  canal.  Somewhere  back  of  the  light  his  father 
stood  by  the  rudder-sweep,  his  beard  curled  and  wet,  his  eyes 
slits,  sighting  for  the  bank.  John  wanted  to  go  back,  wanted  to 
tie-by  for  the  night,  wanted  to  be  in  the  bunk  with  his  head  bur¬ 
ied  in  the  friendly,  musty  smell  of  the  blanket,  where  the  storm 
could  not  reach  him.  He  had  gone  back  once,  but  his  father  had 
reached  for  his  belt,  saying,  “Go  on  back.  Watter  never  hurt  a 
man.  It  keeps  his  hide  from  cracking.” 

John  bad  gone  back  to  the  team.  They  did  not  need  his  guid¬ 
ance.  But  it  was  his  place  to  keep  the  rope  from  fouling  if  a 
packet  boat  coming  their  way  signalled  to  pass.  He  was  afraid 
of  his  father  at  night,  afraid  of  the  big  belt  and  strong  hands 
with  hair  on  the  fingers  over  the  knuckles.  He  caught  up  with 
the  plodding  horses  and  let  the  rain  have  its  way.  At  each  stroke 
of  lightning  his  small  back  stiffened.  It  was  his  first  year  on  the 
canal  and  he  was  afraid  of  storms  at  night.  .  (  ? 

He  had  been  proud  that  spring  when  his  father  said,  “John  s 

1  Copyright,  1930,  by  Harper  &  Brothers. 

Copyright,  1931,  by  Walter  D.  Edmonds. 
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old  enough  to  be  a  driver  boy,  he’s  coming  along  with  me  and  the 
Bacconola.”  He  had  showed  his  dollar  to  his  brothers  and  sis¬ 
ters,  first  pay  in  advance,  and  his  father  had  bought  him  a  pair 
of  cowhide  boots  from  the  cobbler  when  he  came  to  the  village. 
Later,  when  the  frost  was  out  of  the  mud,  John  would  go  bare¬ 
foot. 

He  was  proud  of  his  father.  In  Westernville,  with  other  small 
boys,  he  had  heard  the  dock  loafers  talking  about  his  father, 
George  Brace,  bully  of  the  Black  River  Canal.  In  some  strange 
way  they  had  news  of  every  fight  his  father  fought  a  day  after  it 
happened.  “George  licked  the  Amsterdam  Bully  Wednesday 
mornin’.  Lock  fifty-nine.  It  tuk  nineteen  minits  only.”  “George 
is  a  great  hand.  Them  big  ditch  bezabors  is  learning  about 
George.”  A  stranger  had  said,  “Wait  till  Buffalo  Joe  meets  up 
with  him.”  There  was  silence  then.  Buffalo  Joe  Buller,  he  was 
bully  of  the  western  end  of  the  Erie.  A  pea-souper,  a  Canadian, 
he  fought  the  Erie  bullies  down  one  by  one,  and  when  he  licked 
them  he  marked  them  with  his  boot  in  the  Canadian  style.  It 
had  a  cross  of  nails  to  mark  the  beaten  man’s  face.  “You  wait,” 
said  the  stranger. 

Little  John,  listening  then,  felt  shivers  down  his  back.  But 
now,  with  the  wind  and  rain,  and  the  lightning  tumbling  the 
clouds  apart,  he  forgot.  They  were  on  the  long  haul  westward, 
to  Buffalo,  with  plows  aboard,  full  drafted  in  Rome.  They  had 
had  to  leave  three  hundred  weight  on  the  dock. 

He  felt  his  muddy  boots  slip  in  the  towpath.  He  heard  the 
squelching  of  the  horses.  Squelch-squelch,  a  steady  rhythm  as 
they  kept  step.  Once  the  lightning  caught  his  eyes;  and  he  had 
a  clear  view  of  trees  beyond  the  canalside  meadow,  their  budded 
twigs  bent  down,  like  old  women  with  their  backs  to  the  storm, 
and  the  flat,  sharp  wall  of  a  canal  house,  sixty  yards  behind  him. 
He  had  not  even  seen  it  as  he  passed.  The  rain  was  finding  a 
channel  down  his  neck.  It  crept  farther,  bit  by  bit,  with  a  cold 
touch.  He  could  feel  his  fists  white  in  his  pockets  from  clench¬ 
ing  them.  His  legs  ached  with  the  slippery  going.  They  had  had 
supper  at  six,  tied  up  by  the  bank,  and  John  had  eaten  his  plate 
of  beans.  He  had  felt  sleepy  afterward,  barely  noticing  his  fa¬ 
ther’s  big  body  bent  over  the  dishpan.  It  was  warm  in  the  cabin, 
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with  the  little  stove  roaring  red  hot,  and  his  small  hat  hanging 
beside  his  father’s  cap  on  the  door. 

He  had  been  almost  asleep  when  his  father’s  hand  shook  him 
roughly,  then  tumbled  him  from  his  chair.  “Get  out,  John.  Them 
plows  we’ve  got  has  to  get  west  for  spring  plowing.  We’ll  pick 
up  Bob  in  Syracuse,  then  we’ll  have  a  better  chance  to  rest.  Get 
out  now,”  and  he  had  reached  for  his  belt. 

What  did  John  care  for  the  old  plows  anyway?  But  it  hadn’t 
then  begun  to  storm,  and  he  had  gone,  with  a  tired  sense  of  im¬ 
portance.  One  had  to  keep  freight  moving  on  the  old  Erie.  The 
old  Bacconola  always  made  fast  hauls.  He  had  been  proud  and 
shouted  in  a  high  voice  to  the  tired  horses  and  kicked  one  with 
his  new  boots. 

But  now  he  did  not  care  about  the  plows.  He  wished  the  crazy 
old  Bacconola  would  spring  a  leak  in  her  flat  bottom,  so  they 
would  have  to  stop  till  the  hurry-up  boat  came  along  and  patched 
her  up.  He  thought  of  her  now,  bitterly,  with  her  scabs  of  orange 
paint.  “Crummy  old  blister,”  he  called  her  to  himself  and  made 
names  to  himself,  which  he  said  aloud  to  the  horses  in  a  shrill 
voice.  He  was  only  twelve,  with  all  the  bitterness  of  twelve,  and 
the  world  was  a  hateful  thing. 

“God  damned  old  crummy  bitch  of  a  tub  ...”  But  the  light¬ 
ning  caught  him,  and  his  throat  tightened  and  he  wanted  to  cry 
out  under  the  thunder. 

A  water  rat  went  off  the  towpath  with  a  splash,  and  a  frog 
squeaked. 

He  glanced  up  to  see  a  team  on  the  opposite  towpath  heading 
east.  “Hey,  there!”  yelled  the  driver  in  a  hoarse  voice;  but  John 
was  too  tired  to  answer.  He  liked  to  yell  back  in  the  daytime 
and  crack  his  whip.  But  he  had  dropped  his  whip  a  while  back. 
He  would  get  a  licking  for  that  in  the  morning.  But  he  didn’t 
care.  To  hell  with  the  whip  and  the  driver  and  Pa. 

“Hey,  there!”  shouted  the  other  driver,  a  voice  in  the  rain. 
“All  right,  all  right,  you  dirty  pup.  Eat  rain,  if  you  want  to  and 
go  drownd.”  The  rain  took  the  voice,  and  the  boat  came  by, 
silently,  noiseless  as  oil,  with  its  bow  light  a  yellow  touch  against 
the  rain.  The  steersman  gave  a  toot  upon  the  horn,  but  the 
sound  bubbled  through  the  water  in  it,  and  the  steersman  swore. 

They  were  still  on  the  long  level,  alone  once  more.  It  must  be 
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midnight.  If  only  the  lock  would  show.  In  Syracuse  Bob  would 
come.  He  took  turns  driving  and  steering  and  cooking — a  little 
man  with  a  bent  shoulder  who  had  dizzy  spells  once  in  a  while. 

At  the  lock  John  could  sit  down  and  rest  and  listen  to  the 
tender  snarling  at  his  sluices  while  the  boat  went  down,  and  heav¬ 
ing  at  his  gate  beam,  while  John’s  father  heaved  against  the  other. 
He  was  crazy,  the  lock-keeper  was;  all  lock-keepers  were  crazy. 
John’s  father  always  said  so.  John  had  seen  a  lot  of  them  in 
their  week  of  hauling,  but  he  did  not  see  why  they  were  crazy. 
They  looked  no  different  even  if  they  were.  He  hoped  the  lock- 
keeper  would  be  asleep,  so  it  would  take  a  while  to  wake  him. 

Squelch,  squelch-squelch,  squelch.  The  horses  kept  plodding. 
Suddenly  John  caught  a  break  in  the  rhythm.  One  foot  sounded 
light.  He  pushed  his  way  up  beside  them  against  the  wind  and 
laid  a  wet  hand  against  a  side.  He  could  not  see,  but  the  side 
felt  hot  and  wet,  and  he  got  a  smell  of  sweat.  Yes,  he  could  feel 
the  off  horse  limping.  Hope  filled  him.  He  waited  till  the  boat 
came  up  where  he  was,  a  small  figure,  shrunk  with  cold.  The 
boat’s  bow,  round  and  sullen,  slipped  along,  the  bow  light  hang¬ 
ing  over  and  showing  an  old  mullein  stalk  in  silhouette  against  the 
water. 

“Pa!” 

His  voice  was  thin  against  the  wind. 

He  saw  his  father’s  figure,  rain  dripping  from  the  visor  of  his 
cap,  straight  and  big,  almighty  almost,  breast  to  the  wind. 

“Pa!” 

The  head  turned. 

“Hey,  there!  What  you  doin’?  Get  on  back!  Or  I’ll  soap 
you  proper.” 

“Pa!  Prince  has  got  a  limp  in  his  front  foot.  Pa!” 

The  voice  turned  hoarse  with  passion.  “Get  on  back,  you  little 
pup.  Fifty-nine’s  just  round  the  next  bend.  Take  your  whip 
and  tar  him.  Or  I’ll  tar  you  proper.” 

John  sobbed  aloud.  For  a  bare  moment  he  thought  of  staying 
still  and  letting  the  boat  pass  on.  He  would  run  away  and  join 
the  railroad.  He  would  get  run  over  by  an  engine  there,  just 
when  things  went  well,  and  they  would  be  sorry.  He  started  to 
draw  himself  a  picture  of  his  body  coming  home  in  a  black  box, 
and  his  mother  crying,  and  his  father  looking  ashamed  and  sorry, 
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and  then  the  lightning  made  a  blue  flare  and  he  saw  the  straight 
figure  of  his  father  ahead,  on  the  Bacconola,  which  seemed  struck 
still,  a  pill-box  in  the  flat  country,  and  he  was  afraid  and  went 
running  desperately,  hoping  he  could  get  back  to  the  team  be¬ 
fore  he  was  missed. 

He  caught  the  horses  on  the  bend  and,  lifting  his  face  to  the 
storm,  saw  the  lock  lanterns  dimly  ahead.  And  even  then  his 
ears  caught,  coming  up  behind  him,  the  harsh  blast  of  a  tin  horn. 

He  looked  back  and  saw  a  light,  two  rope  lengths  behind  the 
Bacconola.  Even  while  he  watched  over  his  shoulder,  he  saw  that 
it  was  creeping  up. 

“John!”  His  father’s  voice  beat  down  the  sound  of  rain. 
“Lay  into  them  brutes  and  beat  into  the  lock!” 

He  could  imagine  his  father  glaring  back.  If  only  he  had  not 
dropped  his  whip.  He  would  have  liked  to  ask  his  father  for  the 
big  bull  whip  that  cracked  like  forty  guns,  but  he  knew  what 
would  happen  if  he  did.  He  shrieked  at  the  horses  and  fumbled 
for  a  stone  to  throw.  But  they  had  heard  and  recognized  the 
note  in  his  father’s  voice,  and  they  were  bending  earnestly  against 
the  collars.  A  sudden  excitement  filled  John  as  his  father’s  horn 
rang  out  for  the  lock.  The  wind  took  the  sound  and  carried  it 
back,  and  the  other  boat’s  horn  sounded  a  double  toot  for  pass¬ 
ing.  John  yelled  shrilly.  The  horses  seemed  to  stand  still,  and 
there  was  an  odd  effect  in  the  rain  of  the  canal  sliding  under 
them  inch  by  inch  laboriously,  as  if  with  his  own  feet  he  turned 
the  world  backward. 

Minutes  crept  at  them  out  of  the  rain,  and  the  lights  of  the 
lock  did  not  seem  to  stir.  Then  John  heard  the  squelching  of 
the  team  behind  his  back.  Little  by  little  they  were  coming  up, 
past  the  Bacconola,  until  he  could  hear  them  panting  through  the 
rain,  and  saw  them  close  behind,  behind  dim  puffs  of  steamy 
breath.  He  watched  them  frantically.  Then  the  lightning  came 
once  more,  a  triple  bolt,  and  the  thunder  shook  him,  and  when  he 
opened  his  eyes  once  more,  he  saw  the  lock  lanterns  a  hundred 

yards  ahead.  # 

At  that  instant  the  driver  of  the  boat  behind  yelled,  “Haw! 
and  the  following  team  swung  across  his  towrope,  and  they  were 
snarled. 

The  horses  stopped  of  themselves,  shuddering.  They  were  old 


100 


WATER  NEVER  HURT  A  MAN 


hands,  and  knew  enough  not  to  move,  for  fear  of  being  thrown 
from  the  towpath.  The  boats  came  drifting  on,  placidly  as  water¬ 
logged  sticks.  The  light  of  the  following  boat  showed  a  dark  bow 
coming  up.  John  heard  his  father  roaring  oaths,  and  saw  by  the 
bow  light  of  the  other  boat,  a  tall,  clean-shaven  man  as  big  as 
his  father  crouched  to  jump  ashore.  Then  both  boats  came  in 
by  the  towpath,  and  both  men  jumped.  They  made  no  sound  ex¬ 
cept  for  the  thump  of  their  shoes,  but  John  saw  them  dim  against 
the  lantern  light,  their  fists  coming  at  each  other  in  slow,  heavy 
swings. 

The  strange  team  was  panting  close  beside  him,  and  he  did  not 
hear  the  blows  landing.  There  was  a  pushing  upward  in  his  chest, 
which  hurt,  and  his  fists  made  small  balls  in  the  pockets  of  his 
trousers.  The  other  boater  and  his  father  were  standing  breast  to 
breast,  their  faces  still,  cut,  stonelike  things  in  the  yellow  light, 
and  the  rain  walling  them  in.  He  saw  his  father  lift  his  hand, 
and  the  other  man  slip,  and  he  would  have  yelled,  for  all  his  cold, 
if  the  lightning  had  not  come  again,  so  blue  that  his  eyes  smarted. 
He  doubled  up,  hiding  his  face,  and  wept.  .  .  . 

A  hand  caught  him  by  the  shoulder. 

“A  little  puny  girly  boy,”  said  a  voice.  “I  wouldn’t  lick  you 
proper!  Not  a  little  girly  baby  like  you.  But  I’ll  spank  you 
just  to  learn  you  to  let  us  come  by!” 

John  opened  his  eyes  to  see  a  boy,  about  his  own  height  but 
broader  built,  squinting  at  him  through  the  rain. 

“Take  off  your  pants,  dearie,”  said  the  boy  in  a  mock  voice, 
digging  in  his  fingers  till  John  winced.  “Joe  Buller  can  handle 
your  Captain  smart  enough.  Me,  I’ll  just  paddle  you  to  learn 
you.” 

John,  looking  up,  was  afraid.  He  did  not  know  what  to  do, 
but  without  warning  his  hands  acted  for  him,  and  he  struck  at 
the  square  face  with  all  his  might.  A  pain  shot  up  his  arm,  mak¬ 
ing  his  elbow  tingle,  and  the  boy  fell  back.  John  could  feel  the 
surprise  in  that  body  stock  still  in  the  rain,  and  had  an  instant 
of  astonished  pride. 

Then  panic  laid  hold  of  him  and  he  tried  to  run.  But  the  other 
boy  jumped  on  his  back.  They  went  down  flat  in  the  mud  the 
older  boy  on  John’s  shoulders,  pummeling  him  till  his  head  sang, 
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and  forcing  his  face  into  the  track,  and  crying,  “Eat  it,  you  lousy 
little  skunk.  Eat  it,  eat  it,  eat  it,  eat  it.” 

John  could  taste  the  mud  in  his  mouth,  with  a  salty  taste,  and 
he  began  to  squirm,  twisting  his  head  to  escape  the  brown  suffo¬ 
cation.  He  heaved  himself  behind,  throwing  the  boy  unexpect¬ 
edly  forward,  twisted  round,  and  kicked  with  all  his  might.  The 
boy  yelled  and  jumped  back  on  him.  And  again  they  went  down, 
this  time  the  boy  bent  seriously  to  business.  And  this  time  John 
realized  how  it  was  to  be  hurt.  At  the  third  blow  something 
burst  loose  in  his  inside  and  he  screamed.  He  was  crying  madly. 
The  other  boy  was  heavier,  but  John  squirmed  over  on  his  back, 
and  as  the  brown  hand  came  down  on  his  face  he  caught  it  in 
both  his  own  and  bit  with  all  the  strength  of  his  jaws.  The  hand 
had  a  slippery,  muddy  taste,  but  in  a  second  it  was  warm  in  his 
mouth,  and  there  was  a  sick,  salt  warmth  on  his  tongue.  The 
boy  struck  him  once  in  the  eyes  and  once  on  the  nose,  but  John 
held  on  and  bit.  Then  the  boy  howled  and  tore  loose  and  ran 
back.  There  was  another  stroke  of  lightning,  and  John  saw  him 
doubled  up,  holding  his  hand  to  his  mouth;  and  he  got  stiffly  up, 
turned  his  back  to  the  thunder  and  saw  his  father  bent  over  the 
other  boater,  taking  off  his  shoe. 

John  walked  up  to  them.  His  father’s  face  was  bleeding  a 
trickle  of  blood  from  the  right  eye  into  his  beard,  but  he  was 
grinning. 

“I’ll  take  his  boot  for  a  souvenir,”  he  said.  “How’d  you  come 
out,  Johnny?” 

“Oh,  pretty  good.  I  guess  that  other  feller  won’t  bother  us  no 
more,”  said  John,  examining  the  fallen  man.  He  lay  half  stunned, 
by  the  water’s  edge,  a  smooth,  big  man,  with  frightened,  pale 
eyes.  And  one  crumpled  arm  was  in  the  water.  John’s  father 
looked  at  the  man  and  then  at  the  boot  he  had  in  his  hand. 

“I’d  ought  to  mark  him  by  the  rights  of  it;  but  he  ain’t  worth 
the  work,  the  way  he  laid  down.  Who’d  ever  know  his  name  was 
Buller?” 

Buller.  .  .  .  John  gazed  up  admiringly  at  his  big  father  and 
studied  how  the  blood  ran  from  the  outer  corner  of  the  eye  and 
lost  its  way  in  the  black  beard,  which  the  rain  had  curled.  His 
father  had  licked  the  western  bully  proper. 

“Hey,  there!” 
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The  hail  came  in  a  thin,  cracking  voice.  Turning,  they  saw 
the  lock-keeper,  white-bearded,  peering  at  them  from  under  the 
battered  umbrella  he  held  with  both  hands  against  the  wind.  The 
tails  of  his  nightshirt  whipped  round  the  tops  of  his  boots. 

“Hey,  there,  you.  There’ll  be  some  down  boats  by  pretty 
quick,  so  you  want  to  hurry  along  now,  while  the  level’s  right.” 

John  was  aware  of  his  father  standing  looking  down  at  him. 

“Shall  we  tie-by  where  we  be?”  asked  his  father. 

John  felt  pains  coming  into  the  back  of  his  neck  where  he  had 
been  pummeled,  and  his  knuckles  ached. 

“We  can  stay  here  a  spell,”  said  his  father.  “The  storm’s 
cornin’  on  again.  There’ll  be  bad  lightnin’  I  make  no  doubt.” 

As  he  spoke  there  came  a  flash,  and  John  whirled  to  see  if  the 
other  driver  boy  was  still  visible.  He  was  proud  to  see  him  sit¬ 
ting  by  the  towpath,  nursing  his  hurt  hand.  John  did  not  notice 
the  thunder.  He  was  elaborating  a  sentence  in  his  mind. 

He  made  a  hole  in  the  mud  with  the  toe  of  his  boot,  spat  into 
it,  and  covered  it,  the  way  he  had  seen  his  father  do  at  home  on 
a  Sunday. 

“Why,”  he  said,  in  his  high  voice,  eying  the  old  Bacconola, 
“I  guess  them  poor  bezabor  farmers  will  be  wantin’  them  plows 
for  the  spring  plowing,  I  guess.” 

“Me,  I’m  kind  of  tuckered,”  said  his  father,  raising  his  shoul¬ 
ders  to  loose  the  wet  shirt  off  his  back.  “And  the  rain’s  com¬ 
mencing  too.” 

John  said  importantly,  “Watter  never  hurt  a  man,  it  keeps  his 
hide  from  cracking.” 

His  father  jumped  aboard.  He  took  his  horn  and  tooted  it  for 
the  lock.  John  ran  ahead  and  put  back  the  other  boat’s  team 
and  cried  to  their  own  horses  to  go  on.  They  took  up  the  slack 
wearily,  and  presently  little  ripples  showed  on  the  Bacconola’s 
bow,  and  the  lantern  showed  the  shore  slipping  back.  On  the 
stern,  George  Brace  blew  a  blast  for  the  lock.  The  old  lock- 
keeper  was  standing  by  the  sluices,  drops  of  water  from  his  beard 
falling  between  his  feet. 

The  boat  went  down,  and  the  horses  took  it  out.  Ahead,  the 
team  and  the  boy  left  the  lantern  light  and  entered  once  more 
the  darkness.  The  rope  followed.  And  once  more  the  Bacconola 
was  alone  with  its  own  lantern. 
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Presently,  though,  in  a  stroke  of  light,  George  saw  his  son  be¬ 
side  the  boat. 

“What’s  the  matter?  Hey,  there!”  he  asked. 

“Say,  Pa!  Will  you  chuck  me  your  bull  whip  here  ashore? 
Them  horses  is  getting  kind  of  dozey.  They  need  soaping 
proper.” 

“Where’s  your  whip?” 

“I  guess  I  left  it  a  while  back.  I  guess  it  was  in  that  kind  of 
scrummage  we  had.  I  guess  it  needs  a  heavier  whip  anyhow.  I 
guess  a  man  couldn’t  spare  the  time  going  back  for  it.” 

“Sure,”  said  George. 

He  reached  down  and  took  it  from  its  peg,  recoiled  it,  and 
tossed  it  ashore.  The  boat  went  ahead,  slowly,  with  a  sound  of 
water,  and  of  rain  falling,  and  of  wind. 


THAT  EVENING  SUN  GO  DOWN1 

By  WILLIAM  FAULKNER 

(From  The  American  Mercury') 


MONDAY  is  no  different  from  any  other  week  day  in  Jeffer¬ 
son  now.  The  streets  are  paved  now,  and  the  telephone 
and  the  electric  companies  are  cutting  down  more  and  more  of 
the  shade  trees — the  water  oaks,  the  maples  and  locusts  and  elms 
— to  make  room  for  iron  poles  bearing  clusters  of  bloated  and 
ghostly  and  bloodless  grapes,  and  we  have  a  city  laundry  which 
makes  the  rounds  on  Monday  morning,  gathering  the  bundles  of 
clothes  into  bright-colored,  specially  made  motor-cars:  the  soiled 
wearing  of  a  whole  week  now  flees  apparition-like  behind  alert 
and  irritable  electric  horns,  with  a  long  diminishing  noise  of  rub¬ 
ber  and  asphalt  like  a  tearing  of  silk,  and  even  the  Negro  women 
who  still  take  in  white  people’s  washing  after  the  old  custom, 
fetch  and  deliver  it  in  automobiles. 

But  fifteen  years  ago,  on  Monday  morning  the  quiet,  dusty, 
shady  streets  would  be  full  of  Negro  women  with,  balanced  on 
their  steady  turbaned  heads,  bundles  of  clothes  tied  up  in  sheets, 
almost  as  large  as  cotton  bales,  carried  so  without  touch  of  hand 
between  the  kitchen  door  of  the  white  house  and  the  blackened 
wash-pot  beside  a  cabin  door  in  Negro  Hollow. 

Nancy  would  set  her  bundle  on  the  top  of  her  head,  then  upon 
the  bundle  in  turn  she  would  set  the  black  straw  sailor  hat  which 
she  wore  Winter  and  Summer.  She  was  tall,  with  a  high,  sad 
face  sunken  a  little  where  her  teeth  were  missing.  Sometimes  we 
would  go  a  part  of  the  way  down  the  lane  and  across  the  pas¬ 
ture  with  her,  to  watch  the  balanced  bundle  and  the  hat  that 
never  bobbed  nor  wavered,  even  when  she  walked  down  into  the 
ditch  and  climbed  out  again  and  stooped  through  the  fence.  She 
would  go  down  on  her  hands  and  knees  and  crawl  through  the 
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gap,  her  head  rigid,  up-tilted,  the  bundle  steady  as  a  rock  or  a 
balloon,  and  rise  to  her  feet  and  go  on. 

Sometimes  the  husbands  of  the  washing  women  would  fetch 
and  deliver  the  clothes,  but  Jubah  never  did  that  for  Nancy,  even 
before  father  told  him  to  stay  away  from  our  house,  even  when 
Dilsey  was  sick  and  Nancy  would  come  to  cook  for  us. 

And  then  about  half  the  time  we’d  have  to  go  down  the  lane  to 
Nancy’s  house  and  tell  her  to  come  on  and  get  breakfast.  We 
would  stop  at  the  ditch,  because  father  told  us  to  not  have  any¬ 
thing  to  do  with  Jubah — he  was  a  short  black  man,  with  a  razor 
scar  down  his  face — and  we  would  throw  rocks  at  Nancy’s  house 
until  she  came  to  the  door,  leaning  her  head  around  it  without 
any  clothes  on. 

“What  you  all  mean,  chunking  my  house?”  Nancy  said.  “What 
you  little  devils  mean?” 

“Father  says  for  you  to  come  and  get  breakfast,”  Caddy  said. 
“Father  says  it’s  over  a  half  an  hour  now,  and  you’ve  got  to  come 
this  minute.” 

“I  ain’t  studying  no  breakfast,”  Nancy  said.  “I  going  to  get 
my  sleep  out.” 

“I  bet  you’re  drunk,”  Jason  said.  “Father  says  you’re  drunk. 
Are  you  drunk,  Nancy?” 

“Who  says  I  is?”  Nancy  said.  “I  got  to  get  my  sleep  out.  I 
ain’t  studying  no  breakfast.” 

So  after  a  while  we  quit  chunking  the  house  and  went  back 
home.  When  she  finally  came,  it  was  too  late  for  me  to  go  to 
school.  So  we  thought  it  was  whiskey  until  that  day  when  they 
arrested  her  again  and  they  were  taking  her  to  jail  and  they 
passed  Mr.  Stovall.  He  was  the  cashier  in  the  bank  and  a  deacon 
in  the  Baptist  church,  and  Nancy  began  to  say: 

“When  you  going  to  pay  me,  white  man?  When  you  going  to 
pay  me,  white  man?  It’s  been  three  times  now  since  you  paid 

me  a  cent _ ”  Mr.  Stovall  knocked  her  down,  but  she  kept  on 

saying,  “When  you  going  to  pay  me,  white  man?  It’s  been  three 
times  now  since—”  until  Mr.  Stovall  kicked  her  in  the  mouth 
with  his  heel  and  the  marshal  caught  Mr.  Stovall  back,  and 
Nancy  lying  in  the  street,  laughing.  She  turned  her  head  and 
spat  out  some  blood  and  teeth  and  said,  “It’s  been  three  times 
now  since  he  paid  me  a  cent.” 
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That  was  how  she  lost  her  teeth,  and  all  that  day  they  told 
about  Nancy  and  Mr.  Stovall,  and  all  that  night  the  ones  that 
passed  the  jail  could  hear  Nancy  singing  and  yelling.  They  could 
see  her  hands  holding  to  the  window  bars,  and  a  lot  of  them 
stopped  along  the  fence,  listening  to  her  and  to  the  jailer  trying 
to  make  her  shut  up.  She  didn’t  shut  up  until  just  before  day¬ 
light,  when  the  jailer  began  to  hear  a  bumping  and  scraping  up¬ 
stairs  and  he  went  up  there  and  found  Nancy  hanging  from  the 
window  bar.  He  said  that  it  was  cocaine  and  not  whiskey,  be¬ 
cause  no  nigger  would  try  to  commit  suicide  unless  he  was  full 
of  cocaine,  because  a  nigger  full  of  cocaine  was  not  a  nigger  any 
longer. 

The  jailer  cut  her  down  and  revived  her;  then  he  beat  her, 
whipped  her.  She  had  hung  herself  with  her  dress.  She  had  fixed 
it  all  right,  but  when  they  arrested  her  she  didn’t  have  on  any¬ 
thing  except  a  dress  and  so  she  didn’t  have  anything  to  tie  her 
hands  with  and  she  couldn’t  make  her  hands  let  go  of  the  win¬ 
dow  ledge.  So  the  jailer  heard  the  noise  and  ran  up  there  and 
found  Nancy  hanging  from  the  window,  stark  naked. 

When  Dilsey  was  sick  in  her  cabin  and  Nancy  was  cooking 
for  us,  we  could  see  her  apron  swelling  out;  that  was  before  fa¬ 
ther  told  Jubah  to  stay  away  from  the  house.  Jubah  was  in  the 
kitchen,  sitting  behind  the  stove,  with  his  razor  scar  on  his  black 
face  like  a  piece  of  dirty  string.  He  said  it  was  a  watermelon 
that  Nancy  had  under  her  dress.  And  it  was  Winter,  too. 

“Where  did  you  get  a  watermelon  in  the  Winter?”  Caddy  said. 

I  didn  t,  ’  Jubah  said.  “It  wasn’t  me  that  give  it  to  her.  But 
I  can  cut  it  down,  same  as  if  it  was.” 

What  makes  you  want  to  talk  that  way  before  these  chillen?” 
Nancy  said.  “Whyn’t  you  go  on  to  work?  You  done  et.  You 
want  Mr.  Jason  to  catch  you  hanging  around  his  kitchen,  talking 
that  way  before  these  chillen?” 


“Talking  what  way,  Nancy?”  Caddy  said. 

“I  can>t  han8  around  white  man’s  kitchen,”  Jubah  said.  “But 
white  man  can  hang  around  mine.  White  man  can  come  in  my 
ouse,  but  I  can’t  stop  him.  When  white  man  want  to  come  in 
my  house,  I  ain’t  got  no  house.  I  can’t  stop  him,  but  he  can’t 
kick  me  outen  it.  He  can’t  do  that.” 

Dilsey  was  still  sick  in  her  cabin.  Father  told  Jubah  to  stay 
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off  our  place.  Dilsey  was  still  sick.  It  was  a  long  time.  We 
were  in  the  library  after  supper. 

“Isn’t  Nancy  through  yet?”  mother  said.  “It  seems  to  me 
that  she  has  had  plenty  of  time  to  have  finished  the  dishes.” 

“Let  Quentin  go  and  see,”  father  said.  “Go  and  see  if  Nancy 
is  through,  Quentin.  Tell  her  she  can  go  on  home.” 

I  went  to  the  kitchen.  Nancy  was  through.  The  dishes  were 
put  away  and  the  fire  was  out.  Nancy  was  sitting  in  a  chair, 
close  to  the  cold  stove.  She  looked  at  me. 

“Mother  wants  to  know  if  you  are  through,”  I  said. 

“Yes,”  Nancy  said.  She  looked  at  me.  “I  done  finished.” 
She  looked  at  me. 

“What  is  it?”  I  said.  “What  is  it?” 

“I  ain’t  nothing  but  a  nigger,”  Nancy  said.  “It  ain’t  none  of 
my  fault.” 

She  looked  at  me,  sitting  in  the  chair  before  the  cold  stove,  the 
sailor  hat  on  her  head.  I  went  back  to  the  library.  It  was  the 
cold  stove  and  all,  when  you  think  of  a  kitchen  being  warm  and 
busy  and  cheerful.  And  with  a  cold  stove  and  the  dishes  all  put 
away,  and  nobody  wanting  to  eat  at  that  hour. 

“Is  she  through?”  mother  said. 

“Yessum,”  I  said. 

“What  is  she  doing?”  mother  said. 

“She’s  not  doing  anything.  She’s  through.” 

“I’ll  go  and  see,”  father  said. 

“Maybe  she’s  waiting  for  Jubah  to  come  and  take  her  home,” 
Caddy  said. 

“Jubah  is  gone,”  I  said.  Nancy  told  us  how  one  morning  she 
woke  up  and  Jubah  was  gone. 

“He  quit  me,”  Nancy  said.  “Done  gone  to  Memphis,  I  reckon. 
Dodging  them  city  po- lice  for  a  while,  I  reckon.” 

“And  a  good  riddance,”  father  said.  “I  hope  he  stays  there.” 

“Nancy’s  scaired  of  the  dark,”  Jason  said. 

“So  are  you,”  Caddy  said. 

“I’m  not,”  Jason  said. 

“Scairy  cat,”  Caddy  said. 

“I’m  not,”  Jason  said. 

“You,  Candace!”  mother  said.  Father  came  back. 
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“I  am  going  to  walk  down  the  lane  with  Nancy,”  he  said.  “She 
says  Jubah  is  back.” 

“Has  she  seen  him?”  mother  said. 

“No.  Some  Negro  sent  her  word  that  he  was  back  in  town. 
I  won’t  be  long.” 

“You’ll  leave  me  alone,  to  take  Nancy  home?”  mother  said. 
“Is  her  safety  more  precious  to  you  than  mine?” 

“I  won’t  be  long,”  father  said. 

“You’ll  leave  these  children  unprotected,  with  that  Negro 
about?” 

“I’m  going  too,”  Caddy  said.  “Let  me  go,  father.” 

“What  would  he  do  with  them,  if  he  were  unfortunate  enough 
to  have  them?”  father  said. 

“I  want  to  go,  too,”  Jason  said. 

“Jason!”  mother  said.  She  was  speaking  to  father.  You 
could  tell  that  by  the  way  she  said  it.  Like  she  believed  that  all 
day  father  had  been  trying  to  think  of  doing  the  thing  that  she 
wouldn’t  like  the  most,  and  that  she  knew  all  the  time  that  after 
a  while  he  would  think  of  it.  I  stayed  quiet,  because  father  and 
I  both  knew  that  mother  would  want  him  to  make  me  stay  with 
her,  if  she  just  thought  of  it  in  time.  So  father  didn’t  look  at  me. 
I  was  the  oldest.  I  was  nine  and  Caddy  was  seven  and  Jason 
was  five. 

“Nonsense,”  father  said.  “We  won’t  be  long.” 

Nancy  had  her  hat  on.  We  came  to  the  lane.  “Jubah  always 
been  good  to  me,”  Nancy  said.  “Whenever  he  had  two  dollars, 
one  of  them  was  mine.”  We  walked  in  the  lane.  “If  I  can  just 
get  through  the  lane,”  Nancy  said,  “I  be  all  right  then.” 

The  lane  was  always  dark.  “This  is  where  Jason  got  scared 
on  Hallowe’en,”  Caddy  said. 

“I  didn’t,”  Jason  said. 

Can  t  Aunt  Rachel  do  anything  with  him?”  father  said. 
Aunt  Rachel  was  old.  She  lived  in  a  cabin  beyond  Nancy’s,  by 
herself.  She  had  white  hair  and  she  smoked  a  pipe  in  the  door, 
all  day  long;  she  didn’t  work  any  more.  They  said  she  was 
Jubah  s  mother.  Sometimes  she  said  she  was  and  sometimes  she 
said  she  wasn’t  any  kin  to  Jubah. 

Yes  you  did,”  Caddy  said.  “You  were  scairder  than  Frony. 
You  were  scairder  than  T.P.  even.  Scairder  than  niggers.” 
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“Can’t  nobody  do  nothing  with  him,”  Nancy  said.  “He  say  I 
done  woke  up  the  devil  in  him,  and  ain’t  but  one  thing  going  to 
lay  it  again.” 

“Well,  he’s  gone  now,”  father  said.  “There’s  nothing  for  you 
to  be  afraid  of  now.  And  if  you’d  just  let  white  men  alone.” 

“Let  what  white  men  alone?”  Caddy  said.  “How  let  them 
alone?” 

“He  ain’t  gone  nowhere,”  Nancy  said.  “I  can  feel  him.  I  can 
feel  him  now,  in  this  lane.  He  hearing  us  talk,  every  word,  hid 
somewhere,  waiting.  I  ain’t  seen  him,  and  I  ain’t  going  to  see 
him  again  but  once  more,  with  that  razor.  That  razor  on  that 
string  down  his  back,  inside  his  shirt.  And  then  I  ain’t  going  to 
be  even  surprised.” 

“I  wasn’t  scaired,”  Jason  said. 

“If  you’d  behave  yourself,  you’d  have  kept  out  of  this,”  father 
said.  “But  it’s  all  right  now.  He’s  probably  in  St.  Louis  now. 
Probably  got  another  wife  by  now  and  forgot  all  about  you.” 

“If  he  has,  I  better  not  find  out  about  it,”  Nancy  said.  “I’d 
stand  there  and  every  time  he  wropped  her,  I’d  cut  that  arm  off. 
I’d  cut  his  head  off  and  I’d  slit  her  belly  and  I’d  shove — ” 

“Hush,”  father  said. 

“Slit  whose  belly,  Nancy?”  Caddy  said. 

“I  wasn’t  scaired,”  Jason  said.  “I’d  walk  right  down  this  lane 
by  myself.” 

“Yah,”  Caddy  said.  “You  wouldn’t  dare  to  put  your  foot  in 
it  if  we  were  not  with  you.” 


II 

Dilsey  was  still  sick,  and  so  we  took  Nancy  home  every  night 
until  mother  said,  “How  much  longer  is  this  going  to  go  on?  I 
to  be  left  alone  in  this  big  house  while  you  take  home  a  fright¬ 
ened  Negro?” 

We  fixed  a  pallet  in  the  kitchen  for  Nancy.  One  night  we 
waked  up,  hearing  the  sound.  It  was  not  singing  and  it  was  not 
crying,  coming  up  the  dark  stairs.  There  was  a  light  in  moth¬ 
er’s  room  and  we  heard  father  going  down  the  hall,  down  the  back 
stairs,  and  Caddy  and  I  went  into  the  hall.  The  floor  was  cold. 
Our  toes  curled  away  from  the  floor  while  we  listened  to  the 
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sound.  It  was  like  singing  and  it  wasn’t  like  singing,  like  the 
sounds  that  Negroes  make. 

Then  it  stopped  and  we  heard  father  going  down  the  back 
stairs,  and  we  went  to  the  head  of  the  stairs.  Then  the  sound 
began  again,  in  the  stairway,  not  loud,  and  we  could  see  Nancy’s 
eyes  half  way  up  the  stairs,  against  the  wall.  They  looked  like 
cat’s  eyes  do,  like  a  big  cat  against  the  wall,  watching  us.  When 
we  came  down  the  steps  to  where  she  was  she  quit  making  the 
sound  again,  and  we  stood  there  until  father  came  back  up  from 
the  kitchen,  with  his  pistol  in  his  hand.  He  went  back  down 
with  Nancy  and  they  came  back  with  Nancy’s  pallet. 

We  spread  the  pallet  in  our  room.  After  the  light  in  mother’s 
room  went  off,  we  could  see  Nancy’s  eyes  again.  “Nancy,”  Caddy 
whispered,  “are  you  asleep,  Nancy?” 

Nancy  whispered  something.  It  was  oh  or  no,  I  don’t  know 
which.  Like  nobody  had  made  it,  like  it  came  from  nowhere  and 
went  nowhere,  until  it  was  like  Nancy  was  not  there  at  all ;  that 
I  had  looked  so  hard  at  her  eyes  on  the  stair  that  they  had  got 
printed  on  my  eyelids,  like  the  sun  does  when  you  have  closed 
your  eyes  and  there  is  no  sun.  “Jesus,”  Nancy  whispered. 
“Jesus.” 

“Was  it  Jubah?”  Caddy  whispered.  “Did  he  try  to  come  into 
the  kitchen?” 

“Jesus,”  Nancy  said.  Like  this:  Jeeeeeeeeeeeeeeesus,  until  the 
sound  went  out  like  a  match  or  a  candle  does. 

“Can  you  see  us,  Nancy?”  Caddy  whispered.  “Can  you  see 
our  eyes  too?” 

“I  ain’t  nothing  but  a  nigger,”  Nancy  said.  “God  knows. 
God  knows.” 

“What  did  you  see  down  there  in  the  kitchen?”  Caddy  whis¬ 
pered.  “What  tried  to  get  in?” 

‘  God  knows,”  Nancy  said.  We  could  see  her  eyes.  “God 
knows.” 

Dilsey  got  well.  She  cooked  dinner.  “You’d  better  stay  in 
bed  a  day  or  two  longer,”  father  said. 

“What  for?”  Dilsey  said.  “If  I  had  been  a  day  later,  this 
place  would  be  to  rack  and  ruin.  Get  on  out  of  here,  now,  and 
let  me  get  my  kitchen  straight  again.” 
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Dilsey  cooked  supper,  too.  And  that  night,  just  before  dark, 
Nancy  came  into  the  kitchen. 

“How  do  you  know  he’s  back?”  Dilsey  said.  “You  ain’t  seen 
him.” 

“Jubah  is  a  nigger,”  Jason  said. 

“I  can  feel  him,”  Nancy  said.  “I  can  feel  him  laying  yonder 
in  the  ditch.” 

“To-night?”  Dilsey  said.  “Is  he  there  to-night?” 

“Dilsey’s  a  nigger  too,”  Jason  said. 

“You  try  to  eat  something,”  Dilsey  said. 

“I  don’t  want  nothing,”  Nancy  said. 

“I  ain’t  a  nigger,”  Jason  said. 

“Drink  some  coffee,”  Dilsey  said.  She  poured  a  cup  of  coffee 
for  Nancy.  “Do  you  know  he’s  out  there  to-night?  How  come 
you  know  it’s  to-night?” 

“I  know,”  Nancy  said.  “He’s  there,  waiting.  I  know.  I  done 
lived  with  him  too  long.  I  know  what  he  fixing  to  do  ’fore  he 
knows  it  himself.” 

“Drink  some  coffee,”  Dilsey  said.  Nancy  held  the  cup  to  her 
mouth  and  blew  into  the  cup.  Her  mouth  pursed  out  like  a 
spreading  adder’s,  like  a  rubber  mouth,  like  she  had  blown  all  the 
color  out  of  her  lips  with  blowing  the  coffee. 

“I  ain’t  a  nigger,”  Jason  said.  “Are  you  a  nigger,  Nancy?” 

“I  hell-born,  child,”  Nancy  said.  “I  won’t  be  nothing  soon.  I 
going  back  where  I  come  from  soon.” 

Ill 

She  began  to  drink  the  coffee.  While  she  was  drinking,  hold¬ 
ing  the  cup  in  both  hands,  she  began  to  make  the  sound  again. 
She  made  the  sound  into  the  cup  and  the  coffee  sploshed  out  on 
to  her  hands  and  her  dress.  Her  eyes  looked  at  us  and  she  sat 
there,  her  elbows  on  her  knees,  holding  the  cup  in  both  hands, 
looking  at  us  across  the  wet  cup,  making  the  sound. 

“Look  at  Nancy,”  Jason  said.  “Nancy  can’t  cook  for  us  now. 
Dilsey’s  got  well  now.” 

“You  hush  up,”  Dilsey  said.  Nancy  held  the  cup  in  both 
hands,  looking  at  us,  making  the  sound,  like  there  were  two  of 
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them:  one  looking  at  us  and  the  other  making  the  sound. 
“Whyn’t  you  let  Mr.  Jason  telefoam  the  marshal?”  Dilsey  said. 
Nancy  stopped  then,  holding  the  cup  in  her  long  brown  hands. 
She  tried  to  drink  some  coffee  again,  but  it  sploshed  out  of  the 
cup,  on  to  her  hands  and  her  dress,  and  she  put  the  cup  down. 
Jason  watched  her. 

“I  can’t  swallow  it,”  Nancy  said.  “I  swallows  but  it  won’t  go 
down  me.” 

“You  go  down  to  the  cabin,”  Dilsey  said.  “Frony  will  fix  you 
a  pallet  and  I’ll  be  there  soon.” 

“Won’t  no  nigger  stop  him,”  Nancy  said. 

“I  ain’t  a  nigger,”  Jason  said.  “Am  I,  Dilsey?” 

“I  reckon  not,”  Dilsey  said.  She  looked  at  Nancy.  “I  don’t 
reckon  so.  What  you  going  to  do,  then?” 

Nancy  looked  at  us.  Her  eyes  went  fast,  like  she  was  afraid 
there  wasn’t  time  to  look,  without  hardly  moving  at  all.  She 
looked  at  us,  at  all  three  of  us  at  one  time.  “You  ’member  that 
night  I  stayed  in  you  all’s  room?”  she  said.  She  told  about  how 
we  waked  up  early  the  next  morning,  and  played.  We  had  to 
play  quiet,  on  her  pallet,  until  father  woke  and  it  was  time  for 
her  to  go  down  and  get  breakfast.  “Go  and  ask  you  maw  to  let 
me  stay  here  to-night,”  Nancy  said.  “I  won’t  need  no  pallet. 
We  can  play  some  more,”  she  said. 

Caddy  asked  mother.  Jason  went  too.  “I  can’t  have  Negroes 
sleeping  in  the  house,”  mother  said.  Jason  cried.  He  cried  until 
mother  said  he  couldn’t  have  any  dessert  for  three  days  if  he 
didn’t  stop.  Then  Jason  said  he  would  stop  if  Dilsey  would 
make  a  chocolate  cake.  Father  was  there. 

“Why  don’t  you  do  something  about  it?”  mother  said.  “What 
do  we  have  officers  for?” 

“Why  is  Nancy  afraid  of  Jubah?”  Caddy  said.  “Are  you 
afraid  of  father,  mother?” 

“What  could  they  do?”  father  said.  “If  Nancy  hasn’t  seen 
him,  how  could  the  officers  find  him?” 

“Then  why  is  she  afraid?”  mother  said. 

“She  says  he  is  there.  She  says  she  knows  he  is  there  to¬ 
night.” 

“Yet  we  pay  taxes,”  mother  said.  “I  must  wait  here  alone  in 
this  big  house  while  you  take  a  Negro  woman  home.” 
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“You  know  that  I  am  not  lying  outside  with  a  razor,”  father 
said. 

“I’ll  stop  if  Dilsey  will  make  a  chocolate  cake,”  Jason  said. 
Mother  told  us  to  go  out  and  father  said  he  didn’t  know  if  Jason 
would  get  a  chocolate  cake  or  not,  but  he  knew  what  Jason  was 
going  to  get  in  about  a  minute.  We  went  back  to  the  kitchen 
and  told  Nancy. 

“Father  said  for  you  to  go  home  and  lock  the  door,  and  you’ll 
be  all  right,”  Caddy  said.  “All  right  from  what,  Nancy?  Is 
Jubah  mad  at  you?”  Nancy  was  holding  the  coffee  cup  in  her 
hands,  her  elbows  on  her  knees  and  her  hands  holding  the  cup  be¬ 
tween  her  knees.  She  was  looking  into  the  cup.  1  What  have  you 
done  that  made  Jubah  mad?”  Caddy  said.  Nancy  let  the  cup 
go.  It  didn’t  break  on  the  floor,  but  the  coffee  spilled  out,  and 
Nancy  sat  there  with  her  hands  making  the  shape  of  the  cup. 
She  began  to  make  the  sound  again,  not  loud.  Not  singing  and 
not  un-singing.  We  watched  her. 

“Here,”  Dilsey  said.  “You  quit  that,  now.  You  get  a-holt  of 
yourself.  You  wait  here.  I  going  to  get  Versh  to  walk  home 
with  you.”  Dilsey  went  out. 

We  looked  at  Nancy.  Her  shoulders  kept  shaking,  but  she 
had  quit  making  the  sound.  We  watched  her.  “What’s  Jubah 
going  to  do  to  you?”  Caddy  said.  He  went  away. 

Nancy  looked  at  us.  “We  had  fun  that  night  I  stayed  in 

you  all’s  room,  didn’t  we?” 

“I  didn’t,”  Jason  said.  “I  didn’t  have  any  fun.” 

“You  were  asleep,”  Caddy  said.  “You  were  not  there. 

“Let’s  go  down  to  my  house  and  have  some  more  fun,”  Nancy 

said.  ,  ,  „ 

“Mother  won’t  let  us,”  I  said.  “It  s  too  late  now.  _ 
“Don’t  bother  her,”  Nancy  said.  “We  can  tell  her  in  the 

morning.  She  won’t  mind.” 

“She  wouldn’t  let  us,”  I  said.  „ 

“Don’t  ask  her  now,”  Nancy  said.  “Don’t  bother  her  now. 
“They  didn’t  say  we  couldn’t  go,”  Caddy  said. 

“We  didn’t  ask,”  I  said. 

“If  you  go,  I’ll  tell,”  Jason  said. 

“We’ll  have  fun,”  Nancy  said.  “They  won  t  mind,  just  to  my 
house.  I  been  working  for  you  all  a  long  time.  They  won  t  mmd. 
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“I’m  not  afraid  to  go,”  Caddy  said.  “Jason  is  the  one  that’s 
afraid.  He’ll  tell.” 

“I’m  not,”  Jason  said. 

“Yes,  you  are,”  Caddy  said.  “You’ll  tell.” 

“I  won’t  tell,”  Jason  said.  “I’m  not  afraid.” 

“Jason  ain’t  afraid  to  go  with  me,”  Nancy  said.  “Is  you, 
Jason?” 

“Jason  is  going  to  tell,”  Caddy  said.  The  lane  was  dark.  We 
passed  the  pasture  gate.  “I  bet  if  something  was  to  jump  out 
from  behind  that  gate,  Jason  would  holler.” 

“I  wouldn’t,”  Jason  said.  We  walked  down  the  lane.  Nancy 
was  talking  loud. 

“What  are  you  talking  so  loud  for,  Nancy?”  Caddy  said. 

“Who;  me?”  Nancy  said.  “Listen  at  Quentin  and  Caddy  and 
Jason  saying  I’m  talking  loud.” 

“You  talk  like  there  was  four  of  us  here,”  Caddy  said.  “You 
talk  like  father  was  here  too.” 

Who;  me  talking  loud,  Mr.  Jason?”  Nancy  said. 

“Nancy  called  Jason  ‘Mister,’  ”  Caddy  said. 

“Listen  how  Caddy  and  Quentin  and  Jason  talk,”  Nancy  said. 

“We’re  not  talking  loud,”  Caddy  said.  “You’re  the  one  that’s 
talking  like  father — ” 

“Hush,”  Nancy  said;  “hush,  Mr.  Jason.” 

“Nancy  called  Jason  ‘Mister’  aguh— ” 

Hush,  Nancy  said.  She  was  talking  loud  when  we  crossed 
the  ditch  and  stooped  through  the  fence  where  she  used  to  stoop 
through  with  the  clothes  on  her  head.  Then  we  came  to  her 
house.  We  were  going  fast  then.  She  opened  the  door.  The 
smell  of  the  house  was  like  the  lamp  and  the  smell  of  Nancy  was 
like  the  wick,  like  they  were  waiting  for  one  another  to  smell. 
She  lit  the  lamp  and  closed  the  door  and  put  the  bar  up.  Then 
she  quit  talking  loud,  looking  at  us. 

“What ’re  we  going  to  do?”  Caddy  said. 

“What  you  all  want  to  do?”  Nancy  said. 

“You  said  we  would  have  some  fun,”  Caddy  said. 

There  was  something  about  Nancy’s  house;  something  you 
could  smell.  Jason  smelled  it,  even.  “I  don’t  want  to  stay 
here,  he  said.  “I  want  to  go  home.” 

“Go  home,  then,”  Caddy  said. 
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“I  don’t  want  to  go  by  myself,”  Jason  said. 

“We’re  going  to  have  some  fun,”  Nancy  said. 

“How?”  Caddy  said. 

Nancy  stood  by  the  door.  She  was  looking  at  us,  only  it  was 
like  she  had  emptied  her  eyes,  like  she  had  quit  using  them. 
“What  do  you  want  to  do?”  she  said. 

“Tell  us  a  story,”  Caddy  said.  “Can  you  tell  a  story?” 
“Yes,”  Nancy  said. 

“Tell  it,”  Caddy  said.  We  looked  at  Nancy.  “You  don’t 
know  any  stories,”  Caddy  said. 

“Yes,”  Nancy  said.  “Yes,  I  do.” 

She  came  and  sat  down  in  a  chair  before  the  hearth.  There 
was  some  fire  there;  she  built  it  up;  it  was  already  hot.  You 
didn’t  need  a  fire.  She  built  a  good  blaze.  She  told  a  story. 
She  talked  like  her  eyes  looked,  like  her  eyes  watching  us  and 
her  voice  talking  to  us  did  not  belong  to  her.  Like  she  was  liv¬ 
ing  somewhere  else,  waiting  somewhere  else.  She  was  outside  the 
house.  Her  voice  was  there  and  the  shape  of  her,  the  Nancy  that 
could  stoop  under  the  fence  with  the  bundle  of  clothes  balanced 
as  though  without  weight,  like  a  balloon,  on  her  head,  was  there. 
But  that  was  all.  “And  so  this  here  queen  come  walking  up  to 
the  ditch,  where  that  bad  man  was  hiding.  She  was  walking  up 
the  ditch,  and  she  say,  Tf  I  can  just  get  past  this  here  ditch, 

was  what  she  say.  ...” 

“What  ditch?”  Caddy  said.  “A  ditch  like  that  one  out  there. 

Why  did  the  queen  go  into  the  ditch?” 

“To  get  to  her  house,”  Nancy  said.  She  looked  at  us.  She 

had  to  cross  that  ditch  to  get  home.” 

“Why  did  she  want  to  go  home?”  Caddy  said. 


IV 

Nancy  looked  at  us.  She  quit  talking.  She  looked  at  us. 
Jason’s  legs  stuck  straight  out  of  his  pants,  because  he  was  little 
“I  don’t  think  that’s  a  good  story,”  he  said.  I  want  to  go 

h°“Maybe  we  had  better,”  Caddy  said.  She  got  up  from  die 
floor.  “I  bet  they  are  looking  for  us  right  now.  She  went  to¬ 
ward  the  door. 


116 


THAT  EVENING  SUN  GO  DOWN 


“No,”  Nancy  said.  “Don’t  open  it.”  She  got  up  quick  and 
passed  Caddy.  She  didn’t  touch  the  door,  the  wooden  bar. 

“Why  not?”  Caddy  said. 

“Come  back  to  the  lamp,”  Nancy  said.  “We’ll  have  fun.  You 
don’t  have  to  go.” 

“We  ought  to  go,”  Caddy  said.  “Unless  we  have  a  lot  of 
fun.”  She  and  Nancy  came  back  to  the  fire,  the  lamp. 

“I  want  to  go  home,”  Jason  said.  “I’m  going  to  tell.” 

“I  know  another  story,”  Nancy  said.  She  stood  close  to  the 
lamp.  She  looked  at  Caddy,  like  when  your  eyes  look  up  at  a 
stick  balanced  on  your  nose.  She  had  to  look  down  to  see 
Caddy,  but  her  eyes  looked  like  that,  like  when  you  are  balanc¬ 
ing  a  stick. 

“I  won’t  listen  to  it,”  Jason  said.  “I’ll  bang  on  the  floor.” 

“It’s  a  good  one,”  Nancy  said.  “It’s  better  than  the  other  one.” 

“What’s  it  about?”  Caddy  said.  Nancy  was  standing  by  the 
lamp.  Her  hand  was  on  the  lamp,  against  the  light,  long  and 
brown. 

“Your  hand  is  on  that  hot  globe,”  Caddy  said.  “Don’t  it  feel 
hot  to  your  hand?” 

Nancy  looked  at  her  hand  on  the  lamp  chimney.  She  took  her 
hand  away,  slow.  She  stood  there,  looking  at  Caddy,  wringing 
her  long  hand  as  though  it  were  tied  to  her  wrist  with  a  string. 

“Let’s  do  something  else,”  Caddy  said. 

“I  want  to  go  home,”  Jason  said. 

I  got  some  popcorn,”  Nancy  said.  She  looked  at  Caddy  and 
then  at  Jason  and  then  at  me  and  then  at  Caddy  again.  “I  got 
some  popcorn.” 

‘  I  don’t  like  popcorn,”  Jason  said.  “I’d  rather  have  candy.” 

Nancy  looked  at  Jason.  “You  can  hold  the  popper.”  She  was 
still  wringing  her  hand;  it  was  long  and  limp  and  brown. 

‘  AH  right,”  Jason  said.  “I’ll  stay  a  while  if  I  can  do  that. 
Caddy  can  t  hold  it.  I’ll  want  to  go  home,  if  Caddy  holds  the 
popper.” 

.  Nancy  built  up  the  fire.  “Look  at  Nancy  putting  her  hands 
m  the  fire,”  Caddy  said.  “What’s  the  matter  with  you,  Nancy?” 

I  got  popcorn,”  Nancy  said.  “I  got  some.”  She  took  the 
popper  from  under  the  bed.  It  was  broken.  Jason  began  to  crv 

“We  can’t  have  any  popcorn,”  he  said.  Y 
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“We  ought  to  go  home,  anyway,”  Caddy  said.  “Come  on, 
Quentin.” 

“Wait,”  Nancy  said;  “wait.  I  can  fix  it.  Don’t  you  want  to 
help  me  fix  it?” 

“I  don’t  think  I  want  any,”  Caddy  said.  “It’s  too  late  now.” 
“You  help  me,  Jason,”  Nancy  said.  “Don’t  you  want  to  help 


me?” 

“No,”  Jason  said.  “I  want  to  go  home.” 

“Hush,”  Nancy  said;  “hush.  Watch.  Watch  me.  I  can  fix 
it  so  Jason  can  hold  it  and  pop  the  corn.”  She  got  a  piece  of 
wire  and  fixed  the  popper. 

“It  won’t  hold  good,”  Caddy  said. 

“Yes,  it  will,”  Nancy  said.  “You  all  watch.  You  all  help  me 
shell  the  corn.” 

The  corn  was  under  the  bed  too.  We  shelled  it  into  the  popper 
and  Nancy  helped  Jason  hold  the  popper  over  the  fire. 

“It’s  not  popping,”  Jason  said.  “I  want  to  go  home.’ 

“You  wait,”  Nancy  said.  “It’ll  begin  to  pop.  We’ll  have  fun 
then.”  She  was  sitting  close  to  the  fire.  The  lamp  was  turned 
up  so  high  it  was  beginning  to  smoke. 

“Why  don’t  you  turn  it  down  some?”  I  said. 

“It’s  all  right,”  Nancy  said.  “I’ll  clean  it.  You  all  wait.  The 


‘We  ought 


popcorn  will  start  in  a  minute.  ’ 

“I  don’t  believe  it’s  going  to  start,”  Caddy  said, 
to  go  home,  anyway.  They’ll  be  worried.” 

“No,”  Nancy  said.  “It’s  going  to  pop.  Dilsey  will  tellum 
you  all  with  me.  I  been  working  for  you  all  long  time.  They 
won’t  mind  if  you  at  my  house.  You  wait,  now.  It’ll  start  pop¬ 
ping  in  a  minute.” 

Then  Jason  got  some  smoke  in  his  eyes  and  he  began  to  cry. 
He  dropped  the  popper  into  the  fire.  Nancy  got  a  wet  rag  an 
wiped  Jason’s  face,  but  he  didn’t  stop  crying. 

“Hush,”  she  said.  “Hush.”  He  didn’t  hush.  Caddy  took  the 

popper  out  of  the  fire. 

“It’s  burned  up,”  she  said.  “You’ll  have  to  get  some  more 


ipcorn,  Nancy.” 

“Did  you  put  all  of  it  in?”  Nancy  said.  . 

“Yes,”  Caddy  said.  Nancy  looked  at  Caddy.  Then  she  took 
e  popper  and  opened  it  and  poured  the  blackened  popcorn  into 


118 


THAT  EVENING  SUN  GO  DOWN 


her  apron  and  began  to  sort  the  grains,  her  hands  long  and 
brown,  and  we  watching  her. 

“Haven’t  you  got  any  more?”  Caddy  said. 

“Yes,”  Nancy  said;  “yes.  Look.  This  here  ain’t  burnt.  All 
we  need  to  do  is — ” 

“I  want  to  go  home,”  Jason  said.  “I’m  going  to  tell.” 

“Hush,”  Caddy  said.  We  all  listened.  Nancy’s  head  was  al¬ 
ready  turned  toward  the  barred  door,  her  eyes  filled  with  red 
lamplight.  “Somebody  is  coming,”  Caddy  said. 

Then  Nancy  began  to  make  that  sound  again,  not  loud,  sitting 
there  above  the  fire,  her  long  hands  dangling  between  her  knees; 
all  of  a  sudden  water  began  to  come  out  on  her  face  in  big  drops, 
running  down  her  face,  carrying  in  each  one  a  little  turning  ball 
of  firelight  until  it  dropped  off  her  chin. 

“She’s  not  crying,”  I  said. 

“I  ain’t  crying,”  Nancy  said.  Her  eyes  were  closed.  “I  ain’t 
crying.  Who  is  it?” 

I  don  t  know,”  Caddy  said.  She  went  to  the  door  and  looked 
out.  “We’ve  got  to  go  home  now,”  she  said.  “Here  comes 
father.” 

“I’m  going  to  tell,”  Jason  said.  “You  all  made  me  come.” 

The  water  still  ran  down  Nancy’s  face.  She  turned  in  her 
chair.  “Listen.  Tell  him.  Tell  him  we  going  to  have  fun.  Tell 
him  I  take  good  care  of  you  all  until  in  the  morning.  Tell  him  to 
let  me  come  home  with  you  all  and  sleep  on  the  floor.  Tell  him  I 
won  t  need  no  pallet.  We’ll  have  fun.  You  remember  last  time 
how  we  had  so  much  fun?” 

I  didn  t  have  any  fun,”  Jason  said.  “You  hurt  me.  You  put 
smoke  in  my  eyes.” 

V 

Father  came  in.  He  looked  at  us.  Nancy  did  not  get  up 

“Tell  him,”  she  said.  P 

Caddy  made  us  come  down  here,”  Jason  said.  “I  didn’t 
want  to.” 

Father  came  to  the  fire.  Nancy  looked  up  at  him.  “Can’t  you 
go  to  Aunt  Rachel’s  and  stay?”  he  said.  Nancy  looked  up  at 
father  her  hands  between  her  knees.  “He’s  not  here,”  father 
said.  ‘I  would  have  seen.  There  wasn’t  a  soul  in  sight.” 
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“He  in  the  ditch,”  Nancy  said.  “He  waiting  in  the  ditch 
yonder.” 

“Nonsense,”  father  said.  He  looked  at  Nancy.  “Do  you  know 
he’s  there?” 

“I  got  the  sign,”  Nancy  said. 

“What  sign?” 

“I  got  it.  It  was  on  the  table  when  I  come  in.  It  was  a  hog 
bone,  with  blood  meat  still  on  it,  laying  by  the  lamp.  He’s  out 
there.  When  you  all  walk  out  that  door,  I  gone.” 

“Who’s  gone,  Nancy?”  Caddy  said. 

“I’m  not  a  tattletale,”  Jason  said. 

“Nonsense,”  father  said. 

“He  out  there,”  Nancy  said.  “He  looking  through  that  win¬ 
dow  this  minute,  waiting  for  you  all  to  go.  Then  I  gone.” 

“Nonsense,”  father  said.  “Lock  up  your  house  and  we’ll  take 
you  on  to  Aunt  Rachel’s.” 

“  ’Twon’t  do  no  good,”  Nancy  said.  She  didn’t  look  at  father 
now,  but  he  looked  down  at  her,  at  her  long,  limp,  moving  hands. 

“Putting  it  off  won’t  do  no  good.” 

“Then  what  do  you  want  to  do?”  father  said. 

“I  don’t  know,”  Nancy  said.  “I  can’t  do  nothing.  Just  put  it 
off.  And  that  don’t  do  no  good.  I  reckon  it  belong  to  me.  I 
reckon  what  I  going  to  get  ain’t  no  more  than  mine.” 

“Get  what?”  Caddy  said.  “What’s  yours?” 

“Nothing,”  father  said.  “You  all  must  get  to  bed.” 

“Caddy  made  me  come,”  Jason  said. 

“Go  on  to  Aunt  Rachel’s,”  father  said. 

“It  won’t  do  no  good,”  Nancy  said.  She  sat  before  the  fire, 
her  elbows  on  her  knees,  her  long  hands  between  her  knees. 
“When  even  your  own  kitchen  wouldn’t  do  no  good.  When  even 
if  I  was  sleeping  on  the  floor  in  the  room  with  your  own  children, 
and  the  next  morning  there  I  am,  and  blood  all — ” 

“Hush,”  father  said.  “Lock  the  door  and  put  the  lamp  out 
and  go  to  bed.” 

“I  scared  of  the  dark,”  Nancy  said.  “I  scared  for  it  to  happen 
in  the  dark.” 

“You  mean  you’re  going  to  sit  right  here,  with  the  lamp 
lighted?”  father  said.  Then  Nancy  began  to  make  the  sound 
again,  sitting  before  the  fire,  her  long  hands  between  her  knees. 
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“Ah,  damnation,”  father  said.  “Come  along,  chillen.  It’s  bed¬ 
time.” 

“When  you  all  go,  I  gone,”  Nancy  said.  “I  be  dead  to-morrow. 
I  done  had  saved  up  the  coffin  money  with  Mr.  Lovelady — ” 

Mr.  Lovelady  was  a  short,  dirty  man  who  collected  the  Negro 
insurance,  coming  around  to  the  cabins  and  the  kitchens  every 
Saturday  morning,  to  collect  fifteen  cents.  He  and  his  wife  lived 
in  the  hotel.  One  morning  his  wife  committed  suicide.  They  had 
a  child,  a  little  girl.  After  his  wife  committed  suicide  Mr.  Love¬ 
lady  and  the  child  went  away.  After  a  while  Mr.  Lovelady  came 
back.  We  would  see  him  going  down  the  lanes  on  Saturday 
morning.  He  went  to  the  Baptist  church. 

Father  carried  Jason  on  his  back.  We  went  out  Nancy’s  door; 
she  was  sitting  before  the  fire.  “Come  and  put  the  bar  up,”  fa¬ 
ther  said.  Nancy  didn’t  move.  She  didn’t  look  at  us  again.  We 
left  her  there,  sitting  before  the  fire  with  the  door  opened,  so  that 
it  wouldn’t  happen  in  the  dark. 

“What,  father?”  Caddy  said.  “Why  is  Nancy  scared  of  Jubah? 
What  is  Jubah  going  to  do  to  her?” 

“Jubah  wasn’t  there,”  Jason  said. 

“No,”  father  said.  “He’s  not  there.  He’s  gone  away.” 

“Who  is  it  that’s  waiting  in  the  ditch?”  Caddy  said.  We 
looked  at  the  ditch.  We  came  to  it,  where  the  path  went  down 
into  the  thick  vines  and  went  up  again. 

“Nobody,”  father  said. 

There  was  just  enough  moon  to  see  by.  The  ditch  was  vague, 
thick,  quiet.  “If  he’s  there,  he  can  see  us,  can’t  he?”  Caddy  said. 

“You  made  me  come,”  Jason  said  on  father’s  back.  “I  didn’t 
want  to.” 

The  ditch  was  quite  still,  quite  empty,  massed  with  honey¬ 
suckle.  We  couldn’t  see  Jubah,  any  more  than  we  could  see 
Nancy  sitting  there  in  her  house,  with  the  door  open  and  the 
lamp  burning,  because  she  didn’t  want  it  to  happen  in  the  dark. 
“I  just  done  got  tired,”  Nancy  said.  “I  just  a  nigger.  It  ain’t  no 
fault  of  mine.” 

But  we  could  still  hear  her.  She  began  as  soon  as  we  were 
out  of  the  house,  sitting  there  above  the  fire,  her  long  brown 
hands  between  her  knees.  We  could  still  hear  her  when  we  had 
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crossed  the  ditch,  Jason  high  and  close  and  little  about  father’s 
head. 

Then  we  had  crossed  the  ditch,  walking  out  of  Nancy’s  life. 
Then  her  life  was  sitting  there  with  the  door  open  and  the  lamp 
lit,  waiting,  and  the  ditch  between  us  and  us  going  on,  the  white 
people  going  on,  dividing  the  impinged  lives  of  us  and  Nancy. 
“Who  will  do  our  washing  now,  father?”  I  said. 

“I’m  not  a  nigger,”  Jason  said  on  father’s  shoulders. 

“You’re  worse,”  Caddy  said,  “you  are  a  tattletale.  If  some¬ 
thing  was  to  jump  out,  you’d  be  scairder  than  a  nigger.” 

“I  wouldn’t,”  Jason  said. 

“You’d  cry,”  Caddy  said. 

“Caddy!”  father  said. 

“I  wouldn’t,”  Jason  said. 

“Scairy  cat,”  Caddy  said. 

“Candace!”  father  said. 


BABYLON  REVISITED  1 

By  F.  SCOTT  FITZGERALD 

(From  The  Saturday  Evening  Post ) 

<C  A  ND  where’s  Mr.  Campbell?”  Charlie  asked. 

■lx  “Gone  to  Switzerland.  Mr.  Campbell’s  a  pretty  sick 
man,  Mr.  Wales.” 

“I’m  sorry  to  hear  that.  And  George  Hardt?”  Charlie  in¬ 
quired. 

“Back  in  America,  gone  to  work.” 

“And  where  is  the  snow  bird?” 

“He  was  in  here  last  week.  Anyway,  his  friend,  Mr.  Schaeffer, 
is  in  Paris.” 

Two  familiar  names  from  the  long  list  of  a  year  and  a  half  ago. 
Charlie  scribbled  an  address  in  his  notebook  and  tore  out  the 
page. 

“If  you  see  Mr.  Schaeffer,  give  him  this,”  he  said.  “It’s  my 
brother-in-law’s  address.  I  haven’t  settled  on  a  hotel  yet.” 

He  was  not  really  disappointed  to  find  Paris  was  so  empty. 
But  the  stillness  in  the  bar  was  strange,  almost  portentous. 

It  was  not  an  American  bar  any  more — he  felt  polite  in  it,  and 
not  as  if  he  owned  it.  It  had  gone  back  into  France.  He  had 
felt  the  stillness  from  the  moment  he  got  out  of  the  taxi  and 
saw  the  doorman,  usually  in  a  frenzy  of  activity  at  this  hour, 
gossiping  with  a  chasseur  by  the  servants’  entrance. 

Passing  through  the  corridor,  he  heard  only  a  single,  bored 
voice  in  the  once-clamorous  women’s  room.  When  he  turned  into 
the  bar  he  traveled  the  twenty  feet  of  green  carpet  with  his  eyes 
fixed  straight  ahead  by  old  habit;  and  then,  with  his  foot  firmly 
on  the  rail,  he  turned  and  surveyed  the  room,  encountering  only 
a  single  pair  of  eyes  that  fluttered  up  from  a  newspaper  in  the 
corner.  Charlie  asked  for  the  head  barman,  Paul,  who  in  the 

1  Copyright,  1931,  by  The  Curtis  Publishing  Company. 
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latter  days  of  the  bull  market  had  come  to  work  in  his  own  cus¬ 
tom-built  car — disembarking,  however,  with  due  nicety  at  the 
nearest  corner.  But  Paul  was  at  his  country  house  to-day  and 
Alix  was  giving  him  his  information. 

“No,  no  more.  I’m  going  slow  these  days.” 

Alix  congratulated  him:  “Hope  you  stick  to  it,  Mr.  Wales. 
You  were  going  pretty  strong  a  couple  of  years  ago.” 

“I’ll  stick  to  it  all  right,”  Charlie  assured  him.  “I’ve  stuck  to 
it  for  over  a  year  and  a  half  now.” 

“How  do  you  find  conditions  in  America?” 

“I  haven’t  been  to  America  for  months.  I’m  in  business  in 
Prague,  representing  a  couple  of  concerns  there.  They  don’t 
know  about  me  down  there.”  He  smiled  faintly.  “Remember 
the  night  of  George  Hardt’s  bachelor  dinner  here?  ...  By  the 
way,  what’s  become  of  Claude  Fessenden?” 

Alix  lowered  his  voice  confidentially:  “He’s  in  Paris,  but  he 
doesn’t  come  here  any  more.  Paul  doesn’t  allow  it.  He  ran  up 
a  bill  of  thirty  thousand  francs,  charging  all  his  drinks  and  his 
lunches,  and  usually  his  dinner,  for  more  than  a  year.  And  when 
Paul  finally  told  him  he  had  to  pay,  he  gave  him  a  bad  check.” 

Alix  pressed  his  lips  together  and  shook  his  head. 

“I  don’t  understand  it,  such  a  dandy  fellow.  Now  he’s  all 
bloated  up — ”  He  made  a  plump  apple  of  his  hands. 

A  thin  world,  resting  on  a  common  weakness,  shredded  away 
now  like  tissue  paper.  Turning,  Charlie  saw  a  group  of  effeminate 
young  men  installing  themselves  in  a  corner. 

“Nothing  affects  them,”  he  thought.  “Stocks  rise  and  fall, 
people  loaf  or  work,  but  they  go  on  forever.”  The  place  oppressed 
him.  He  called  for  the  dice  and  shook  with  Alix  for  the  drink. 

“Here  for  long,  Mr.  Wales?” 

“I’m  here  for  four  or  five  days  to  see  my  little  girl.” 

“Oh-h!  You  have  a  little  girl?” 

Outside,  the  fire-red,  gas-blue,  ghost-green  signs  shone  smokily 
through  the  tranquil  rain.  It  was  late  afternoon  and  the  streets 
were  in  movement;  the  bistros  gleamed.  At  the  corner  of  the 
Boulevard  des  Capucines  he  took  a  taxi.  The  Place  de  la  Con¬ 
corde  moved  by  in  pink  majesty;  they  crossed  the  logical  Seine, 
and  Charlie  felt  the  sudden  provincial  quality  of  the  left  bank. 

“I  spoiled  this  city  for  myself,”  he  thought.  “I  didn’t  realize 
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it,  but  the  days  came  along  one  after  another,  and  then  two  years 
were  gone,  and  everything  was  gone,  and  I  was  gone.” 

He  was  thirty-five,  a  handsome  man,  with  the  Irish  mobility 
of  his  face  sobered  by  a  deep  wrinkle  between  his  eyes.  As  he 
rang  his  brother-in-law’s  bell  in  the  Rue  Palatine,  the  wrinkle 
deepened  till  it  pulled  down  his  brows;  he  felt  a  cramping  sensa¬ 
tion  in  his  belly.  From  behind  the  maid  who  opened  the  door 
darted  a  lovely  little  girl  of  nine  who  shrieked  “Daddy!”  and 
flew  up,  struggling  like  a  fish,  into  his  arms.  She  pulled  his  head 
around  by  one  ear  and  set  her  cheek  against  his. 

“My  old  pie,”  he  said. 

“Oh,  daddy,  daddy,  daddy,  daddy,  dads,  dads,  dads!” 

She  drew  him  into  the  salon,  where  the  family  waited,  a  boy 
and  girl  his  daughter’s  age,  his  sister-in-law  and  her  husband.  He 
greeted  Marion  with  his  voice  pitched  carefully  to  avoid  either 
feigned  enthusiasm  or  dislike,  but  her  response  was  more  frankly 
tepid,  and  she  minimized  her  expression  of  unshakable  distrust 
by  directing  her  regard  toward  his  child.  The  two  men  clasped 
hands  in  a  friendly  way  and  Lincoln  Peters  rested  his  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  on  Charlie’s  shoulder. 

The  room  was  warm  and  comfortably  American.  The  three 
children  moved  intimately  about,  playing  through  the  yellow  ob¬ 
longs  that  led  to  other  rooms;  the  cheer  of  six  o’clock  spoke  in 
the  eager  smacks  of  the  fire  and  the  sounds  of  French  activity  in 
the  kitchen.  But  Charlie  did  not  relax;  his  heart  sat  up  rigidly 
in  his  body  and  he  drew  confidence  from  his  daughter,  who  from 
time  to  time  came  close  to  him,  holding  in  her  arms  the  doll  he 
had  brought. 

“Really  extremely  well,”  he  declared  in  answer  to  Lincoln’s 
question.  “There’s  a  lot  of  business  there  that  isn’t  moving  at 
all,  but  we’re  doing  even  better  than  ever.  In  fact,  damn  well. 
I’m  bringing  my  sister  over  from  America  next  month  to  keep 
house  for  me.  In  fact,  my  income  is  bigger  than  it  was  when  I 
had  money.  You  see,  the  Czechs — ” 

His  boasting  was  for  a  specific  purpose;  but  after  a  moment, 
seeing  a  faint  restiveness  in  Lincoln’s  eye,  he  changed  the  subject: 

“Those  are  fine  children  of  yours,  well  brought  up,  good  man¬ 
ners.” 

“We  think  Honoria’s  a  great  little  girl  too.” 
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Marion  Peters  came  back  into  the  little  salon.  She  was  a  tall 
woman  with  worried  eyes,  who  had  once  possessed  a  fresh  Amer¬ 
ican  loveliness.  Charlie  had  never  been  sensitive  to  it  and  was 
always  surprised  when  people  spoke  of  how  pretty  she  had  been. 
From  the  first  there  had  been  an  instinctive  antipathy  between 
them. 

“Well,  how  do  you  find  Honoria?”  she  asked. 

“Wonderful.  I  was  astonished  how  much  she’s  grown  in  ten 
months.  All  the  children  are  looking  well.” 

“We  haven’t  had  a  doctor  for  a  year.  How  do  you  like  being 
back  in  Paris?” 

“It  seems  very  funny  to  see  so  few  Americans  around.” 

“I’m  delighted,”  Marion  said  vehemently.  “Now  at  least  you 
can  go  into  a  store  without  their  assuming  you’re  a  millionaire. 
We’ve  suffered  like  everybody,  but  on  the  whole  it’s  a  good  deal 
pleasanter.” 

“But  it  was  nice  while  it  lasted,”  Charlie  said.  “We  were  a 
sort  of  royalty,  almost  infallible,  with  a  sort  of  magic  around  us. 
In  the  bar  this  afternoon” — he  stumbled,  seeing  his  mistake — 
“there  wasn’t  a  man  I  knew.” 

She  looked  at  him  keenly.  “I  should  think  you’d  have  had 
enough  of  bars.” 

“I  only  stayed  a  minute.  I  take  one  drink  every  afternoon, 
and  no  more.” 

“Don’t  you  want  a  cocktail  before  dinner?”  Lincoln  asked. 

“I  take  only  one  drink  every  afternoon,  and  I’ve  had  that.” 

“I  hope  you  keep  to  it,”  said  Marion. 

Her  dislike  was  evident  in  the  coldness  with  which  she  spoke, 
but  Charlie  only  smiled;  he  had  larger  plans.  Her  very  aggres¬ 
siveness  gave  him  an  advantage,  and  he  knew  enough  to  wait. 
He  wanted  them  to  initiate  the  discussion  of  what  they  knew  had 
brought  him  to  Paris. 

Honoria  was  to  spend  the  following  afternoon  with  him.  At 
dinner  he  couldn’t  decide  whether  she  was  most  like  him  or  her 
mother.  Fortunate  if  she  didn’t  combine  the  traits  of  both  that 
had  brought  them  to  disaster.  A  great  wave  of  protectiveness 
went  over  him.  He  thought  he  knew  what  to  do  for  her.  He 
believed  in  character ;  he  wanted  to  jump  back  a  whole  generation 
and  trust  in  character  again  as  the  eternally  valuable  element. 
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Everything  wore  out  now.  Parents  expected  genius,  or  at  least 
brilliance,  and  both  the  forcing  of  children  and  the  fear  of  forc¬ 
ing  them,  the  fear  of  warping  natural  abilities,  were  poor  substi¬ 
tutes  for  that  long,  careful  watchfulness,  that  checking  and  bal¬ 
ancing  and  reckoning  of  accounts,  the  end  of  which  was  that 
there  should  be  no  slipping  below  a  certain  level  of  duty  and  in¬ 
tegrity. 

That  was  what  the  elders  had  been  unable  to  teach  plausibly 
since  the  break  between  the  generations  ten  or  twelve  years  ago. 

He  left  soon  after  dinner,  but  not  to  go  home.  He  was  curious 
to  see  Paris  by  night  with  clearer  and  more  judicious  eyes.  He 
bought  a  strapontin  for  the  Casino  and  watched  Josephine  Baker 
go  through  her  chocolate  arabesques. 

After  an  hour  he  left  and  strolled  toward  Montmartre,  up  the 
Rue  Pigalle  into  the  Place  Blanche.  The  rain  had  stopped  and 
there  were  a  few  people  in  evening  clothes  disembarking  from 
taxis  in  front  of  cabarets,  and  cocottes  prowling  singly  or  in  pairs, 
and  many  Negroes.  He  passed  a  lighted  door  from  which  issued 
music,  and  stopped  with  the  sense  of  familiarity;  it  was  Brick- 
top’s,  where  he  had  parted  with  so  many  hours  and  so  much 
money.  A  few  doors  farther  on  he  found  another  ancient  rendez¬ 
vous  and  incautiously  put  his  head  inside.  Immediately  an  eager 
orchestra  burst  into  sound,  a  pair  of  professional  dancers  leaped 
to  their  feet  and  a  maitre  d’hotel  swooped  toward  him,  crying, 
“Crowd  just  arriving,  sir!”  But  he  withdrew  quickly. 

“You  have  to  be  damn  drunk,”  he  thought. 

Zelli’s  was  closed,  the  bleak  and  sinister  cheap  hotels  surround¬ 
ing  it  were  dark ;  up  in  the  Rue  Blanche  there  was  more  light  and 
a  local,  colloquial  French  crowd.  The  Poet’s  Cave  had  disap¬ 
peared,  but  the  two  great  mouths  of  the  Cafe  of  Heaven  and  the 
Cafe  of  Hell  still  yawned — even  devoured,  as  he  watched,  the 
meager  contents  of  a  tourist  bus — a  German,  a  Japanese,  and  an 
American  couple  who  glanced  at  him  with  frightened  eyes. 

So  much  for  the  effort  and  ingenuity  of  Montmartre.  All  the 
catering  to  vice  and  waste  was  on  an  utterly  childish  scale,  and 
he  suddenly  realized  the  meaning  of  the  word  “dissipate”— to  dis¬ 
sipate  into  thin  air;  to  make  nothing  out  of  something.  In  the 
little  hours  of  the  night  every  move  from  place  to  place  was  an 
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enormous  human  jump,  an  increase  of  paying  for  the  privilege  of 
slower  and  slower  motion. 

He  remembered  thousand-franc  notes  given  to  an  orchestra  for 
playing  a  single  number,  hundred-franc  notes  tossed  to  a  doorman 
for  calling  a  cab. 

But  it  hadn’t  been  given  for  nothing. 

It  had  been  given,  even  the  most  wildly  squandered  sum,  as  an 
offering  to  destiny  that  he  might  not  remember  the  things  most 
worth  remembering,  the  things  that  now  he  would  always  remem¬ 
ber — his  child  taken  from  his  control,  his  wife  escaped  to  a  grave 
in  Vermont. 

In  the  glare  of  a  brasserie  a  woman  spoke  to  him.  He  bought 
her  some  eggs  and  coffee,  and  then,  eluding  her  encouraging  stare, 
gave  her  a  twenty-franc  note  and  took  a  taxi  to  his  hotel. 

II 

He  woke  upon  a  fine  fall  day — football  weather.  The  depres¬ 
sion  of  yesterday  was  gone  and  he  liked  the  people  on  the  streets. 
At  noon  he  sat  opposite  Honoria  at  the  Grand  Vatel,  the  only  res¬ 
taurant  he  could  think  of  not  reminiscent  of  champagne  dinners 
and  long  luncheons  that  began  at  two  and  ended  in  a  blurred  and 
vague  twilight. 

“Now,  how  about  vegetables?  Oughtn’t  you  to  have  some 
vegetables  ?” 

“Well,  yes.” 

“Here’s  epinards  and  chou-fleur  and  carrots  and  haricots 

“I’d  like  choux-fleurs.” 

“Wouldn’t  you  like  to  have  two  vegetables?” 

“I  usually  only  have  one  at  lunch.” 

The  waiter  was  pretending  to  be  inordinately  fond  of  children. 
“Qu’elle  est  mignonne  la  petite?  Elle  parle  exactment  comme 
une  Jrangaise  ” 

“How  about  dessert?  Shall  we  wait  and  see?” 

The  waiter  disappeared.  Honoria  looked  at  him  expectantly. 

“What  are  we  going  to  do?” 

“First  we’re  going  to  that  toy  store  in  the  Rue  St.  Honore  and 
buy  you  anything  you  like.  And  then  we’re  going  to  the  vaude¬ 
ville  at  the  Empire.” 
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She  hesitated.  “I  like  it  about  the  vaudeville,  but  not  the  toy 
store.” 

“Why  not?” 

“Well,  you  brought  me  this  doll.”  She  had  it  with  her.  “And 
I’ve  got  lots  of  things.  And  we’re  not  rich  any  more,  are  we?” 

“We  never  were.  But  to-day  you  are  to  have  anything  you 
want.” 

“All  right,”  she  agreed  resignedly. 

He  had  always  been  fond  of  her,  but  when  there  had  been  her 
mother  and  a  French  nurse  he  had  been  inclined  to  be  strict;  now 
he  extended  himself,  reached  out  for  a  new  tolerance ;  he  must  be 
both  parents  to  her  and  not  shut  any  of  her  out  of  communica¬ 
tion. 

“I  want  to  get  to  know  you,”  he  said  gravely.  “First  let  me 
introduce  myself.  My  name  is  Charles  J.  Wales,  of  Prague.” 

“Oh,  daddy!”  her  voice  cracked  with  laughter. 

“And  who  are  you,  please?”  he  persisted,  and  she  accepted  a 
role  immediately:  “Honoria  Wales,  Rue  Palatine,  Paris.” 

“Married  or  single?” 

“No,  not  married.  Single.” 

He  indicated  the  doll.  “But  I  see  you  have  a  child,  madame.” 

Unwilling  to  disinherit  it,  she  took  it  to  her  heart  and  thought 
quickly:  “Yes,  I’ve  been  married,  but  I’m  not  married  now.  My 
husband  is  dead.” 

He  went  on  quickly,  “And  the  child’s  name?” 

“Simone.  That’s  after  my  best  friend  at  school.” 

“I’m  very  pleased  that  you’re  doing  so  well  at  school.” 

“I’m  third  this  month,”  she  boasted.  “Elsie” — that  was  her 
cousin — “is  only  about  eighteenth,  and  Richard  is  about  at  the 
bottom.” 

“You  like  Richard  and  Elsie,  don’t  you?” 

“Oh,  yes.  I  like  Richard  quite  well  and  I  like  her  all  right.” 

Cautiously  and  casually  he  asked:  “And  Aunt  Marion  and 
Uncle  Lincoln — which  do  you  like  best?” 

“Oh,  Uncle  Lincoln,  I  guess.” 

He  was  increasingly  aware  of  her  presence.  As  they  came  in, 
a  murmur  of  “What  an  adorable  child”  followed  them,  and  now 
the  people  at  the  next  table  bent  all  their  silences  upon  her,  star¬ 
ing  as  if  she  were  something  no  more  conscious  than  a  flower. 
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“Why  don’t  I  live  with  you?”  she  asked  suddenly.  “Because 
mamma’s  dead?” 

“You  must  stay  here  and  learn  more  French.  It  would  have 
been  hard  for  daddy  to  take  care  of  you  so  well.” 

“I  don’t  really  need  much  taking  care  of  any  more.  I  do  every¬ 
thing  for  myself.” 

Going  out  of  the  restaurant,  a  man  and  a  woman  unexpectedly 
hailed  him! 

“Well,  the  old  Wales!” 

“Hello  there,  Lorraine.  .  .  .  Dune.” 

Sudden  ghosts  out  of  the  past:  Duncan  Schaeffer,  a  friend  from 
college.  Lorraine  Quarries,  a  lovely,  pale  blond  of  thirty;  one  of 
a  crowd  who  had  helped  them  make  months  into  days  in  the  lav¬ 
ish  times  of  two  years  ago. 

“My  husband  couldn’t  come  this  year,”  she  said,  in  answer  to 
his  question.  “We’re  poor  as  hell.  So  he  gave  me  two  hundred 
a  month  and  told  me  I  could  do  my  worst  on  that.  .  .  .  This  your 
little  girl?” 

“What  about  sitting  down?”  Duncan  asked. 

“Can’t  do  it.”  He  was  glad  for  an  excuse.  As  always,  he  felt 
Lorraine’s  passionate,  provocative  attraction,  but  his  own  rhythm 
was  different  now. 

“Well,  how  about  dinner?”  she  asked. 

“I’m  not  free.  Give  me  your  address  and  let  me  call  you.” 

“Charlie,  I  believe  you’re  sober,”  she  said  judicially.  “I  hon¬ 
estly  believe  he’s  sober,  Dune.  Pinch  him  and  see  if  he’s  sober.” 

Charlie  indicated  Honoria  with  his  head.  They  both  laughed. 

“What’s  your  address?”  said  Duncan  skeptically. 

He  hesitated,  unwilling  to  give  the  name  of  his  hotel. 

“I’m  not  settled  yet.  I’d  better  call  you.  We’re  going  to  see 
the  vaudeville  at  the  Empire.” 

“There!  That’s  what  I  want  to  do,”  Lorraine  said.  “I  want 
to  see  some  clowns  and  acrobats  and  jugglers.  That’s  just  what 
we’ll  do,  Dune.” 

“We’ve  got  to  do  an  errand  first,”  said  Charlie.  “Perhaps  we’ll 
see  you  there.” 

“All  right,  you  snob.  .  .  .  Good-by,  beautiful  little  girl.” 

“Good-by.”  Honoria  bobbed  politely. 

Somehow,  an  unpleasant  encounter,  Charlie  thought.  They 
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liked  him  because  he  was  functioning,  because  he  was  serious; 
they  wanted  to  see  him,  because  he  was  stronger  than  they  were 
now,  because  they  wanted  to  draw  a  certain  sustenance  from  his 
strength. 

At  the  Empire,  Honoria  proudly  refused  to  sit  upon  her  father’s 
folded  coat.  She  was  already  an  individual  with  a  code  of  her 
own,  and  Charlie  was  more  and  more  absorbed  by  the  desire  of 
putting  a  little  of  himself  into  her  before  she  crystallized  utterly. 
It  was  hopeless  to  try  to  know  her  in  so  short  a  time. 

Between  the  acts  they  came  upon  Duncan  and  Lorraine  in  the 
lobby  where  the  band  was  playing. 

“Have  a  drink?” 

“All  right,  but  not  up  at  the  bar.  We’ll  take  a  table.” 

“The  perfect  father.” 

Listening  abstractedly  to  Lorraine,  Charlie  watched  Honoria’s 
eyes  leave  them  all,  and  he  followed  them  wistfully  about  the 
room,  wondering  what  they  saw.  He  met  them  and  she  smiled. 

“I  liked  that  lemonade,”  she  said. 

What  had  she  said?  What  had  he  expected?  Going  home  in 
a  taxi  afterward,  he  pulled  her  over  until  her  head  rested  against 
his  chest. 

“Darling,  do  you  ever  think  about  your  mother?” 

“Yes,  sometimes,”  she  answered  vaguely. 

“I  don’t  want  you  to  forget  her.  Have  you  got  a  picture  of 
her?” 

“Yes,  I  think  so.  Anyhow,  Aunt  Marion  has.  Why  don’t  you 
want  me  to  forget  her?” 

“She  loved  you  very  much.” 

“I  loved  her  too.” 

They  were  silent  for  a  moment. 

“Daddy,  I  want  to  come  and  live  with  you,”  she  said  suddenly. 

His  heart  leaped;  he  had  wanted  it  to  come  like  this. 

“Aren’t  you  perfectly  happy?” 

“Yes,  but  I  love  you  better  than  anybody.  And  you  love  me 
better  than  anybody,  don’t  you,  now  that  mummy’s  dead?” 

“Of  course  I  do.  But  you  won’t  always  like  me  best,  honey. 
You’ll  grow  up  and  meet  somebody  your  own  age  and  go  marry 
him  and  forget  you  ever  had  a  daddy.” 

“Yes,  that’s  true,”  she  agreed  tranquilly. 
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He  didn’t  go  in.  He  was  coming  back  at  nine  o’clock  and  he 
wanted  to  keep  himself  fresh  and  new  for  the  thing  he  must  say- 
then. 

“When  you’re  safe  inside,  just  show  yourself  in  that  window.” 

“All  right.  Good-by,  dads,  dads,  dads,  dads.” 

He  waited  in  the  dark  street  until  she  appeared,  all  warm  and 
glowing,  in  the  window  above  and  kissed  her  fingers  out  into  the 
night. 

Ill 

They  were  waiting.  Marion  sat  behind  empty  coffee  cups  in  a 
dignified  black  dinner  dress  that  just  faintly  suggested  mourning. 
Lincoln  was  walking  up  and  down  with  the  animation  of  one  who 
had  already  been  talking.  They  were  as  anxious  as  he  was  to 
get  into  the  question.  He  opened  it  almost  immediately: 

“I  suppose  you  know  what  I  want  to  see  you  about — why  I 
really  came  to  Paris.” 

Marion  fiddled  with  the  glass  grapes  on  her  necklace  and 
frowned. 

“I’m  awfully  anxious  to  have  a  home,”  he  continued.  “And 
I’m  awfully  anxious  to  have  Honoria  in  it.  I  appreciate  your 
taking  in  Honoria  for  her  mother’s  sake,  but  things  have  changed 
now” — he  hesitated  and  then  continued  strongly — “changed  radi¬ 
cally  with  me,  and  I  want  to  ask  you  to  reconsider  the  matter. 
It  would  be  silly  for  me  to  deny  that  about  two  years  ago  I  was 
acting  badly — ” 

Marion  looked  up  at  him  with  hard  eyes. 

“ — but  all  that’s  over.  As  I  told  you,  I  haven’t  had  more  than 
a  drink  a  day  for  over  a  year,  and  I  take  that  drink  deliberately, 
so  that  the  idea  of  alcohol  won’t  get  too  big  in  my  imagination. 
You  see  the  idea?” 

“No,”  said  Marion  succinctly. 

“It’s  a  sort  of  stunt  I  set  myself.  It  keeps  the  matter  in  pro¬ 
portion.” 

“I  get  you,”  said  Lincoln.  “You  don’t  want  to  admit  it’s  got 
any  attraction  for  you.” 

“Something  like  that.  Sometimes  I  forget  and  don’t  take  it. 
But  I  try  to  take  it.  Anyhow,  I  couldn’t  afford  to  drink  in  my 
position.  The  people  I  represent  are  more  than  satisfied  with 
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what  I’ve  done,  and  I’m  bringing  my  sister  over  from  Burlington 
to  keep  house  for  me,  and  I  want  awfully  to  have  Honoria  too. 
You  know  that  even  when  her  mother  and  I  weren’t  getting  along 
well  I  never  let  anything  that  happened  touch  Honoria.  I  know 
she’s  fond  of  me  and  I  know  I’m  able  to  take  care  of  her  and — 
well,  there  you  are.  How  do  you  feel  about  it?” 

He  knew  that  now  he  would  have  to  take  a  beating.  It  would 
last  an  hour  or  two  hours,  and  it  would  be  difficult,  but  if  he 
modulated  his  inevitable  resentment  to  the  chastened  attitude  of 
the  reformed  sinner,  he  might  win  his  point  in  the  end.  “Keep 
your  temper,”  he  told  himself.  “You  don’t  want  to  be  justified. 
You  want  Honoria.” 

Lincoln  spoke  first:  “We’ve  been  talking  it  over  ever  since  we 
got  your  letter  last  month.  We’re  happy  to  have  Honoria  here. 
She’s  a  dear  little  thing,  and  we’re  glad  to  be  able  to  help  her,  but 
of  course  that  isn’t  the  question — ” 

Marion  interrupted  suddenly.  “How  long  are  you  going  to  stay 
sober,  Charlie?”  she  asked. 

“Permanently,  I  hope.” 

“How  can  anybody  count  on  that?” 

“You  know  I  never  did  drink  heavily  until  I  gave  up  business 
and  came  over  here  with  nothing  to  do.  Then  Helen  and  I  began 
to  run  around  with — ” 

“Please  leave  Helen  out  of  it.  I  can’t  bear  to  hear  you  talk 
about  her  like  that.” 

He  stared  at  her  grimly ;  he  had  never  been  certain  how  fond  of 
each  other  the  sisters  were  in  life. 

“My  drinking  only  lasted  about  a  year  and  a  half — from  the 
time  we  came  over  until  I — collapsed.” 

“It  was  time  enough.” 

“It  was  time  enough,”  he  agreed. 

“My  duty  is  entirely  to  Helen,”  she  said.  “I  try  to  think  what 
she  would  have  wanted  me  to  do.  Frankly,  from  the  night  you 
did  that  terrible  thing  you  haven’t  really  existed  for  me.  I  can’t 
help  that.  She  was  my  sister.” 

“Yes.” 

“When  she  was  dying  she  asked  me  to  look  out  for  Honoria. 
If  you  hadn’t  been  in  a  sanitarium  then,  it  might  have  helped 
matters.” 
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He  had  no  answer. 

“I’ll  never  in  my  life  be  able  to  forget  the  morning  when  Helen 
knocked  at  my  door,  soaked  to  the  skin  and  shivering,  and  said 
you’d  locked  her  out.” 

Charlie  gripped  the  sides  of  the  chair.  This  was  more  difficult 
than  he  expected;  he  wanted  to  launch  out  into  a  long  expostu¬ 
lation  and  explanation,  but  he  only  said:  “The  night  I  locked  her 
out — ”  and  she  interrupted,  “I  don’t  feel  up  to  going  over  that 
again.” 

After  a  moment’s  silence  Lincoln  said:  “We’re  getting  off  the 
subject.  You  want  Marion  to  set  aside  her  legal  guardianship 
and  give  you  Honoria.  I  think  the  main  point  for  her  is  whether 
she  has  confidence  in  you  or  not.” 

“I  don’t  blame  Marion,”  Charlie  said  slowly,  “but  I  think  she 
can  have  entire  confidence  in  me.  I  had  a  good  record  up  to 
three  years  ago.  Of  course,  it’s  within  human  possibilities  I  might 
go  wrong  any  time.  But  if  we  wait  much  longer  I’ll  lose  Honoria’s 
childhood  and  my  chance  for  a  home.  I’ll  simply  lose  her,  don’t 
you  see?” 

“Yes,  I  see,”  said  Lincoln. 

“Why  didn’t  you  think  of  all  this  before?”  Marion  asked. 

“I  suppose  I  did,  from  time  to  time,  but  Helen  and  I  were  get¬ 
ting  along  badly.  When  I  consented  to  the  guardianship,  I  was 
flat  on  my  back  in  a  sanitarium  and  the  market  had  cleaned  me 
out  of  every  sou.  I  knew  I’d  acted  badly,  and  I  thought  if  it 
would  bring  any  peace  to  Helen,  I’d  agree  to  anything.  But  now 
it’s  different.  I’m  well,  I’m  functioning,  I’m  behaving  damn  well, 
so  far  as — ” 

“Please  don’t  swear  at  me,”  Marion  said. 

He  looked  at  her,  startled.  With  each  remark  the  force  of  her 
dislike  became  more  and  more  apparent.  She  had  built  up  all 
her  fear  of  life  into  one  wall  and  faced  it  toward  him.  This  triv¬ 
ial  reproof  was  possibly  the  result  of  some  trouble  with  the  cook 
several  hours  before.  Charlie  became  increasingly  alarmed  at 
leaving  Honoria  in  this  atmosphere  of  hostility  against  himself; 
sooner  or  later  it  would  come  out,  in  a  word  here,  a  shake  of  the 
head  there,  and  some  of  that  distrust  would  be  irrevocably  im¬ 
planted  in  Honoria.  But  he  pulled  his  temper  down  out  of  his 
face  and  shut  it  up  inside  him;  he  had  won  a  point,  for  Lincoln 
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realized  the  absurdity  of  Marion’s  remark  and  asked  her  lightly 
since  when  she  had  objected  to  the  word  “damn.” 

“Another  thing,”  Charlie  said:  “I’m  able  to  give  her  certain 
advantages  now.  I’m  going  to  take  a  French  governess  to  Prague 
with  me.  I’ve  got  a  lease  on  a  new  apartment — ” 

He  stopped,  realizing  that  he  was  blundering.  They  couldn’t 
be  expected  to  accept  with  equanimity  the  fact  that  his  income 
was  again  twice  as  large  as  their  own. 

“I  suppose  you  can  give  her  more  luxuries  than  we  can,”  said 
Marion.  “When  you  were  throwing  away  money  we  were  living 
along  watching  every  ten  francs.  ...  I  suppose  you’ll  start 
doing  it  again.” 

“Oh,  no,”  he  said.  “I’ve  learned.  I  worked  hard  for  ten  years, 
you  know — until  I  got  lucky  in  the  market,  like  so  many  people. 
Terribly  lucky.  It  didn’t  seem  any  use  working  any  more,  so  I 
quit.  It  won’t  happen  again.” 

There  was  a  long  silence.  All  of  them  felt  their  nerves  strain¬ 
ing,  and  for  the  first  time  in  a  year  Charlie  wanted  a  drink.  He 
was  sure  now  that  Lincoln  Peters  wanted  him  to  have  his  child. 

Marion  shuddered  suddenly;  part  of  her  saw  that  Charlie’s  feet 
were  planted  on  the  earth  now,  and  her  own  maternal  feeling  rec¬ 
ognized  the  naturalness  of  his  desire;  but  she  had  lived  for  a  long 
time  with  a  prejudice — a  prejudice  founded  on  a  curious  disbelief 
in  her  sister’s  happiness,  and  which,  in  the  shock  of  one  terrible 
night,  had  turned  to  hatred  for  him.  It  had  all  happened  at  a 
point  in  her  life  where  the  discouragement  of  ill-health  and  ad¬ 
verse  circumstances  made  it  necessary  for  her  to  believe  in  tan¬ 
gible  villainy  and  a  tangible  villain. 

“I  can’t  help  what  I  think!”  she  cried  out  suddenly.  “How 
much  you  were  responsible  for  Helen’s  death,  I  don’t  know.  It’s 
something  you’ll  have  to  square  with  your  own  conscience.” 

An  electric  current  of  agony  surged  through  him;  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  he  was  almost  on  his  feet,  an  unuttered  sound  echoing  in  his 
throat.  He  hung  on  to  himself  for  a  moment,  another  moment. 

“Hold  on  there,”  said  Lincoln  uncomfortably.  “I  never 
thought  you  were  responsible  for  that.” 

“Helen  died  of  heart  trouble,”  Charlie  said  dully. 

“Yes,  heart  trouble.”  Marion  spoke  as  if  the  phrase  had  an¬ 
other  meaning  for  her. 
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Then,  in  the  flatness  that  followed  her  outburst,  she  saw  him 
plainly  and  she  knew  he  had  somehow  arrived  at  control  over 
the  situation.  Glancing  at  her  husband,  she  found  no  help  from 
him,  and  as  abruptly  as  if  it  were  a  matter  of  no  importance,  she 
threw  up  the  sponge. 

“Do  what  you  like  I”  she  cried,  springing  up  from  her  chair. 
“She’s  your  child.  I’m  not  the  person  to  stand  in  your  way.  I 
think  if  it  were  my  child  I’d  rather  see  her — ”  She  managed  to 
check  herself.  “You  two  decide  it.  I  can’t  stand  this.  I’m  sick. 
I’m  going  to  bed.” 

She  hurried  from  the  room;  after  a  moment  Lincoln  said: 

“This  has  been  a  hard  day  for  her.  You  know  how  strongly 
she  feels — ”  His  voice  was  almost  apologetic:  “When  a  woman 
gets  an  idea  in  her  head.” 

“Of  course.” 

“It’s  going  to  be  all  right.  I  think  she  sees  now  that  you — can 
provide  for  the  child,  and  so  we  can’t  very  well  stand  in  your  way 
or  Honoria’s  way.” 

“Thank  you,  Lincoln.” 

“I’d  better  go  along  and  see  how  she  is.” 

“I’m  going.” 

He  was  still  trembling  when  he  reached  the  street,  but  a  walk 
down  the  Rue  Bonaparte  to  the  quais  set  him  up,  and  as  he 
crossed  the  Seine,  dotted  with  many  cold  moons,  he  felt  exultant. 
But  back  in  his  room  he  couldn’t  sleep.  The  image  of  Helen 
haunted  him.  Helen  whom  he  had  loved  so  until  they  had  sense¬ 
lessly  begun  to  abuse  each  other’s  love  and  tear  it  into  shreds. 
On  that  terrible  February  night  that  Marion  remembered  so  viv¬ 
idly,  a  slow  quarrel  that  had  gone  on  for  hours.  There  was  a 
scene  at  the  Florida,  and  then  he  attempted  to  take  her  home,  and 
then  Helen  kissed  Ted  Wilder  at  a  table,  and  what  she  had 
hysterically  said.  Charlie’s  departure  and,  on  his  arrival  home, 
his  turning  the  key  in  the  lock  in  wild  anger.  How  could  he 
know  she  would  arrive  an  hour  later  alone,  that  there  would  be  a 
snowstorm  in  which  she  wandered  about  in  slippers  for  an  hour, 
too  confused  to  find  a  taxi?  Then  the  aftermath,  her  escaping 
pneumonia  by  a  miracle,  and  all  the  attendant  horror.  They 
were  “reconciled,”  but  that  was  the  beginning  of  the  end,  and 
Marion,  who  had  seen  with  her  own  eyes  and  who  imagined  it  to 
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be  one  of  many  scenes  from  her  sister’s  martyrdom,  never  for- 
got. 

Going  over  it  again  brought  Helen  nearer,  and  in  the  white, 
soft  light  that  steals  upon  half  sleep  near  morning  he  found  him¬ 
self  talking  to  her  again.  She  said  that  he  was  perfectly  right 
about  Honoria  and  that  she  wanted  Honoria  to  be  with  him.  She 
said  she  was  glad  he  was  being  good  and  doing  better.  She  said 
a  lot  of  other  things — very  friendly  things — but  she  was  in  a 
swing  in  a  white  dress,  and  swinging  faster  and  faster  all  the 
time,  so  that  at  the  end  he  could  not  hear  clearly  all  that  she 
said. 


IV 

He  woke  up  feeling  happy.  The  door  of  the  world  was  open 
again.  He  made  plans,  vistas,  futures  for  Honoria  and  himself, 
but  suddenly  he  grew  sad,  remembering  all  the  plans  he  and  Helen 
had  made.  She  had  not  planned  to  die.  The  present  was  the 
thing — work  to  do  and  some  one  to  love.  But  not  to  love  too 
much,  for  Charlie  had  read  in  D.  H.  Lawrence  about  the  injury 
that  a  father  can  do  to  a  daughter  or  a  mother  to  a  son  by  at¬ 
taching  them  too  closely.  Afterward,  out  in  the  world,  the  child 
would  seek  in  the  marriage  partner  the  same  blind,  unselfish  ten¬ 
derness  and,  failing  in  all  human  probability  to  find  it,  develop  a 
grudge  against  love  and  life. 

It  was  another  bright,  crisp  day.  He  called  Lincoln  Peters  at 
the  bank  where  he  worked  and  asked  if  he  could  count  on  taking 
Honoria  when  he  left  for  Prague.  Lincoln  agreed  that  there  was 
no  reason  for  delay.  One  thing — the  legal  guardianship.  Marion 
wanted  to  retain  that  a  while  longer.  She  was  upset  by  the  whole 
matter,  and  it  would  oil  things  if  she  felt  that  the  situation  was 
still  in  her  control  for  another  year.  Charlie  agreed,  wanting 
only  the  tangible,  visible  child. 

Then  the  question  of  a  governess.  Charlie  sat  in  a  gloomy 
agency  and  talked  to  a  buxom  Breton  peasant  whom  he  knew  he 
couldn’t  endure.  There  were  others  whom  he  could  see  to-mor¬ 
row. 

He  lunched  with  Lincoln  Peters  at  the  Griffon,  trying  to  keep 
down  his  exultation. 

“There’s  nothing  quite  like  your  own  child,”  Lincoln  said.  “But 
you  understand  how  Marion  feels  too.” 
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“She’s  forgotten  how  hard  I  worked  for  seven  years  there,” 
Charlie  said.  “She  just  remembers  one  night.” 

“There’s  another  thing.”  Lincoln  hesitated.  “While  you  and 
Helen  were  tearing  around  Europe  throwing  money  away,  we  were 
just  getting  along.  I  didn’t  touch  any  of  the  prosperity  because 
I  never  got  ahead  enough  to  carry  anything  but  my  insurance.  I 
think  Marion  felt  there  was  some  kind  of  injustice  in  it — you  not 
even  working  and  getting  richer  and  richer.” 

“It  went  just  as  quick  as  it  came,”  said  Charlie. 

“A  lot  did.  And  a  lot  of  it  stayed  in  the  hands  of  chasseurs 
and  saxophone  players  and  maitres  d’hotel — well,  the  big  party’s 
over  now.  I  just  said  that  to  explain  Marion’s  feeling  about  those 
crazy  years.  If  you  drop  in  about  six  o’clock  to-night  before 
Marion’s  too  tired,  we’ll  settle  the  details  on  the  spot.” 

Back  at  his  hotel,  Charlie  took  from  his  pocket  a  pneumatique 
that  Lincoln  had  given  him  at  luncheon.  It  had  been  redirected 
by  Paul  from  the  hotel  bar. 

Dear  Charlie:  You  were  so  strange  when  we  saw  you  the 
other  day  that  I  wondered  if  I  did  something  to  offend  you.  If 
so,  I’m  not  conscious  of  it.  In  fact,  I  have  thought  about  you 
too  much  for  the  last  year,  and  it’s  always  been  in  the  back  of 
my  mind  that  I  might  see  you  if  I  came  over  here.  We  did 
have  such  good  times  that  crazy  spring,  like  the  night  you  and 
I  stole  the  butcher’s  tricycle,  and  the  time  we  tried  to  call  on 
the  president  and  you  had  the  old  derby  and  the  wire  cane. 
Everybody  seems  so  old  lately,  but  I  don’t  feel  old  a  bit. 
Couldn’t  we  get  together  sometime  to-day  for  old  time’s  sake? 
I’ve  got  a  vile  hang-over  for  the  moment,  but  will  be  feeling 
better  this  afternoon  and  will  look  for  you  about  five  at  the 
bar. 

Always  devotedly, 

Lorraine. 

His  first  feeling  was  one  of  awe  that  he  had  actually,  in  his  ma¬ 
ture  years,  stolen  a  tricycle  and  pedaled  Lorraine  all  over  the 
Etoile  between  the  small  hours  and  dawn.  In  retrospect  it  was  a 
nightmare.  Locking  out  Helen  didn’t  fit  in  with  any  other  act 
of  his  life,  but  the  tricycle  incident  did — it  was  one  of  many. 
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How  many  weeks  or  months  of  dissipation  to  arrive  at  that  con¬ 
dition  of  utter  irresponsibility? 

He  tried  to  picture  how  Lorraine  had  appeared  to  him  then — 
very  attractive;  so  much  so  that  Helen  had  been  jealous.  Yester¬ 
day,  in  the  restaurant,  she  had  seemed  trite,  blurred,  worn  away. 
He  emphatically  did  not  want  to  see  her,  and  he  was  glad  no  one 
knew  at  what  hotel  he  was  staying.  It  was  a  relief  to  think  of 
Honoria,  to  think  of  Sundays  spent  with  her  and  of  saying  good 
morning  to  her  and  of  knowing  she  was  there  in  his  house  at  night, 
breathing  quietly  in  the  darkness. 

At  five  he  took  a  taxi  and  bought  presents  for  all  the  Peterses — 
a  piquant  cloth  doll,  a  box  of  Roman  soldiers,  flowers  for  Marion, 
big  linen  handkerchiefs  for  Lincoln. 

He  saw,  when  he  arrived  in  the  apartment,  that  Marion  had 
accepted  the  inevitable.  She  greeted  him  now  as  though  he  were 
a  recalcitrant  member  of  the  family,  rather  than  a  menacing  out¬ 
sider.  Honoria  had  been  told  she  was  going,  and  Charlie  was 
glad  to  see  that  her  tact  was  sufficient  to  conceal  her  excessive 
happiness.  Only  on  his  lap  did  she  whisper  her  delight  and  the 
question  “When?”  before  she  slipped  away. 

He  and  Marion  were  alone  for  a  minute  in  the  room,  and  on  an 
impulse  he  spoke  out  boldly: 

“Family  quarrels  are  bitter  things.  They  don’t  go  according 
to  my  rules.  They’re  not  like  aches  or  wounds;  they’re  more 
like  splits  in  the  skin  that  won’t  heal  because  there’s  not  enough 
material.  I  wish  you  and  I  could  be  on  better  terms.” 

“Some  things  are  hard  to  forget,”  she  answered.  “It’s  a  ques¬ 
tion  of  confidence.  If  you  behave  yourself  in  the  future  I  won’t 
have  any  criticism.”  There  was  no  answer  to  this,  and  presently 
she  asked,  “When  do  you  propose  to  take  her?” 

“As  soon  as  I  can  get  a  governess.  I  hoped  the  day  after  to¬ 
morrow.” 

“That’s  impossible.  I’ve  got  to  get  her  things  in  shape.  Not 
before  Saturday.” 

He  yielded.  Coming  back  into  the  room,  Lincoln  offered  him 
a  drink. 

“I’ll  take  my  daily  whisky,”  he  said. 

It  was  warm  here,  it  was  a  home,  people  together  by  a  fire. 
The  children  felt  very  safe  and  important;  the  mother  and  father 


F.  SCOTT  FITZGERALD 


139 


were  serious,  watchful.  They  had  things  to  do  for  the  children 
more  important  than  his  visit  here.  A  spoonful  of  medicine  was, 
after  all,  more  important  than  the  strained  relations  between 
Marion  and  himself.  They  were  not  dull  people,  but  they  were 
very  much  in  the  grip  of  life  and  circumstances,  and  their  gestures 
as  they  turned  in  a  cramped  space  lacked  largeness  and  grace. 
He  wondered  if  he  couldn’t  do  something  to  get  Lincoln  out  of 
that  rut  at  the  bank. 

There  was  a  long  peal  at  the  doorbell;  the  maid  crossed  the 
room  and  went  down  the  corridor.  The  door  opened  upon  an¬ 
other  long  ring,  and  then  voices,  and  the  three  in  the  salon  looked 
up  expectantly;  Richard  moved  to  bring  the  corridor  within  his 
range  of  vision,  and  Marion  rose.  Then  the  maid  came  along 
the  corridor,  closely  followed  by  the  voices,  which  developed 
under  the  light  into  Duncan  Schaeffer  and  Lorraine  Quarries. 

They  were  gay,  they  were  hilarious,  they  were  roaring  with 
laughter.  For  a  moment  Charlie  was  astounded;  then  he  realized 
they  had  got  the  address  he  had  left  at  the  bar. 

“Ah-h-h!”  Duncan  wagged  his  finger  roguishly  at  Charlie. 
“Ah-h-h!” 

They  both  slid  down  into  another  cascade  of  laughter.  Anxious 
and  at  a  loss,  Charlie  shook  hands  with  them  quickly  and  pre¬ 
sented  them  to  Lincoln  and  Marion.  Marion  nodded,  scarcely 
speaking.  She  had  drawn  back  a  step  toward  the  fire;  her  little 
girl  stood  beside  her,  and  Marion  put  an  arm  about  her  shoulder. 

With  growing  annoyance  at  the  intrusion,  Charlie  waited  for 
them  to  explain  themselves.  After  some  concentration  Duncan 
said: 

“We  came  to  take  you  to  dinner.  Lorraine  and  I  insist  that  all 
this  shi-shi,  cagy  business  got  to  stop.” 

Charlie  came  closer  to  them,  as  if  to  force  them  backward  down 

the  corridor. 

“Sorry,  but  I  can’t.  Tell  me  where  you’ll  be  and  we’ll  call  you 
in  half  an  hour.” 

This  made  no  impression.  Lorraine  sat  down  suddenly  on  the 
side  of  a  chair,  and  focusing  her  eyes  on  Richard,  cried,  Oh, 
what  a  nice  little  boy!  Come  here,  little  boy.”  Richard  glanced 
at  his  mother,  but  did  not  move.  With  a  perceptible  shrug  of  her 
shoulders,  Lorraine  turned  back  to  Charlie: 
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“Come  on  out  to  dinner.  Be  yourself,  Charlie.  Come  on.” 

“How  about  a  little  drink?”  said  Duncan  to  the  room  at  large. 

Lincoln  Peters  had  been  somewhat  uneasily  occupying  himself 
by  swinging  Honoria  from  side  to  side  with  her  feet  off  the 
ground. 

“I’m  sorry,  but  there  isn’t  a  thing  in  the  house,”  he  said.  “We 
just  this  minute  emptied  the  only  bottle.” 

“All  the  more  reason  coming  to  dinner,”  Lorraine  assured 
Charlie. 

“I  can’t,”  said  Charlie  almost  sharply.  “You  two  go  have 
dinner  and  I’ll  phone  you.” 

“Oh,  you  will,  will  you?”  Her  voice  became  suddenly  unpleas¬ 
ant.  “All  right,  we’ll  go  along.  But  I  remember,  when  you  used 
to  hammer  on  my  door,  I  used  to  be  enough  of  a  good  sport  to 
give  you  a  drink.  Come  on,  Dune.” 

Still  in  slow  motion,  with  blurred,  angry  faces,  with  uncertain 
feet,  they  retired  along  the  corridor. 

“Good  night,”  Charlie  said. 

“Good  night!”  responded  Lorraine  emphatically. 

When  he  went  back  into  the  salon  Marion  had  not  moved,  only 
now  her  son  was  standing  in  the  circle  of  her  other  arm.  Lincoln 
was  still  swinging  Honoria  back  and  forth  like  a  pendulum  from 
side  to  side. 

“What  an  outrage!”  Charlie  broke  out.  “What  an  absolute 
outrage!” 

Neither  of  them  answered.  Charlie  dropped  into  an  armchair, 
picked  up  his  drink,  set  it  down  again  and  said: 

“People  I  haven’t  seen  for  two  years  having  the  colossal 
nerve — ” 

He  broke  off.  Marion  had  made  the  sound  “Oh!  ”  in  one  swift, 
furious  breath,  turned  her  body  from  him  with  a  jerk  and  left 
the  room. 

Lincoln  set  down  Honoria  carefully. 

“You  children  go  in  and  start  your  soup,”  he  said,  and  when 
they  obeyed,  he  said  to  Charlie: 

“Marion’s  not  well  and  she  can’t  stand  shocks.  That  kind  of 
people  make  her  really  physically  sick.” 

“I  didn’t  tell  them  to  come  here.  They  wormed  this  address 
out  of  Paul  at  the  bar.  They  deliberately — ” 
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“Well,  it’s  too  bad.  It  doesn’t  help  matters.  Excuse  me  a 
minute.” 

Left  alone,  Charlie  sat  tense  in  his  chair.  In  the  next  room  he 
could  hear  the  children  eating,  talking  in  monosyllables,  already 
oblivious  of  the  scene  among  their  elders.  He  heard  a  murmur 
of  conversation  from  a  farther  room  and  then  the  ticking  bell  of 
a  phone  picked  up,  and  in  a  panic  he  moved  to  the  other  side  of 
the  room  and  out  of  earshot. 

In  a  minute  Lincoln  came  back.  “Look  here,  Charlie.  I  think 
we’d  better  call  off  dinner  for  to-night.  Marion’s  in  bad  shape.” 

“Is  she  angry  with  me?” 

“Sort  of,”  he  said,  almost  roughly.  “She’s  not  strong  and — ” 

“You  mean  she’s  changed  her  mind  about  Honoria?” 

“She’s  pretty  bitter  right  now.  I  don’t  know.  You  phone  me 
at  the  bank  to-morrow.” 

“I  wish  you’d  explain  to  her  I  never  dreamed  these  people 
would  come  here.  I’m  just  as  sore  as  you  are.” 

“I  couldn’t  explain  anything  to  her  now.” 

Charlie  got  up.  He  took  his  coat  and  hat  and  started  down 
the  corridor.  Then  he  opened  the  door  of  the  dining  room  and 
said  in  a  strange  voice,  “Good  night,  children.” 

Honoria  rose  and  ran  around  the  table  to  hug  him. 

“Good  night,  sweetheart,”  he  said  vaguely,  and  then  trying  to 
make  his  voice  more  tender,  trying  to  conciliate  something,  “Good 
night,  dear  children.” 

V 

Charlie  went  directly  to  the  bar  with  the  furious  idea  of  find¬ 
ing  Lorraine  and  Duncan,  but  they  were  not  there,  and  he  realized 
that  in  any  case  there  was  nothing  he  could  do.  He  had  not 
touched  his  drink  at  the  Peterses’,  and  now  he  ordered  a  whisky- 
and-soda.  Paul  came  over  to  say  hello. 

“It’s  a  great  change,”  he  said  sadly.  “We  do  about  half  the 
business  we  did.  So  many  fellows  I  hear  about  back  in  the  States 
lost  everything,  maybe  not  in  the  first  crash,  but  then  in  the  sec¬ 
ond,  and  now  when  everything  keeps  going  down.  Your  friend 
George  Hardt  lost  every  cent,  I  hear.  Are  you  back  in  the 
States?” 

“No,  I’m  in  business  in  Prague.” 
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“I  heard  that  you  lost  a  lot  in  the  crash.” 

“I  did,”  and  he  added  grimly,  “but  I  lost  everything  I  wanted 
in  the  boom.” 

“Selling  short.” 

“Something  like  that.” 

Again  the  memory  of  those  days  swept  over  him  like  a  night¬ 
mare — the  people  they  had  met  traveling;  then  people  who 
couldn’t  add  a  row  of  figures  or  speak  a  coherent  sentence.  The 
little  man  Helen  had  consented  to  dance  with  at  the  ship’s  party, 
who  had  insulted  her  ten  feet  from  the  table;  the  human  mosaic 
of  pearls  who  sat  behind  them  at  the  Russian  ballet  and,  when 
the  curtain  rose  on  a  scene,  remarked  to  her  companion :  “Luffly ; 
just  luffly.  Zomebody  ought  to  baint  a  bicture  of  it.”  Men  who 
locked  their  wives  out  in  the  snow,  because  the  snow  of  twenty- 
nine  wasn’t  real  snow.  If  you  didn’t  want  it  to  be  snow,  you 
just  paid  some  money. 

He  went  to  the  phone  and  called  the  Peters  apartment;  Lin¬ 
coln  himself  answered. 

“I  called  up  because,  as  you  can  imagine,  this  thing  is  on  my 
mind.  Has  Marion  said  anything  definite?” 

“Marion’s  sick,”  Lincoln  answered  shortly.  “I  know  this  thing 
isn’t  altogether  your  fault,  but  I  can’t  have  her  go  to  pieces  about 
this.  I’m  afraid  we’ll  have  to  let  it  slide  for  six  months;  I  can’t 
take  the  chance  of  working  her  up  to  this  state  again.” 

“I  see.” 

“I’m  sorry,  Charlie.” 

He  went  back  to  his  table.  His  whisky  glass  was  empty,  but 
he  shook  his  head  when  Alix  looked  at  it  questioningly.  There 
wasn’t  much  he  could  do  now  except  send  Honoria  some  things; 
he  would  send  her  a  lot  of  things  to-morrow.  He  thought  rather 
angrily  that  that  was  just  money — he  had  given  so  many  people 
money. 

“No,  no  more,”  he  said  to  another  waiter.  “What  do  I  owe 
you?” 

He  would  come  back  some  day;  they  couldn’t  make  him  pay 
forever.  But  he  wanted  his  child,  and  nothing  was  much  good 
now,  beside  that  fact.  He  wasn’t  young  any  more,  with  a  lot  of 
nice  thoughts  and  dreams  to  have  by  himself.  He  was  absolutely 
sure  Helen  wouldn’t  have  wanted  him  to  be  so  alone. 


ONE  WITH  SHAKESPEARE1 

By  MARTHA  FOLEY 

(From  Story) 

YES,  Miss  Cox  was  there,  sitting  at  her  desk  in  the  almost 
empty  classroom.  Elizabeth  took  in  the  theme  she  had  writ¬ 
ten  to  make  up  for  a  class  missed  because  of  illness. 

A  description  of  people  under  changing  circumstances  was  the 
assignment. 

Elizabeth  had  chosen  immigrants  arriving  at  a  Boston  dock. 
She  had  got  quite  excited  as  she  wrote  about  the  black-eyed 
women  and  their  red  and  blue  dresses,  the  swarthy  men  and 
their  earrings  and  the  brightness  of  a  faraway  Mediterranean 
land  slipping  off  a  rocking  boat  to  be  lost  in  the  grayness  of  Bos¬ 
ton  streets. 

Elizabeth  had  liked  writing  this  theme  better  than  anything 
she  had  done  since  the  description  of  a  sunset.  Amethyst  and 
rose  with  a  silver  ribbon  of  river.  Elizabeth  shivered.  A  silver 
ribbon — that  was  lovely.  And  so  was  scarlet  kerchief  in  the 
night  of  her  hair  in  this  theme.  Words  were  so  beautiful. 

Miss  Cox  read  the  new  theme,  a  red  pencil  poised  in  her  au¬ 
thoritative  fingers.  Miss  Cox  was  so  strong.  She  was  strongest 
of  all  the  teachers  in  the  school.  Stronger  even  than  the  two 
men  teachers,  Mr.  Carpenter  of  physics  and  Mr.  Cattell  of  math. 
A  beautiful  strongness.  Thought  of  Miss  Cox  made  Elizabeth 
feel  as  she  did  when  two  bright  shiny  words  suddenly  sprang  to¬ 
gether  to  make  a  beautiful,  a  perfect  phrase. 

Elizabeth  was  glad  she  had  Miss  Cox  as  an  English  teacher 
and  not  Miss  Foster  any  more.  Miss  Foster  had  made  the  class 
last  year  count  the  number  of  times  certain  words  occurred  in 
Poor  Richard’s  Almanac  to  be  sure  they  read  the  book  right 
through  word  for  word.  And  the  words  were  all  so  ugly.  Like 
the  picture  of  Benjamin  Franklin.  But  Miss  Cox  made  you  feel 

1  Copyright,  1931,  by  Whit  Burnett  and  Martha  Foley. 
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the  words.  As  when  she  read  from  the  “Tale  of  Two  Cities”  in 
her  deep  singing  voice,  “this  is  a  better  thing  than  I  have  ever 
done.”  Poor  Sydney  Carton. 

Miss  Cox  had  finished  the  second  page  of  the  theme.  She  was 
looking  up  at  Elizabeth,  her  small  dark  blue  eyes  lighting  up  her 
glasses. 

“Let  me  give  you  a  pointer,  my  dear.” 

Elizabeth  automatically  looked  toward  the  blackboard  ledge 
at  the  chalky  pointer  until  the  words  “my  dear”  bit  into  her 
mind.  My  dear!  Miss  Cox  had  called  her  “my  dear.” 

“You  have  a  spark  of  the  divine  fire,”  Miss  Cox  said.  “You 
should  make  writing  your  vocation.” 

Elizabeth  flamed.  Miss  Cox,  “my  dear,”  themes  about  immi¬ 
grants,  blackboards  and  desks  whirled  and  fused  in  the  divine 
fire. 

Miss  Cox  marked  A  in  the  red  pencil  at  the  top  of  the  theme 
and  Elizabeth  said  thank  you  and  went  away. 

Elizabeth  went  back  to  her  desk  in  the  III  A  classroom  which 
was  in  charge  of  Miss  Perry.  Miss  Perry  was  her  Greek  teacher 
as  well  as  her  room  teacher.  Somehow  Miss  Perry  made  Eliza¬ 
beth  hate  Greek.  Elizabeth  liked  to  think  of  Greece.  White  and 
gold  in  a  blue  yEgean.  I,  Sappho.  Wailing  Trojan  women. 
Aristotle  and  Plato  and  Socrates.  Grace  and  brains  said  her  fa¬ 
ther  of  the  men.  But  that  was  outside  of  Greek  class.  To  Miss 
Perry  Greece  was  the  aorist  of  tithemi  and  Xenophon’s  march  in 
the  Anabasis.  Elizabeth  always  said  to  herself  as  she  came  into 
the  III  A  room:  “I  hate  Miss  Perry,  the  aorist  and  Xenophon. 
Oh,  how  I  hate  them!” 

But  this  morning  Elizabeth  only  pitied  Miss  Perry.  She  had 
no  spark  of  the  divine  fire,  poor  thing. 

Greek  was  the  first  class  this  morning.  Elizabeth  didn’t  care. 
She  should  make  writing  her  vocation.  That  was  something  Miss 
Perry  could  never  do.  If  she  were  called  on  for  the  list  of  irregu¬ 
lar  verbs  this  morning  she  would  like  to  tell  Miss  Perry  that.  It 
would  explain  why  she  hadn’t  studied  her  Greek  homelesson. 
Why  should  she  be  bothered  with  conjugations  when  she  had  to 
describe  blue  and  red  men  arriving  on  an  alien  shore? 

“Now,  Miss  Morris,  will  you  please  give  me  the  principal  parts 
of  the  verb  to  give.” 
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That  was  didomi.  But  what  was  the  perfect  tense?  Divine 
fire,  divine  fire. 

“If  you  don’t  know,  you  may  sit  down.  But  I  warn  you  that 
unless  you  do  your  homelessons  better  you  are  not  going  to  pass 
this  month.” 

Divine  fire,  divine  fire. 

The  second  hour  was  study  class.  Under  Miss  Pratt  with  the 
ugly  bulb  of  a  nose,  splotchy  face  and  eternal  smile.  Miss  Pratt 
taught  something  or  another  to  the  younger  girls  down  in  the 
sixth  class.  She  always  smiled  at  Elizabeth  but  Elizabeth  seldom 
smiled  back.  Her  smile  never  means  anything,  thought  Eliza¬ 
beth. 

Elizabeth  dumped  her  books  down  on  her  desk  in  Miss  Pratt’s 
room.  She  opened  Vergil  to  the  part  she  liked.  Where  Aeneas 
told  Dido  the  story  of  his  wandering  while  the  stars  waned  and 
drooped  in  the  sky.  It  was  not  her  lesson.  She  had  had  that 
months  ago.  But  she  liked  going  back  over  it  just  as  she  liked 
the  beginning  of  the  first  book.  Great  bearded  ASneas  rang  out 
in  arma  virumque  cano.  That  was  strong.  She  would  write 
strong  some  day.  Strong  like  Vergil  and  fine  like  Swinburne.  I 
will  go  back  to  the  great  sweet  mother,  mother  and  lover  of  men, 
the  sea.  Swinburne  had  divine  fire.  Keats.  Shelley,  hail  to 
thee,  blithe  spirit.  And  Masefield  whose  autograph  she  had 
bought  for  five  shillings,  not  to  help  the  British  but  to  have  a  bit 
of  the  man  who  wrote  The  Widow  in  the  Bye  Street. 

Elizabeth  looked  out  into  the  school  courtyard.  Fine  green 
shoots.  Yellow  on  the  laburnum.  Spring  was  here.  Divine  fire, 
divine  fire. 

“Miss  Morris,  haven’t  you  any  work  to  do?” 

Miss  Pratt  smiling.  Nasty,  nasty  smiling.  Didn’t  she  know 
whom  she  was  talking  to  like  that?  A  great  writer.  A  girl  who 
would  be  famous.  Let  her  ask  Miss  Cox.  Why  I  have  a  spark 
of  the  divine  fire.  I  am  one  with  Shakespeare  and  Keats,  Thack¬ 
eray  and  Bronte  and  all  the  other  great  writers. 

Elizabeth  plumped  her  head  in  her  hands  and  stared  at  the 
Latin  page.  Opposite  was  an  illustration  of  an  old  statue,  sup¬ 
posed  to  be  Dido.  Further  on  was  a  pen  and  ink  sketch  of  Dido 
mounting  the  funeral  pyre.  Further  on  was  a  sketch  of  /Eneas 
nearing  Rome.  Further  on  was  the  vocabulary.  Then  the  end 
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of  the  book.  Elizabeth  turned,  page  by  page.  She  could  not 
study  and  if  she  looked  out  the  window  at  Spring  again  Miss 
Pratt  would  be  nasty. 

“Please,  Miss  Pratt,  may  I  go  to  the  library?” 

“Must  you  go  to  the  library?  What  for?” 

“I  have  a  reference  in  my  history  lesson  to  look  up  in  the  ency¬ 
clopaedia.” 

“Very  well.” 

The  library  was  large  and  quiet.  A  whole  floor  above  Miss 
Pratt  and  the  study  class.  It  was  divided  off  into  alcoves.  His¬ 
tory  in  one.  Encyclopaedias  in  another.  Languages,  sciences. 
Fiction  and  poetry  were  in  the  farthest  end  which  opened  out  to¬ 
ward  the  Fenway.  The  Fenway  with  its  river  and  wide  sky  where 
Elizabeth  liked  to  walk  alone. 

Elizabeth  had  read  all  the  fiction  and  all  the  poetry.  All  of 
Jane  Austen  and  “The  Sorrows  of  Werther”  and  lots  of  other 
books  which  had  nothing  to  do  with  her  classes.  She  was  always 
afraid  one  of  her  teachers  would  come  in  some  day  during  study 
class  and  ask  her  what  she  was  reading  that  book  for.  But  that 
had  never  happened.  And  the  librarian  never  paid  any  attention 
to  her. 

Now  she  went  into  the  fiction  and  poetry  alcove  and  sat  on  a 
small  shelf  ladder.  She  looked  out  the  window  at  the  long  line 
of  poplars  rimming  the  fens.  What  would  she  call  them  if  she 
were  writing  about  them?  Black  sentinels  against  the  sky.  Oh, 
beautiful,  oh,  beautiful!  That  was  the  divine  fire. 

There  was  ancient  history  with  Miss  Tudor  who  had  had  the 
smallpox  and  it  showed  all  over  her  face,  and  geometry  with  Mr. 
Cattell  who  had  a  gray  beard  and  gray  eyes  and  gray  clothes  and 
gray  manner.  Elizabeth  liked  that,  gray  manner.  That  was 
what  the  Advanced  English  Composition  called  penetrating  analy¬ 
sis  of  character.  She  would  do  lots  of  penetrating  analysis  when 
she  wrote  in  earnest. 

She  would  write  novels,  the  greatest,  most  moving  novels  ever 
written,  like  “Jean  Christophe,”  Elizabeth  was  deciding  when  the 
bell  rang  for  the  end  of  the  history  lesson.  And  in  between  the 
novels  she  would  write  fine  medallions  of  short  stories  like  Tche- 
kov’s,  Elizabeth  told  herself  when  the  bell  rang  for  the  end  of 
the  geometry  lesson.  And  she  would  always  write  lovely  poems 
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in  between  the  novels  and  the  short  stories,  she  was  thinking 
when  the  bell  rang  for  the  end  of  the  school  day. 

Elizabeth  walked  past  Miss  Cox’s  room  on  her  way  out  of  the 
building.  She  slowed  down  her  steps  as  she  came  to  the  door. 
Miss  Cox  was  putting  away  her  things  in  the  drawer  of  her  desk. 
Elizabeth  would  dedicate  her  first  book  to  Miss  Cox.  To  Miss 
Eleanor  G.  Cox  this  book  is  gratefully  dedicated  by  the  author. 

Eileen  and  Ruth  were  waiting  for  Elizabeth  at  the  entrance. 
Eileen  was  the  cousin  of  a  famous  poet  and  her  mother  was  an 
anarchist.  Elizabeth  liked  the  thought  of  any  one  being  an  an¬ 
archist.  It  sounded  so  much  more  beautiful  than  being  a  Demo¬ 
crat  or  a  Republican.  And  Ruth,  who  was  a  class  ahead,  had  al¬ 
ready  had  her  poems  printed  in  the  Transcript.  Four  times.  And 
one  of  the  poems  had  been  reprinted  by  William  Stanley  Braith- 
waite  in  his  anthology.  Oh,  they  were  going  to  be  great  and 
famous,  all  three. 

“Let’s  walk  home  and  save  our  fares  for  fudge  sundaes,”  said 
Eileen. 

“All  right,  only  I  am  going  to  have  pineapple,”  said  Ruth. 

“I’ll  go  with  you  but  I  won’t  have  any  sundae,”  Elizabeth  said. 
“I’m  going  to  save  my  fares  this  week  to  buy  Miss  Cox  flowers.” 

“You  have  a  crush  on  Miss  Cox.” 

“Perhaps  I  have  and  perhaps  I  haven’t.  Anyway  she  said 
something  wonderful  to  me  this  morning. 

“She  said  I  had  a  spark  of  the  divine  fire  and  should  make 
writing  my  vocation.” 

“Oh,  that  is  wonderful.  She  never  told  me  that,  not  even  after 
Mr.  Braithwaite  took  one  of  my  poems  for  his  anthology.” 

“This  is  the  happiest  day  of  my  life.  Even  when  I  have  writ¬ 
ten  many  books  and  proved  Miss  Cox’s  faith  in  me,  I  shall  always 
look  back  to  this  day.  I  never  expected  to  be  so  wonderfully 
happy.” 

The  three  girls,  arm  in  arm,  walked  through  the  Fenway. 

“I  tell  you,  let’s  not  get  sundaes.  Since  Elizabeth’s  saving  her 
money,  it  isn’t  fair  to  go  in  and  eat  them  right  before  her.  Let  s 
you,  Ruth,  and  I  buy  some  of  those  big  frosted  doughnuts  and 
some  bananas  and  eat  them  on  the  Charles  River  esplanade. 
Then  Elizabeth  can  have  some  too.” 

“All  right,  and  we  can  watch  the  sun  set.” 
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“Oh,  but  that’s  what  isn’t  fair.  To  save  my  money  and  then 
eat  up  what  you  buy.” 

“Next  time  you  can  give  us  something.” 

Elizabeth  loved  the  Charles  River.  It  always  hurt  her  to  think 
that  it  was  on  a  Charles  River  bridge  that  Longfellow  should 
have  made  up  “I  stood  on  the  bridge  at  midnight.”  Perhaps  that 
wasn’t  so  bad,  but  so  many  parodies  of  the  poem  had  ridiculed 
the  river.  Once  Elizabeth  had  written  a  “Letter  to  a  River.” 
Elizabeth  pretended  she  was  away  off  somewhere,  like  in  New 
York,  and  was  writing  to  the  river  to  tell  how  much  she  missed  its 
beauty.  She  had  put  so  many  lovely  phrases  in  it,  she  thought, 
and  she  couldn’t  understand  why  the  editor  of  the  Atlantic 
Monthly  had  sent  it  back  to  her.  But  great  writers  always  had 
many  rejections  first.  That  Scottish  writer  in  whose  eyes  Ruth 
said  she  saw  his  soul,  had  said  in  his  lecture  that  to  write  greatly, 
one  must  first  suffer  greatly. 

How  she  had  suffered,  thought  Elizabeth.  Her  math  and  Greek 
teachers  were  so  cruel  to  her.  She  who  had  a  spark  of  divine  fire 
to  be  treated  as  they  treated  her.  Tears  came  to  her  eyes.  And 
now,  when  she  was  tired,  she  was  walking  home  instead  of  riding 
so  she  could  buy  Miss  Cox  flowers.  Pink  sweetheart  roses.  Little 
tight  knots  of  flowers.  That  was  suffering  and  sacrifice.  But  it 
was  for  love  as  well  as  for  literature. 

“I  felt  the  rhythm  of  the  universe  last  night,”  Ruth  was  say¬ 
ing.  “I  was  sitting  on  the  roof  in  the  dark  and  I  felt  the  night 
all  around  me.” 

“That  makes  me  think  of  swiftly  walk  over  the  western  wave, 
spirit  of  night.  But  it  always  bothers  me  that  the  wave  is  to  the 
east  in  Boston,”  said  Eileen.  “Otherwise  I  like  that  poem  very 
much.” 

“The  rhythm  of  the  universe?  What  do  you  mean?” 

“Oh,  you  know.  The  way  some  one  said  the  stars  swing  round 
in  their  courses.  And  that’s  why  I  never,  never  want  to  study 
astronomy.  I  want  only  to  imagine  the  stars.  That’s  so  much 
more  beautiful  than  any  facts  about  them  can  ever  be.” 

“I  don’t  agree  with  you  at  all.  Why,  when  you  think  that  the 
light  of  the  nearest  star  started  coming  to  you  three  years  ago 
and  what  you  were  doing  then  and  how  this  minute  some  star  is 
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starting  to  send  you  light,  that  may  not  get  to  you  until  far  away 
and  old  and — ” 

“Stop!  Don’t  give  me  facts  about  the  stars!  You  can  have 
those  facts  about  your  stars,  if  you  want.  But  leave  me  my  stars 
to  love  as  I  please.” 

“Oh,  very  well.  There,  now  the  sky  is  coloring.  See  that 
lovely  clear  green  high  up.  Pretty  soon  the  deep  colors  will  come. 
My,  these  frosted  doughnuts  are  good.  Much  better  than  any 
near  where  we  live.” 

“There’s  the  first  light  on  the  other  bank.  Over  near  the  Tech 
building.” 

That  was  what  it  was  to  have  a  spark  of  divine  fire.  Eliza¬ 
beth’s  thoughts  flowed  on  with  the  darkening  river.  She  could 
put  all  this,  the  river  and  the  sky  colors  and  the  lights  into  writ¬ 
ing.  People  would  feel  the  loveliness  of  the  world  as  they  had 
never  felt  it  before.  People  would  no  longer  walk  with  their 
heads  bent  to  the  street  when  there  was  a  sunset  to  be  seen. 
What  have  you  done  to  her,  masters  of  men,  that  her  head  should 
be  bowed  down  thus,  thus  in  the  deepening  twilight  and  golden 
angelus?  Her  father  said  Noyes  wrote  maudlin  singsong.  It 
was  jingly  sometimes  but  she  did  like  it.  And  too  many  heads 
were  bowed  down,  you  masters  of  men. 

“Mother’ll  scold  me  if  I  stay  any  later,”  said  Eileen. 

“And  my  mother  said  she  wouldn’t  get  me  a  new  dress  for  the 
class  party  if  I  came  home  late  again.” 

“Yes,  we  must  all  be  going.  But  isn’t  it  nice  to  think  when 
you  wake  up  at  home  in  bed  at  night  that  the  river  is  out  here, 
creeping  on  and  on  under  the  stars?” 

“No  wonder  Miss  Cox  said  you  had  divine  fire.  Let’s  put  our 
banana  peels  in  here.  This  is  Spring  Clean  Up  Week,  you  know.” 

“Good  night.” 

“Good  night.” 

“Good  night.” 

Holding  the  thought  of  her  own  greatness  close  to  her,  Eliza¬ 
beth  went  home.  A  sliver  of  moon  curled  in  the  sky.  That  is 
the  moon  Shelley,  Shakespeare,  Spenser  and  yes,  way  back, 
Chaucer  looked  at.  And  now  I  am  looking  at  it. 

“Mother,  Miss  Cox  says  I  have  a  spark  of  divine  fire.  I  am  to 

be  a  great  writer  some  day.” 
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“Isn’t  that  nice?  Did  you  remember  not  to  wipe  your  pen 
point  on  your  petticoat  to-day?” 

“Oh,  mother,  you  know  that’s  not  a  question  of  remembering. 
I  never  do  it  when  I’m  thinking  about  it.  But  you  didn’t  half 
listen  to  what  Miss  Cox  said  about  me.” 

“Indeed  I  did.  She  said  you  had  a  divine  spark  of  fire.  That 
means  you’ll  get  another  A  in  English  this  month  on  your  report 
card.” 

“It  means  more  than  any  old  report  card.  It  means  my  whole 
life.  I’m  to  be  a  writer,  a  great  writer.” 

“But  first  you  must  finish  school  and  college.  And  that  means 
you  have  to  do  your  mathematics  better.  Remember  how  angry 
your  father  was  about  that  E  in  geometry  last  month.” 

Elizabeth  sighed.  She  went  out  on  the  back  porch  which 
looked  across  the  city.  Lights  pricked  the  blackness.  Like  a 
necklace  which  had  spilled  over  velvet.  Oh,  words  were  lovely. 

The  moon  was  still  there,  a  more  emphatic  sliver  now.  Moon 
of  Shelley  and  Keats  and  Shakespeare  and  my  moon,  said  Eliza¬ 
beth,  and  went  in  to  dinner. 


THE  FLAMING  CHARIOT* 

By  GUY  GILPATRIC 

(From  The  Saturday  Evening  Post) 

IT  was  an  afternoon  of  lowering  skies  and  leaden  seas  on  which 
the  whitecaps  gleamed  with  that  unaccountable  brightness 
which  presages  a  storm.  A  wind  that  had  swept  across  four  hun¬ 
dred  miles  of  Mediterranean  since  it  took  its  leave  of  Africa  was 
whisking  away  these  whitecaps,  turning  them  into  spray,  and 
then  sullying  the  spindrift  with  clouds  of  Tyne-coal  soot  which 
belched  from  the  funnel  of  a  singularly  ugly  tramp  steamer.  This 
vessel  was  the  Inchcliffe  Castle,  and  she  was  snouting  her  way 
northward  past  the  Balearics  toward  Marseilles  at  a  spanking 
clip  of  seven  knots.  Now  it  happened  that  this  rate  of  speed, 
although  considerable  for  her  and  being,  in  fact,  about  twice  as 
fast  as  a  man  can  walk,  was  by  no  means  satisfactory  to  Mr. 
Montgomery,  the  mate.  Therefore  he  growled  impatiently  to 
himself,  strode  to  the  speaking  tube  and  whistled  the  engine  room. 

“The  bridge’ll  speak  to  the  chief,”  he  said.  .  .  .  “Oh,  are  you 
there,  Mr.  Glencannon?  Well,  I  s’y,  ayn’t  there  nothing  you  can 
do  to  choke  another  knot  or  so  out  of  ’er?  There’s  a  chap  out 
’ere  ’oo’s  sculling  past  us  in  a  punt.” 

“Ah,  noo!”  replied  a  voice  in  which  were  combined  the  tin  of 
the  tube  and  the  timbre  of  Aberdeen.  “What  ye  say,  Muster 
Montgomery,  is  inaccurate  on  the  vurra  face  o’  it!  In  the  feerst 
place,  the  poont  is  a  type  o’  craft  unknown  in  these  waters,  and 
the  waters  is  too  deep  for  it  anyway.  In  the  second  place,  I’ve 
got  the  old  teapot  deleevering  her  maxeemum  and  leaking  steam 
at  every  pore.  And  in  the  theerd  place,  I’ll  thank  ye  to  leave  the 
engines  to  me  and  mind  yere  ain  domned  business.”  Whereupon, 
with  crushing  finality,  the  tube  snapped  shut. 
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“There!”  complained  Mr.  Montgomery  to  the  quartermaster  at 
the  wheel.  “Bly’me  if  there  ever  was  a  man  like  ’im!”  And  re¬ 
turning  to  the  starboard  wing  of  the  bridge,  he  trained  his  binocu¬ 
lars  astern  at  a  three-masted  barkentine  which,  close  hauled  and 
with  all  sails  set,  was  scudding  along  in  swift  pursuit. 

“Why,  I  never  seen  anything  like  it!”  he  muttered,  in  awed 
and  reluctant  admiration.  “In  another  ’arf  hour,  that  perishing 
old  windjammer’ll  be  showing  us  ’er  ’eels!  I’d  better  notify  the 
Old  Man.” 

Shortly,  he  was  joined  by  Captain  Ball,  who  borrowed  his 
glasses  and  scanned  the  barkentine  with  an  expert  eye.  “Well,” 
he  said  after  a  thorough  inspection,  “he’s  certainly  giving  her  all 
she’ll  take,  but  he’ll  jolly  well  yank  her  sticks  out  if  he  doesn’t 
watch  her!” 

“Yes,  and  he’ll  jolly  well  pass  us  if  we  don’t  watch  ’im!”  said 
Mr.  Montgomery.  “  ’Umiliyting,  I  calls  it,  sir — being  trimmed 
by  a  ruddy  windjammer!” 

“H’m,”  mused  Captain  Ball.  “Sail  beating  steam.  It  is  a 
narsty  idea,  at  that!  I’ll  just  speak  to  Mr.  Glencannon.”  And 
he,  too,  stepped  to  the  tube  and  had  parlance  with  the  choleric 
genius  who  presided  below. 

When  he  returned,  his  face  was  purple  and  his  mustache  was 
trembling.  But  soon  the  clank  of  furnace  doors  and  the  scrape 
of  coal  shovels  came  up  through  the  skylights — these,  and  a  voice 
raised  in  profane  exhortation.  Then  the  pulse  of  the  engines 
throbbed  swifter  to  the  stimulus  of  steam,  and  the  deck  plates  set 
up  a  new  vibration  as  the  Inchcliffe  Castle  protestingly  increased 
her  gait  through  the  water. 

“Ah-ha,  now  we’re  snorting!”  said  Captain  Ball,  glancing  at  his 
watch  and  peering  through  the  glasses  at  the  indicator  of  the  pat¬ 
ent  log.  “I  bet  Mr.  Glencannon’ll  get  a  good  ten  and  a  quarter 
out  of  her.” 

Mr.  Montgomery  shook  his  head  dubiously.  “I  suppose  ’e 
could  if  anybody  could,  but  just  the  syme,  captain,  I’m  afryde 
that  blinking  syle  boat  will  shyme  us  yet!” 

The  crew,  now,  were  watching  the  vessel  astern.  They  stood 
in  groups  along  the  Inchcliffe  Castle’s  well  deck,  marveling  at  the 
other’s  speed,  waxing  sarcastic  about  their  own  ship  and  laying 
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bets  as  to  the  time  which  would  elapse  before  they  took  the  wind¬ 
jammer’s  wake.  For  steadily,  steadily,  she  was  overhauling  them. 

Captain  Ball  beat  his  fist  upon  the  bridge  rail  in  helpless  ex¬ 
asperation.  “Hell’s  bones!”  he  groaned.  “She’s  an  old-time  rac¬ 
ing  clipper,  or  the  ghost  of  one,  that’s  what  she  is!  I  was  fifteen 
years  in  sail  myself,  and  I  tell  you  no  ordinary  tub  can  travel 
like  that.  No,  nor  no  ordinary  skipper,  either!” 

“I  can’t  myke  out  ’er  nyme;  there’s  no  ’eadboards  on  ’er,” 
said  Mr.  Montgomery,  addressing  Captain  Ball.  “My  word,  cap¬ 
tain,  look!  Look  what  ’e’s  doing!  ’E’s  planning  to  shyve  us 
close!” 

“Yes,  so’s  he  can  give  us  the  horse  laugh  when  he  goes  by,” 
growled  Captain  Ball. 

High  aloft  above  the  barkentine’s  deck,  tiny  figures  clambered 
out  along  the  foreyards,  while  below,  groups  were  hauling  in  on 
the  main  and  mizzen  sheets  until  the  great  sails  stretched  taut  as 
drumheads.  Heeled  over  until  her  lee  rails  hissed  whitely  through 
the  water,  she  charged  along  like  a  massive  pile  of  gale-driven 
thunderclouds.  Her  sails  were  dirty  and  frayed  and  patched; 
her  black  hull  was  streaked  and  lumpy  as  the  outside  of  a  leaky 
tar  barrel  and  yet,  despite  it  all,  she  was  regal,  majestic,  beautiful. 
As  she  swept  alongside  the  Inchcliffe  Castle,  the  roar  of  water 
past  her  bows  and  the  drone  of  wind  through  her  towering  pyra¬ 
mid  of  hemp  and  canvas  made  a  hymn  to  honor  the  passing  of 
a  queen. 

“By  George,  what  a  sight!”  exclaimed  Captain  Ball.  “I  say, 
just  ask  Mr.  Glencannon  to  step  up  here.  He  might  as  well 
share  our  shame.” 

By  the  time  Mr.  Glencannon,  in  overalls  and  carpet  slippers, 
had  arrived  upon  the  bridge,  the  two  ships  were  neck  and  neck. 
“Foosh!”  he  said  disgustedly,  wiping  the  perspiration  from  his 
chin.  “So  yon’s  the  cause  o’  all  the  uproar!  Weel,  I’ve  seen 
sailboats  monny’s  the  time  before — ” 

“Yuss,  and  I  spose  you’ve  orften  ’ad  ’em  syle  rings  around 
you,  too,”  sneered  Mr.  Montgomery. 

“No,  I  never  ha’,”  replied  Mr.  Glencannon  with  unshaken  calm. 
“And  for  the  vurra  gude  reason  that  all  the  vessels  I’ve  sairved 
on  in  the  past  had  speed  enough  to  get  oot  o’  their  own  way.  But 
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as  long  as  ye’ve  seen  fit  to  get  pairsonal,  Muster  Montgomery, 
I’ll  just  remind  ye  that — ” 

He  was  interrupted  by  a  shout.  Down  on  the  Inchclifte  Castle’s 
well  deck,  the  men  were  pointing  excitedly  toward  the  barkentine. 

“Look,  look  yon!”  exclaimed  Mr.  Glencannon,  following  their 
gaze.  “Why,  domned  if  I  ever  beheld  such  a  spectacle!  ” 

The  vessel’s  decks  and  rigging  were  people  with  characters 
who  might  have  stepped  from  the  pages  of  the  Old  Testament. 
Every  man  aboard  her  was  clothed  completely  in  black  and  had 
hair  that  swept  his  shoulders  and  a  flowing  beard! 

“Lunateeks  oot  for  a  peekneek!”  pronounced  Mr.  Glencannon, 
breaking  the  awed  silence. 

“Lunatics  and  no  mistake,  but  they’re  great  sailors  all  the 
same! ”  grunted  Captain  Ball.  “That’s  the  skipper — the  big  brute 
there  on  the  quarter-deck.  I  say,  give  the  old  shellback  a  hail, 
Mister  Mate.” 

“Barkentine  a-hoy-y-y!”  called  Mr.  Montgomery.  “Wot’s 
yer  nyme?” 

“What  the  hell  is  it  to  you?”  bellowed  a  voice  from  between 
the  cupped  hands  of  the  bearded  skipper,  and  its  accent  was 
distinctly  American. 

“Haw!”  chuckled  Mr.  Glencannon  delightedly.  “There’s 
yere  answer,  Muster  Mate!  Yon  is  a  master  o’  repartee  and  a 
mon  after  my  ain  heart!”  And  reaching  for  the  whistle  cord, 
he  applauded  the  patriarch  with  three  hoarse  blasts  of  the  Inch- 
cliffe  Castle’s  siren.  Then,  as  the  poop  of  the  barkentine  slid  past 
the  Castle’s  bridge,  he  removed  his  cap  and  waved  it  politely — 
a  salute  which  the  bearded  one  acknowledged  by  thumbing  his 
nose. 

Mr.  Glencannon,  outraged  by  this  gratuitous  discourtesy,  leaned 
over  the  rail  and  shook  his  fist.  “Why,  ye  whuskery  Yankee 
goat!”  he  shouted.  “Get  oot  o’  our  way  or  we’ll  run  ye  doon!” 

“In  a  hawg’s  eye  you  will!”  scoffed  the  bearded  one,  turning 
on  his  heel  to  glance  into  the  binnacle.  “Well,  so  long,  you 
limping  lime-juicers!  I’ll  tell  ’em  you’re  coming  in  Marseels!” 
He  paused  just  long  enough  to  thumb  his  nose  once  more — this 
time  over  his  left  shoulder,  and  with  something  of  a  flourish. 

The  wind  was  freshening,  and  in  response  to  a  gust  the  barken¬ 
tine  lay  over  and  surged  triumphantly  ahead. 
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“Well,”  sighed  Captain  Ball  mournfully,  as  her  transom  hove 
into  view,  “that’s  that!  What’s  her  name,  anyway?” 

“ Flaming  Chariot,”  read  Mr.  Glencannon,  squinting  his  eyes. 
“Flaming  Chariot,  o’  Savannah,  Georgia.” 

II 

With  much  coughing  and  churning,  two  little  French  tugs 
butted  the  Inchcliffe  Castle  between  the  granite  walls  of  the 
Bassin  de  la  Joliette.  She  ran  out  her  lines  and  made  fast  to  the 
wharf.  Mr.  Montgomery,  his  labors  ended,  waved  to  the  bridge 
from  the  foc’sle  head  and  pointed  to  a  stately  three-master 
berthed  in  the  opposite  side  of  the  dock. 

“Well,  damme  if  it  isn’t  the  Flaming  Chariot I”  exclaimed 
Captain  Ball. 

The  Marseilles  harbor  pilot,  hearing  him,  nodded,  and  placing 
his  forefinger  against  his  temple,  agitated  it  as  though  scrambling 
eggs.  “Fous — Us  sont  fous — all  crez-zee,”  he  declared,  indicating 
the  barken  tine.  “Crez-zee  Americains!” 

“Yes,  I  fancy  they  are  a  bit  cracked,”  agreed  Captain  Ball, 
observing  that  those  members  of  the  Flaming  Chariot’s  crew  who 
were  not  engaged  in  labor  were  wearing  long  black  robes  and 
smoking  corncob  pipes.  “Who  are  those  chaps,  anyway?” 

“Crez-zee  Americains,”  repeated  the  pilot,  in  full  and  final 
explanation. 

For  the  next  few  days  the  gentlemen  of  the  Inchcliffe  Castle 
were  too  busy  to  bother  about  their  hirsute  neighbors.  But  one 
afternoon,  when  the  cargo  had  been  discharged  and  they  were 
awaiting  orders  from  the  agent,  Captain  Ball  yawned,  stretched 
and  said  something  about  paying  the  barkentine  a  visit. 

“Me  wisit  them  impudent  coves?  Well,  orl  right  if  you  s’y  so, 
sir,”  agreed  Mr.  Montgomery  reluctantly.  “But  suppose  we 
tyke  Mr.  Glencannon  along.  Arfter  orl,  it’s  ’im  we  ’ave  to  thank 
for  our  disgryce.” 

“I’ll  deem  mysel’  honored  to  accompany  ye,  captain,”  said 
Mr.  Glencannon.  “I’d  like  to  mak’  an  inspection  aboord  yon 
Yankee  zoo.  The  boorish  behavior  o’  that  whuskery  skeeper 
still  rankles  beeterly.” 

They  strolled  down  the  pier  and  entered  the  gate  at  the  oppo- 
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site  side.  Over  their  heads  soared  the  mighty  jib  boom  of  the 
Flaming  Chariot — a  spar  which  jutted  from  her  bow  out  over  the 
traffic  to  the  very  center  of  the  Rue  Sainte  Pauline. 

“An  old  clipper  hull — of  course,  I  knew  she  was  a  clipper!” 
declared  Captain  Ball.  “Look  at  the  taper  of  her;  why,  she’s 
built  like  a  wedge!” 

“Vurra  curious,”  conceded  Mr.  Glencannon  somewhat  absently, 
as  he  abhorred  all  sailing  ships,  and  this  one  in  particular.  “But 
whoosh,  captain,  do  ye  look  at  the  rust  and  feelth  o’  her.  ’Tis  a 
wonder  the  old  tub  stays  afloat!” 

“You  bet  it’s  a  wonder!  Why,  do  you  realize,  gentlemen, 
that  this  craft  must  be  at  least  sixty  years  old?  Before  they  re¬ 
rigged  her  as  a  barkentine,  I  wouldn’t  doubt  if  she’d  done  seven¬ 
teen  knots  or  better.” 

“Only  fawncy!”  remarked  Mr.  Montgomery,  casting  a  sour 
glance  at  Mr.  Glencannon.  “Seventeen  knots  and  not  a  hengineer 
aboard  ’er!  Bly’me,  look!”  And  he  lowered  his  voice.  “Look 
there,  captain!  The  silly  blighters  are  wearing  sandals!” 

With  their  flowing  black  robes  tucked  under  them,  a  number 
of  the  crew  were  sitting  in  the  shade  of  the  deck  house,  rolling 
dice.  Two  or  three  of  them  were  smoking,  and  from  the  condition 
of  the  adjacent  scupper,  it  was  apparent  that  the  remainder 
chewed  tobacco.  They  looked,  talked  and  behaved  like  a  conclave 
of  renegade  saints. 

Aft,  beneath  the  awning,  the  skipper  was  engaged  in  darning 
a  pair  of  red  flannel  drawers.  Beside  his  deck  chair  stood  a  two- 
gallon  jug  and  a  tin  cup,  to  which  he  referred  frequently  and 
with  gusto.  It  was  during  such  an  interval  that  he  spied  the 
delegation  from  the  Inchclifie  Castle. 

“Well,  damned  if  it  ain’t  the  limping  lime-juicers!”  he  roared. 
“Howdy,  brethren — howdy!  Come  aboard  and  rest  your  hats!” 

“A-weel,”  murmured  Mr.  Glencannon.  “He  seems  a  bit  more 
ceevil,  but  I  dinna  trust  him.  There’s  the  ladder  to  yere  left, 
captain.  .  .  .  After  you,  sir.” 

They  were  welcomed  on  the  deck  by  the  bearded  skipper,  who 
towered  at  least  six  feet  seven  in  his  sandaled  feet  and  was  broad 
and  resonant  in  proportion. 

“I’m  glad  you-all  dropped  in,  brothers!”  he  boomed.  “We’re 
clearing  with  a  cargo  for  Barcelona  to-morrer  night.  Jest  un- 
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joint  yourselves  under  this  here  awning  while  I  go  to  my  room 
and  break  out  a  fresh  jug.  Sho,  it’s  the  slickest  homemade  cawn 
you  ever  tasted!  I  can’t  abide  these  namby-pamby  Dago  liquors, 
can  you?” 

Shortly  he  reappeared  with  a  jug  and  three  tin  cups.  “Aft, 
the  mates!”  he  shouted;  and  then,  uncorking  the  jug:  “The  mates 
is  my  sons,”  he  explained.  “I’d  like  for  you-all  to  shake  hands 
with  ’em.” 

They  were  joined  by  three  hairy,  bearded  huskies  who  stood 
fumbling  with  their  robes  and  digging  shyly  at  the  deck  calking 
with  their  horny  bare  toes. 

“Gents,”  said  the  skipper,  “these  here’s  my  sons — Shadrach, 
Meshach  and  Abednego.  .  .  .  Tell  the  comp’ny  howdy,  boys. 
.  .  .  You,  Meshach,  take  your  fingers  out  of  your  nose!” 

“Do  ye  look  at  yon  Meshach,”  whispered  Mr.  Glencannon, 
plucking  at  Mr.  Montgomery’s  sleeve.  “I  saw  him  this  morning, 
wiping  up  the  dock  wi’  five  French  stevedores.” 

“Yes,”  the  skipper  was  saying,  as  the  trio  shuffled  away, 
“they’re  three  good  boys  and  three  good  mates.  And  now  I’ll 
interduce  myself.  I’m  Ezekiel  the  Prophet.”  Quite  oblivious  of 
the  startled  expressions  of  his  visitors,  he  shook  hands  all  around. 

“I  s’pose  I  ought  to  ax  pardon  for  the  way  I  acted  t’other 
day,”  mused  the  Prophet,  as  he  tilted  the  jug  over  the  crook  of 
his  mighty  arm.  “I’m  always  kind  of  short-tempered  when  I’m 
at  sea.  And  then,  besides,  we’d  lost  the  Prophetess  only  the  night 
before.” 

“Oh,  noo,  let  me  understand  ye,  sir,”  said  Mr.  Glencannon 
with  ready  sympathy.  “Do  ye  mean  to  say  that  Mrs.  Ezekiel 
is — er — dead?” 

“Yop,  you  got  the  idea,”  nodded  the  skipper  airily.  “During 
the  night,  ma  heard  the  Call,  so  she  dumb  up  to  the  crosstrees 
and  jumped  overboard.  It  was  a  mighty  slick  passing,  I’m  here 
to  state!” 

“Weel,  weel,  weel,  I  never!”  breathed  Mr.  Glencannon  in 
amazement. 

“Why,  sure  you  never!”  beamed  the  Prophet.  “I  reckon  it 
all  sounds  strange  to  you,  brethren,  because  you  don’t  under¬ 
stand  our  religion.  Well,  it’s  a  danged  good  religion.  I’m  the 
boss  of  it,  back  in  Savannah.  I  wrote  it  all  myself.”  And  help- 
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ing  himself  to  a  sizable  snifter  of  corn  whisky,  he  raised  his  cup, 
bowed  politely  and  tossed  it  off. 

“Dawg-gone!  ”  he  exclaimed.  “That  there’s  the  stuff  for  your 
bunions!  How  does  it  set  with  you,  gents?” 

“It’s  vurra  deleecious,”  said  Mr.  Glencannon.  “It  tastes  a 
wee  bit  like  petroleum,  only  sweeter.  .  .  .  But  aboot  yere  re- 
leegion,  sir,  ye  interest  me.  I’m  a  member  o’  the  kirk  in  gude 
standing,  and  a  bit  o’  a  theologian  mysel’,  so  I  wonder  wad  ye 
just  briefly  expoond  yere  doctrines  for  my  benefeet?” 

“Well,  they’re  pretty  complicated,”  said  the  Prophet  guardedly. 
“Besides,  we  don’t  want  no  Scotchman  in  our  religion,  anyway.” 

“Oh!”  said  Mr.  Glencannon,  gagging  as  the  corn  whisky 
reached  his  tonsils,  and  therefore  failing  to  feel  the  kick  which 
Mr.  Montgomery  landed  on  the  bulge  beneath  his  deck  chair.  By 
the  time  he  had  finished  his  drink  and  refilled  his  cup,  the  Prophet 
was  telling  Captain  Ball  about  the  ship. 

“Why,  sho,  she’s  one  of  the  oldest  and  fastest  ships  afloat!” 
he  declared.  “She  was  a  clipper,  built  to  run  the  blockade  out  of 
Charleston  during  the  war,  and — ” 

“The  war?  Well,  that  ayn’t  so  long  ago,”  chimed  in  Mr.  Mont¬ 
gomery. 

“Aye,”  agreed  Mr.  Glencannon,  taking  his  nose  out  of  his  cup 
and  feeling  to  see  if  his  mustache  was  on  fire.  “I  reecall  the  war 
as  though  it  were  yusterday!” 

“From  1863  to  now  ain’t  long?  And  you,  Mr.  Scotty — you 
say  you  can  remember  it?  Oh,  why,  hell,  boys,  it’s  the  Civil 
War  I’m  talking  about — the  American  War  of  the  Rebellion,  not 
the  German  War!” 

“Oh,”  said  Mr.  Montgomery.  “A  bit  of  a  family  brawl,  so  to 
s’y.  Well,  I  ’adn’t  never  ’eard  of  it.” 

“No,  you  wouldn’t  of,  you  being  a  lime-juicer,”  said  the 
Prophet,  deep  pity  in  his  voice.  “But  I’ll  tell  the  world  it  must 
of  been  some  war  jest  the  same!  Why,  if  you  look  sharp  along 
them  bulwarks  and  deck  houses,  you  can  still  find  canister  shot 
and  minnie  balls  under  the  paint  and  pry  ’em  out  with  your 
knife.  Yes,  sir” — and  his  eyes  twinkled  strangely — “we’ve  found 
some  mighty  funny  things  aboard  this  here  old  ship!” 

Mr.  Glencannon,  engaged  in  further  experimentation  with  the 
liquor,  had  heard  comparatively  little  of  this  discourse.  At 
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about  this  time,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  he  was  surprised  to  find 
himself  floating  in  a  silvery  fog  through  which  voices  filtered 
strangely.  He  peered  curiously  at  the  distance-dimmed  faces  to 
see  if  this  sudden  separation  of  his  astral  and  physical  selves  was 
occasioning  comment,  but  observing  that  the  company  was  too 
busy  having  another  drink  to  bother  about  such  minor  psychic 
phenomena,  he  banished  his  fears  and  joined  them.  It  was  really 
very  pleasant,  albeit  a  trifle  confusing. 

Once  he  was  conscious  of  singing  “Scots  Wha  Hae  Wi’  Wallace 
Bled”  through  all  its  several  verses.  Again,  he  realized  that  a 
whiskery  giant  was  weeping  upon  his  shoulder  and  that  the 
whiskers  tickled  his  ear. 

There  was  a  lapse  of  time,  and  then,  magically,  the  scene 
shifted.  He  was  seated  at  a  table  around  which  were  Captain 
Ball,  Mr.  Montgomery,  and  four  men  with  long  beards. 

A  Negro,  similarly  bearded,  but  wearing  a  gingham  apron  over 
his  black  robe,  was  serving  fried  chicken  smothered  in  a  creamy 
white  sauce,  and  pouring  a  colorless  liquid  out  of  a  jug.  The 
chicken  was  delicious.  The  liquid  tasted  something  like  petro¬ 
leum,  only  sweeter. 

“Yea  verily!”  boomed  a  thundering  challenge  out  of  nowhere. 
“We  Americans  can  outsail,  outfight,  outdrink  and  outspit  any 
other  nation  on  the  face  of  this  earth!” 

“Amen!”  came  a  basso  response  from  three  black  figures 
seated  in  a  row.  “Amen  and  hallelujah!” 

“A  hoonderd  poonds  ye’re  wrong!”  cried  somebody,  springing 
to  his  feet.  “Though  ye  trimmed  us  at  sea,  ye  domned  Yankee, 
I’ll  bet  ye  five  hoonderd  o’  yere  ain  dollars  that  ye  canna  do  it 
again,  and  you  to  arrange  the  details!” 

Mr.  Glencannon  was  about  to  applaud  these  stalwart  senti¬ 
ments,  but  then,  too  late,  he  realized  that  the  voice  was  his  own, 
and  that,  instead  of  springing  to  his  feet,  he  had  merely  fallen 
into  the  mashed  turnips. 


Ill 

Mr.  Glencannon  was  awakened  by  some  one  shaking  him  vio¬ 
lently,  and  he  opened  his  eyes  to  find  himself  m  his  room 
aboard  the  Inchcliffe  Castle. 
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“Come,  wyke  up!”  said  a  voice  which  he  recognized  as  that  of 
the  mate.  “Wyke  up!  You  ’aven’t  any  time  to  wyste,  you 
’aven’t!” 

With  difficulty  managing  to  disengage  his  tongue  from  the 
roof  of  his  mouth,  “Any  time  to  waste  for  what?”  he  inquired 
thickly.  “What  is  the  necessity  for  a’  the  roosh  and  boostle?” 

“Why,  to  get  ready  for  the  ryce — the  lifeboat  ryce  you  chal¬ 
lenged  the  Prophet  to  larst  night!” 

“Lifeboat  race?  Why,  mon,  ye’re  daft!  Whatever  are  ye 
talking  aboot?”  Mr.  Glencannon  sat  bolt  upright  and  then 
abruptly  lay  down  again. 

“Well,  it’s  you  who’s  daft,  if  you  arsks  me,”  shrugged  Mr. 
Montgomery.  “Nobbut  a  cryzy  man  would  ’ave  challenged  them 
gryte  ’airy  aypes  to  a  rowing  ryce  and  bet  a  ’undred  pounds  on 
it,  like  you  did!” 

“A  hoonderd  poonds?”  repeated  Mr.  Glencannon  weakly.  “Ah, 
noo,  noo,  Muster  Montgomery,  let’s  get  this  straight.  I  dinna 
reecall  a  word  of  it!” 

It  appeared,  from  the  mate’s  explanation,  that  the  race  would 
be  rowed  over  a  course  from  the  basin  entrance  to  the  Anse  des 
Catalans  light  buoy  and  back;  that  Mr.  Glencannon  and  the 
Prophet  Ezekiel  would  act  as  coxswains  of  their  respective  crews ; 
that  the  craft  used  would  be  two  identical  lifeboats  furnished  by 
the  Inchcliffe  Castle;  and  that  the  race  would  start  promptly  at 
two  P.M. 

“Yuss,  and  you  agreed  to  it  yourself  larst  night,”  insisted  Mr. 
Montgomery.  “Orl  ’ands  of  both  ships  ’as  been  betting  on  it 
since  morning.  It’s  ’arf  arfter  twelve  now,  so  you’d  jolly  well 
better  be  picking  your  crew  and  getting  ready,  you  ’ad!” 

“Whoosh!”  said  Mr.  Glencannon,  rising  with  a  Spartan  effort. 
“  ’Tis  vurra  plain  that  with  a  hoonderd  poonds  at  stake  I  must 
summon  a’  my  keenest  faculties.”  And  reaching  under  his  bunk, 
he  dragged  forth  a  bottle  of  Duggan’s  Dew  of  Kirkintilloch, 
filled  a  tumbler  to  the  brim  and  drank  it  without  a  flicker  of 
an  eyelash. 

“There!”  he  said,  smacking  his  lips.  “I  shall  noo  pull  on 
my  troosies  and  set  my  intellect  to  work.  Meanwhile”— and  he 
bowed  his  head  and  gnawed  thoughtfully  at  his  mustache — “mean¬ 
while,  Muster  Montgomery,  I’ll  thank  ye  to  order  Number  i 
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lifeboat  lowered  into  the  water  richt  away,  and  to  have  Number 
3  let  doon  so’s  it’s  exactly  opposite  the  loading  door  on  the 
poort  side.  Stand  by  till  I  give  ye  the  word  to  lower  it  the  rest 
o’  the  way.” 

“  Right-o !”  said  Mr.  Montgomery,  stepping  briskly  out  on  deck 
and  blowing  his  whistle.  Then,  having  given  his  orders,  “Strike 
me  if  I  don’t  believe  ’e’s  sunk  this  time!”  he  chuckled.  “Even 
that  Scotch  ’ighw’yman  can’t  swindle  his  w’y  past  a  boatload  of 
ruddy  seven-foot  ’Erculeses!” 

But  later  that  afternoon,  as  he  stood  with  the  cheering  crowd 
upon  the  pier  head,  he  changed  his  mind — yes,  and  cursed  him¬ 
self  for  having  bet  his  money  on  the  Flaming  Chariot’s  crew. 
Even  though  the  racing  craft  were  still  beyond  the  Vieux  Port, 
it  was  evident  that  the  Castle’s  was  well  in  the  lead.  Through 
his  glasses,  Mr.  Montgomery  could  see  that  the  men  were  pulling 
along  swiftly,  easily,  and  that  Mr.  Glencannon,  standing  in  the 
stern  sheets  with  the  tiller  between  his  knees,  was  fortifying  his 
strength  with  copious  draughts  from  a  quart  bottle.  Several 
similar  bottles,  he  observed,  were  in  circulation  among  the  oars¬ 
men. 

As  the  boats  approached  the  finish  line,  the  bearded  giants  were 
jaded,  weary  and  sore  beset.  The  Prophet  Ezekiel,  garbed  in 
his  flowing  robes,  raised  voice  and  arms  in  futile  effort  to  goad 
them  on. 

“Row,  row,  ye  shuddering  sinners!”  he  stormed.  “You,  Shad- 
rach,  fer  the  love  o’  tunket  put  some  beef  into  it!  Hep!  Stroke! 
Hep!  .  .  .  Wake  up,  Zeruiah,  wake  up,  gol  dang  it,  before  I 
take  this  here  tiller  and  flail  the  livin’  wamus  off’n  ye!” 

But  his  eloquence  was  of  no  avail.  Leisurely  the  lnchclifie 
Castle’s  boat  crossed  the  line  a  dozen  lengths  in  the  lead. 

As  it  did  so,  Mr.  Glencannon  turned,  struck  an  attitude,  and 
with  a  sweeping  gesture  thumbed  his  nose  at  his  vanquished 
rivals.  Then,  reacting  to  the  strain  of  it  all,  he  took  a  final  swig 
from  his  bottle  and  collapsed  into  the  boat. 

“Well,  I  never  seen  the  like,  sir!”  said  the  crestfallen  Mr. 
Montgomery.  “  ’Ow  in  the  world  ’e  ever  myde  that  crew  o’ 
Liverpool  riffraff  row  like  so  many  Hoxford  and  C’ymbridge  hex- 
perts  is  a  fair  miracle  to  me!” 

“Yes,”  chuckled  Captain  Ball  knowingly,  “but  you  never  want 
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to  forget,  Mister  Mate,  that  when  it  comes  to  miracles,  Mr.  Glen- 
cannon’s  a  pretty  handy  chap  to  have  about.” 

“But  ’ow  did  ’e  do  it,  that’s  orl  I  arsks — ’ow  did  ’e  do  it?” 

“Huh!”  Captain  Ball  snorted.  “Why,  when  you  was  up  there 
standing  by  for  his  word  to  lower  Number  3  into  the  water,  what 
do  you  s’pose  he  was  doing  through  that  loading  door — fishing 
for  bloaters?” 

“I  ’aven’t  the  fyntest  notion  wot  ’e  was  doing,”  sulked  Mr. 
Montgomery. 

“Well,”  whispered  Captain  Ball,  glancing  cautiously  about  him, 
“he  was  lashing  a  big  steel  ash  bucket  to  Number  3’s  keel — that’s 
what  he  was  doing!  Why,  it  was  a  regular  sea  anchor!  It  set 
up  a  drag  in  the  water  under  that  boat  like  towing  a  busted  bass 
drum!” 

“Lawks!”  gasped  Mr.  Montgomery.  “An  arsh  bucket!  W’y, 
a  team  o’  blooming  lorry  ’orses  couldn’t  myke  any  speed  drag¬ 
ging  that!” 

“No,  nor  neither  could  them  whiskery  psalm  singers,”  agreed 
Captain  Ball.  “Maybe  it’ll  learn  ’em  some  sea  manners.” 

“It’s  learned  me  my  lesson  about  Mr.  Glencannon,  anyw’y,” 
said  Mr.  Montgomery  ruefully.  “Arfter  I’ve  forked  out  for  my 
bets,  I’ll  go  below  and  ’ide  my  ’ead  in  shyme  until  the  ruddy 
Flyming  Chariot  puts  to  sea.  And  I  ’opes  they  sinks  on  their 
w’y  to  Barcelonia!” 

Next  morning  bright  and  early,  Mr.  Glencannon  strolled  along 
the  Quai  du  Port  and  turned  into  the  sunshine  which  flooded  the 
broad  Rue  Cannebiere.  There  was  a  smile  on  his  face  and  a  song 
in  his  heart,  for  in  the  wallet  directly  over  it  reposed  a  portly 
packet  of  American  bank  notes. 

“Weel,”  he  chuckled,  “it  a’  goes  to  prove  ye  dinna  need  whus- 
kers  to  be  sagacious!  And  it  also  proves  that  it’s  a  costly  pastime 
to  gae  aboot  insulting  decent  people  on  the  high  sea.  And  noo 
I  shall  mak’  arrangements  for  sending  my  winnings  hame  to 
Scotland.” 

Turning  into  the  banking  offices  of  the  Credit  Marseillaise,  he 
made  known  his  wishes  and  presented  his  notes  at  the  grilled 
window. 

The  cashier  moistened  his  thumb  on  a  sponge  and  prepared  to 
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count  the  neat  stack  of  tens  and  twenties.  Suddenly  he  paused, 
frowned,  looked  up. 

“Monsieur,”  he  announced  coldly,  “this  money  is  not  good!” 

“Not  good?”  repeated  Mr.  Glencannon,  grasping  the  marble 
ledge  for  support.  “Ah,  noo,  mounseer,  this  is  no  occasion  for 
humor!  I’ll  thank  ye  to  cease  yere  leevity  and  do  as  y’re  bid.” 

“It  is  not  an  affair  of  the  drollery,”  insisted  the  cashier.  “Have 
the  goodness  to  regard,  monsieur — why,  one  can  easily  see  for 
one’s  self!”  He  pushed  the  bills  back  to  Mr.  Glencannon. 
“Read,  monsieur — read  there  carefully  what  is  printed.” 

With  trembling  fingers,  Mr.  Glencannon  picked  up  a  bill  and 
examined  it.  Across  the  top,  in  large  letters,  was  engraved 
Citizens  Bank  of  Atlanta,  Georgia,  and  then,  smaller,  on 
the  line  below,  Confederate  States  of  America. 

“Weel,  I’ll  be  domned,”  he  murmured  weakly.  “That  old 
Yankee  swundler!” 

Then  into  his  mind  came  a  vague  and  tantalizing  half  memory, 
obscured  by  a  strange  silvery  fog.  He  tried  to  summon  the  rest 
of  it,  but  it  eluded  him.  He  shook  his  head  sadly. 

“It’s  a’  vurra  peerplexing,”  he  sighed.  “Vurra  peerplexing  in¬ 
deed.  But,  yes,  I  do  seem  to  recall  somebody,  somewhere,  saying 
something  aboot  an  American  Ceevil  War.  A- weel” — and  he 
stuffed  the  bank  notes  into  his  pocket  and  turned  toward  the  door 
— “I  fancy  there’s  nowt  to  do  but  gae  oot  and  find  a  pub  where 
they  haven’t  heard  the  war  news.” 


FIDDLERS  OF  MOON  MOUNTAIN  1 

By  EMMETT  GOWEN 

(From  The  Pictorial  Review ) 

IT  was  nigh  onto  bedtime  in  the  Shannon  cabin.  Beulah  was 
busy  turning  back  the  quilts  on  the  two  beds.  Fate  was 
teaching  young  Watt  to  play  the  fiddle. 

Watt  was  only  ten,  but  already  he  was  mighty  smart  with  the 
bow.  He  could  play  hymns  and  a  few  of  the  hoedown  tunes  that 
had  made  his  father  famous  among  the  mountaineers.  But  Watt 
knew  that  his  father  could  teach  him  more  important  music  than 
mere  tune  scraping,  and  he  was  eager  to  share  those  deeper  talents. 

“Pappy,  learn  me  to  play  that  piece  you  play  for  ma,”  he 
said. 

For  a  thoughtful  moment  Fate  gave  no  reply.  He  took  the 
fiddle  and  laid  it  across  his  knees.  In  the  fireplace  a  pine  knot 
was  blazing  with  leaping  brilliance  and  the  light  gleamed  on 
the  worn  and  scarred  sides  of  the  instrument.  The  light  gleamed 
also  in  the  rich  and  shining  blackness  of  Fate’s  hair,  in  his  deep- 
set  brown  eyes,  on  even,  white  teeth  when  a  smile  pulled  at  the 
corners  of  his  mouth  until  his  lips  came  apart. 

“Son,  I  allow  you’re  getting  too  big  for  your  britches,”  Fate 
finally  replied.  Then  to  his  wife  he  said,  “Beulah,  you  hear  what 
your  young  one  wants.” 

Mrs.  Shannon  looked  up  from  her  task  of  preparing  the  beds. 
Her  face  showed  rosy  red  and  lovely  in  the  firelight;  her  body 
was  dark  with  the  shadows  that  stretched  across  the  floor  and 
climbed  up  to  where  her  hair  hung  in  a  braid  across  her  shoulder. 
Her  eyes  met  her  husband’s  over  Watt’s  head. 

The  glance  was  full  of  a  sort  of  love  of  which  young  Watt 
was  plumb  ignorant:  it  told,  somehow,  that  their  son’s  request 
had  trespassed  on  that  love.  Mrs.  Shannon  blushed  a  little, 

1  Copyright,  1930,  by  The  Pictorial  Review  Company. 

Copyright,  1931,  by  Emmett  Gowen. 
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smiled  a  little,  and  then  went  expressionless  on  account  of  Watt’s 
looking  at  her  in  wonderment  over  what  it  was  between  his  ma 
and  his  pappy  that  he  did  not  know  about. 

“Son,”  she  said,  “ain’t  it  about  time  you  went  to  bed?” 

Watt’s  cherub  cheeks  swelled  with  manly  resentment.  “Not 
yet,  Ma!”  he  said  in  tones  that  carried  both  an  offended  protest 
and  a  plea.  “Pappy’s  learning  me  to  play  the  fiddle.  I  want 
to  get  the  hang  of  that  piece  he  fiddles  for  you.” 

“You  can’t  do  it,”  Fate  told  him.  “That  piece  I  play  for  your 
ma  ain’t  got  airy  a  tune,  ’n’  I  can’t  teach  you  to  play  any  way 
but  the  way  the  tunes  go.  It  ain’t  got  a  tune  and  it’s  something 
a’body  feels  that  makes  music  like  that.  Second  place,  it  ain’t 
fitten  for  a  young  one  to  fiddle.  You’re  too  little  a  tad  to  have 
them  kind  of  feelings.” 

Young  Watt  was  impressed  mightily.  He  fidgeted  in  the 
hickory-bottom  chair  and  began  swinging  his  legs.  When  he 
spoke  there  were  awe  and  reverence  in  his  voice. 

“When  I’m  growed  up,  will  you  teach  me,  Pappy?” 

“I  allow  you’ll  learn  yourself  afore  you  have  more’n  half  a 
dozen  whiskers  on  your  chin,”  Fate  said  with  a  deep-throated 
laugh. 

“I  shore  want  to,”  Watt  declared.  “It  must  be  powerful  good 
music,  causen  it  always  makes  ma  happy.  ’N’  sometimes,”  he 
added,  “it  makes  her  cry,  but  it  ain’t  the  kind  of  crying  a’body 
does  when  they  get  a  hiding.” 

“Shet  yore  mouth!”  his  mother  said  suddenly.  She  bit  her 
lips  to  kill  the  smile  that  tried  to  creep  out  on  them. 

Obediently,  Watt  changed  the  subject.  “Pappy,  I  can  play 
‘The  Ripples,’  ”  he  said.  “Want  me  to  show  ye?” 

He  took  the  fiddle  from  his  father’s  lap.  Fate  watched  him, 
amused  but  doubtful,  as  he  began  jerking  his  fingers  on  the  strings 
while  he  pulled  the  bow  across  them.  There  was  in  the  sound 
something  that  was  liquid  and  clear,  like  a  mountain  stream  rip¬ 
pling  over  rocks.  For  a  while  Fate  listened  critically,  then  he 
cxclsinicd  * 

“Well,  I  declare,  Beulah,  yore  young  one  knows  how  to  play 
‘The  Ripples’!” 

Mrs.  Shannon  nodded.  She  had  heard  him  practicing  for  tins 
moment  for  many  an  hour.  She  had  been  thankful  that  the 
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fiddle  kept  him  out  of  mischief,  while  she  heard  him  struggle  time 
on  end  to  master  the  subtle  succession  of  sounds  that  suggested 
running  water. 

Fate  was  immensely  pleased  with  his  young  one.  He  took 
him  on  his  knee  and  showed  him  more  about  the  ripples,  how  you 
fingered  to  get  the  quick-running  sound,  the  way  the  bow  should 
be  rubbed  to  imitate  the  swishing  of  swift  water.  So  pleased  was 
Fate  that  the  teaching  went  on,  while  the  old  clock  on  the  mantel 
tick-tocked  until  its  bent  hands  pointed  to  an  hour  far  past 
Watt’s  bedtime. 

Watt  was  happy.  He  wanted  to  be  able  to  play  not  only  the 
simple  tunes  that  many  a  man  could  play,  but  also  the  special 
music  that  he  heard  from  nobody  but  his  father.  His  father’s 
music  was  mysterious  and  marvelous,  proof  to  him  of  greatness. 

True  it  was  that  Fate  Shannon  fiddled  as  no  other  man  of 
the  mountain  country  had  ever  been  known  to  fiddle.  He  knew 
nothing  of  music  written  by  great  composers,  yet  when  he  wept 
and  laughed  and  worshiped  with  the  bow  on  the  strings,  he  created 
moods  as  powerfully  as  famous  violinists  in  vast  auditoriums. 

Once  he  had  caught  his  own  survigrous  emotion  in  the  tones, 
he  was  able  to  modify  and  elaborate  until  he  had  created,  in  his 
own  mind,  a  composition  that  would  strike  deep  into  the  heart 
of  any  sensitive-eared  listener.  He  had  been  heard  to  play  things 
that  were  as  wild  and  free  and  pagan  as  anything  Pan  might  have 
contrived  on  his  reeds  at  mornglom. 

But  Fate  scarcely  recognized  his  talent  as  such.  Fact  is,  he 
was  shy  about  it  and  ashamed  to  play  for  others  anything  but 
the  usual  scraping  tunes. 

On  account  of  the  strangeness  of  the  music,  and  Fate’s  secret¬ 
iveness  about  it,  the  mountaineers  roundabout  developed  a  sus¬ 
picion  of  him.  Late  passers  on  the  path  that  ran  along  the  side 
of  Moon  Mountain  past  Fate’s  house  had  heard  strange  things. 
Possum-hunters  had  listened  with  superstitious  awe  to  Fate’s 
musical  effects,  so  powerful  was  he  with  the  bow  and  the  un¬ 
known  language  he  spoke  with  it. 

Some  folks  had  overheard  a  pert  little  melody,  played  for  Watt 
when  he  was  a  baby.  The  fiddle  was  full  of  play  and  laughter, 
and  it  fair  reminded  a  hearer  of  little  tads.  Womenfolk  said  that 
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to  hear  would  come  nigh  to  making  them  want  to  have  a  baby. 
Other  times  the  sounds  would  come  low-toned  and  wearily  sad, 
as  if  Fate  were  praying  to  the  Lord  A’mighty. 

It  was  as  if  he  fiddled  a  prayer  for  his  sins,  and  maybe  for  the 
sins  of  the  rest  of  the  world,  too,  the  music  was  that  sorrowful. 
Preacher  Giles  used  to  say  that  a  man  that  could  fiddle  like  that 
must  be  favored  by  the  Lord,  but  others  thought  differently. 

The  composition  about  which  young  Watt  was  curious  had  been 
created  for  Fate’s  wife’s  ears  alone.  Fate  would  fiddle  to  tell 
Beulah  that  he  loved  her  mighty  well.  The  tones  would  start 
low,  crooning  and  gentle,  soft  as  moonlight  on  a  woman’s  hair; 
then,  gradually,  they  would  become  hot  and  full  of  passion  until 
they  culminated  in  a  strange  and  wild  crescendo. 

While  Fate  played,  Beulah  would  get  excited  and  her  face 
would  reflect  the  sweet  pain  inside  her.  Fate  would  finish  and 
put  the  fiddle  down,  and  Beulah  would  get  in  his  arms,  while 
she  would  cling  tightly  to  him  as  though  she  had  no  strength 
and  needed  his.  Folks  say  he  won  her,  years  back,  by  his  fiddle 
magic. 

Tip  Leak  was  courting  her  and  getting  ready  to  marry  her. 
Her  pappy,  old  Ira  Pope,  was  encouraging  her  with  Tip  and 
chasing  Fate  away.  Ira  wanted  her  to  marry  well,  and  Tip  was 
in  a  fair  way  to  being  a  rich  man,  for  he  owned  the  sawmill  and 
the  cotton  gin  at  Briar  Ridge. 

In  those  days  Fate  was  just  a  down -gone  losel,  like  his  father 
and  his  grandfather  before  him,  and  folks  said  he  only  worked 
enough  to  get  money  for  chewing  plug  and  a  bottle  of  white-corn 
whisky  for  Saturday  nights.  He  fiddled  at  all  the  dances  and 
never  was  seen  to  go  nigh  the  church  at  Four  Corners. 

On  the  other  hand,  Tip  quit  going  to  dances  and  joined  the 
church  when  he  started  courting  Beulah.  That  got  him  mighty 
well  favored  in  old  Ira  Pope’s  eyes,  because  the  old  man,  now 
that  his  legs  were  no  longer  nimble  and  his  weakly  stomach 
never  gave  him  a  call  to  take  a  pull  at  a  bottle,  thought  dancing 
was  a  terrible  sin  in  the  eyes  of  the  Lord. 

But  Fate  was  nearer  to  Beulah’s  own  age,  and  nights  when 
she  set  her  shoes  carefully  on  the  floor  and  sang  a  little  song 
before  going  to  bed: 
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Wishing  my  true  love  to  see, 

I  put  my  shoes  in  the  shape  of  a  T — 

she  was  thinking  of  Fate  instead  of  Tip,  although  there  was  none 
to  know  what  was  going  on  in  her  mind. 

Fate  would  meet  her  down  by  the  creek  and  play  “The  Ripples” 
for  her.  When  he  worked  out  the  love  tune,  she  fair  began  to 
hate  Tip.  Finally,  when  it  came  time  for  her  to  marry  her 
father’s  choice,  she  told  Fate  about  it. 

Fate  got  her  to  run  away  with  him.  They  were  walking  over 
the  mountain  to  Briar  Gap  to  get  married,  when  Tip  got  wind 
of  what  was  happening. 

Well,  Tip  was  all  cut  up  about  it.  He  got  on  a  horse  and  gal¬ 
loped  over  to  old  Ira’s  cabin  and  told  him  that  Fate  was  running 
off  with  Beulah.  Old  Ira  did  not  say  anything  at  first.  He  went 
back  in  the  cabin,  and  when  he  came  out  he  was  carrying  his 
double-barreled  shotgun,  which  was  loaded  with  buckshot.  He 
handed  the  gun  up  to  Tip,  who  was  sitting  on  his  horse,  with  his 
long  legs  dangling  down  almost  to  the  horse’s  work-bent  knees. 

“Take  this  and  go  git  ’em,”  Ira  said.  “Just  take  care  that 
none  of  them  buckshots  hits  my  gal.  Better  not  shoot  him  till 
you  git  close  on  him.” 

Then  Tip  went  galloping  along  the  mountain  path  after  Fate 
and  Beulah.  When  he  caught  up  with  them  he  rode  up  with  the 
shotgun’s  hammers  pulled  back. 

Beulah  was  frightened,  and  she  stood  close  to  Fate,  holding 
onto  the  sleeve  of  his  old  blue  shirt.  Tip  rode  up  close,  knowing 
that  Fate  was  unarmed,  and  said: 

“Git  away  from  Beulah,  Fate!  I’m  agoing  to  kill  you!” 

Fate  looked  at  Tip,  and  his  lips  twisted  into  a  queer  smile, 
and  contempt  was  in  his  eyes. 

He  made  out  to  step  away  from  Beulah  and  he  made  one  flash¬ 
ing  leap  at  Tip  on  the  horse.  He  grabbed  him,  and  the  shot¬ 
gun  went  off  in  the  air.  The  horse  jumped  out  from  under  Tip, 
but  Fate  held  him  still  off  the  ground  while  he  took  the  gun 
away  from  him  like  you  take  a  dangerous  toy  away  from  a  child. 

Tip  was  six  feet  two  and,  if  he  was  skinny,  he  was  strong,  but 
Fate  handled  him  like  a  sack  of  flour.  Fate  was  mighty  much 
a  man.  His  legs  were  slim,  likewise  his  hips,  but  his  chest 
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broadened  out  from  his  waist  like  a  fan  and  his  arms  had  muscles 
like  a  blacksmith’s.  Fate  lifted  Tip  above  his  head  like  a 
bundle  of  tops  and  walked  toward  the  creek,  while  Tip’s  arms  and 
legs  waved  wildly  in  the  air. 

He  hurled  Tip  in  the  creek.  Tip  hit  the  water  with  a  big 
splash  and  went  under.  When  he  came  up,  spluttering,  Fate 
was  breaking  the  shotgun  and  taking  the  shells  out.  He  threw 
them  at  Tip,  who  was  wading  as  fast  as  he  could  toward  the 
opposite  bank. 

Fate  laughed,  a  dangerous,  wicked  laugh,  and  caught  Beulah 
by  the  arm.  They  walked  on  toward  Briar  Ridge  without  once 
turning  around  to  look  back. 

And  that  was  how  Tip  and  Fate  came  to  be  bitter  enemies. 
Tip  swore  to  get  even  with  Fate,  and  at  first  he  said  he  was 
going  to  kill  him.  For  a  long  time  he  carried  his  rifle  everywhere 
he  went.  Folks  were  real  interested  in  what  was  going  to  happen 
when  he  met  Fate.  Some  said  it  was  a  powerful  lot  of  bluff, 
because  on  the  days  that  Fate  was  up  on  Moon  Mountain,  Tip 
would  be  at  Briar  Ridge  bragging  about  what  he  was  going  to  do, 
and  on  the  days  that  Fate  would  be  in  Briar  Ridge,  Tip  would 
not  be  there. 

They  had  to  meet,  though.  It  happened  one  day  when  Fate 
was  sitting  on  the  porch  of  the  post  office  and  Tip  came  driving 
up  in  his  Ford.  Tip  got  out  of  the  automobile  before  he  saw 
Fate.  Gin  he  spied  him,  sitting  there  whittling  on  a  stick,  he 
reached  back  in  the  seat  and  got  his  rifle. 

Fate  threw  away  the  stick  he  was  whittling,  wiped  his  knife 
blade  on  the  side  of  his  brogan  shoe,  and  closed  it.  He  stood  up, 
with  his  legs  wide  apart  and  his  chest  arched  out. 

“Tip!”  he  said  in  a  voice  that  rang  out  like  a  fox  horn,  just 
as  Tip  was  turning  toward  him  with  the  rifle.  “Tip,”  he  said, 
“put  that  there  gun  back  in  yore  automobile  while  I  tell  you 
something.” 

Tip  held  the  rifle  in  one  hand  and  stood  stock-still. 

“Like  h - I’ll  put  it  back,”  he  said.  “I’m  bound  to  kill  you, 

Fate,  for  the  way  you  done  me  that  time  you  ran  off  with  ” 

“Shet  up!”  Fate  roared,  lowering  his  head  like  a  bull  getting 
ready  to  charge.  “Don’t  you  dare  benasty  her  name  by  bringing 
it  into  this.” 
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Tip  had  his  rifle  cocked,  and  his  right  arm  holding  it  jerked 
slightly,  as  though  he  were  going  to  shoot  Fate  any  minute. 

“I  don’t  aim  to  speak  your  wife’s  name,”  Tip  said  nervously. 
“But  what  was  that  you  wanted  to  tell  me  afore  I  shoot  you?” 

Everybody  looked  at  Fate,  to  see  what  he  had  to  say.  They 
had  all  walked  to  one  side,  to  be  out  of  the  way  of  the  bullet. 
There  were  Bill  Overhall  and  Tom  Briley  and  Tom  Briley’s  oldest 
boy  and  Jed  Perkins,  who  ran  the  post  office,  and  four  fellows 
from  up  Flatrock  way.  They  all  stood  aside  and  waited  in  a 
fidget  to  see  what  was  going  to  happen.  Fate  didn’t  say  any¬ 
thing  for  a  minute.  A  chicken  looking  for  pickings  in  the  dust 
of  the  road  walked  between  the  two  men,  but  they  did  not  see 
the  fowl  on  account  of  staring  hard  into  each  other’s  eyes. 
They  were  standing  about  twenty  feet  apart. 

“Things  ain’t  like  they  used  to  be,  Tip,”  Fate  said.  “If  you 
kill  a  man  these  days  they  arrest  you.  Course,  if  I  had  a  gun 
whichever  one  of  us  killed  tother  could  git  acquitted  on  account 
of  it  being  self-defense.  That’s  why  I  ain’t  totin’  no  gun,  Tip. 
Efen  I  was  totin’  one  I  couldn’t  kill  you. 

“The  Good  Book  says  ‘Thou  shalt  not  kill,’  and  I’ve  sinned 
enough  in  the  eyes  of  the  Lord  without  having  to  account  for 
killing  you.  And  I  don’t  aim  for  you  to  kill  me,  Tip,  without 
you  go  to  the  pen  for  it.  Efen  you  shoot  me  dead,  I  reckon 
these  other  folks  here  will  tell  as  how  you  didn’t  do  it  in  self- 
defense.” 

Well,  Tip  did  not  have  a  thing  to  say  to  that.  He  just  stood 
there,  with  his  rifle  loose  in  his  hand,  while  the  pullet  scratched 
in  the  road  at  his  feet  and  kicked  up  dirt  on  his  pants  leg. 

It  was  time  for  one  or  the  other  of  them  to  make  a  move,  and 
both  of  them  stood  stock-still,  looking  into  each  other’s  eyes. 
They  stood  staring,  a  minute,  five  minutes,  ten  minutes,  neither 
one  of  them  moving  a  muscle,  while  the  chicken  kept  scratching 
in  the  dirt  and  the  onlookers  shifted  about  silently,  taking  care 
not  to  get  in  range  of  the  rifle. 

It  looked  as  if  they  would  stand  there  until  judgment  day, 
but  finally  Sheriff  Hunter  rode  up  on  his  bay  mare  and  saw  what 
was  going  on.  It  took  a  mighty  lot  of  nerve  to  do  what  he  did, 
but  he  rode  the  mare  in  between  them  and  told  them  both  to  get 
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home.  Fate  picked  up  his  sack  of  flour  and  started  out  for  Moon 
Mountain.  Tip  got  back  in  his  Ford  and  lit  out  up  the  road. 

After  that  folks  criticized  Fate  mightily.  They  said  he  must 
have  been  scared  of  Tip,  or  he  would  have  carried  a  gun  when  it 
reached  his  ears  that  Tip  was  out  to  get  him.  It  is  an  unwritten 
law  in  the  mountains  that  when  two  men  have  a  feud  on,  they 
both  go  prepared  to  fight,  and  then  the  one  that  does  the  killing 
can  get  acquitted  on  a  self-defense  plea.  If  Fate  had  not  been 
scared,  they  said,  he  would  have  been  ready  for  Tip,  and  he  would 
not  have  saved  his  skin  by  getting  on  the  side  of  the  law. 

And  so,  as  time  passed,  Fate  got  to  be  more  and  more  un¬ 
popular.  Folks  still  got  him  to  fiddle  at  the  dances,  but  they 
paid  him  no  mind. 

Tip  never  carried  his  gun  any  more,  but  he  always  talked 
powerfully  against  Fate.  Maybe  that  was  why  Fate  got  to  be 
disliked,  because  Tip  was  always  railing  against  him,  although  he 
never  said  anything  against  Tip. 

Well,  the  years  passed,  and  Tip  kept  saying  he  would  get 
even  some  day,  and  he  kept  telling  folks  that  Fate  was  a  worth¬ 
less  losel,  and  he  was  always  saying  that  Fate  held  truck  with 
the  devil  on  account  of  the  strange  music  he  played.  It  got  so 
folks  shunned  Fate,  but  he  paid  them  no  mind. 

Every  year  the  feeling  against  him  grew  and  grew,  and,  on 
account  of  it,  he  found  it  harder  and  harder  to  earn  money  by 
hiring  out.  He  could  not  grow  much  in  the  way  of  crops  on  the 
side  of  Moon  Mountain,  and  it  got  so  he  was  always  having 
hard  times. 

All  sorts  of  stories  went  around  about  him,  but  they  were  doubt¬ 
less  false.  Once  they  even  said  he  stole  chickens,  but  it  turned 
out  to  be  a  lie  when  Sheriff  Hunter  caught  the  real  thief.  There 
was  only  one  story  that  had  any  grain  of  truth  in  it,  and  that  was 
the  one  that  made  people  really  begin  to  believe  that  Fate  had 
truck  with  the  devil. 

Somebody  spied  him  playing  music  to  the  creek.  Whoever 
it  was  said  he  came  across  him  in  a  wild-like  place,  where  there 
were  yellow  poplars  that  grew  mightily  high  before  branches 
ever  started  out  on  them.  Fate  was  sitting  on  a  flat  rock  beside 
the  stream,  which  tumbled  down  the  mountain  in  alternate  cur¬ 
rents  and  quiet  pools. 
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Folks  said  Fate  was  handling  the  bow  right  smoothly  like 
and  making  music  to  beat  over  yonder.  He  was  just  naturally 
wiping  it  out  of  the  fiddle  box,  and  the  sounds  were  just  like 
those  made  by  the  creek.  You  could  scarcely  tell  the  difference 
between  the  fiddle  music  and  the  sound  of  the  water  as  it  rushed 
and  rippled  over  the  slippery  green  rocks. 

And  then  folks  began  to  say  that  Fate  loved  the  creek  like 
a  man  loves  a  woman.  It  was  a  freakish  yarn,  but  none  there  was 
to  say  it  was  not  so.  Folks  said  a  man  must  be  a  pure  mold- 
warp  to  sit  fiddling  and  spooning  with  a  stream  when  he  ought  to 
be  earning  bread  for  his  wife  and  young  one. 

So  it  happened  that  Fate,  more  than  likely  because  he  was 
an  artist,  got  to  be  considered  a  bad  one,  maybe  crazy.  It  even 
got  so  that  there  was  talk  of  running  him  out  of  the  country. 
There  are  some  that  say  Tip  was  behind  all  that  talk,  but  there 
was  no  way  of  telling,  because  Tip  was  a  shrewd  one.  Old  man 
Ira  Pope  had  something  to  do  with  it,  because  he  hated  Fate 
like  poison.  He  never  spoke  to  Beulah  after  she  ran  off  with 
Fate,  no  matter  if  she  was  his  onliest  child. 

It  was  a  long  time  before  anything  ever  came  of  the  talk  of 
running  Fate  off,  maybe  on  account  of  the  fact  that  he  was 
mighty  much  a  man.  True,  nobody  ever  recalled  his  having  had 
a  rippet  besides  the  one  he  had  with  Tip,  but  folks  suspected 
that  his  gentle  ways  served  him  to  hide  his  deviltry.  That  is 
the  way  it  had  been  with  his  old  grandfather,  Hance  Shannon. 
Old  Hance  used  to  be  a  bad  one,  and  many  were  the  tales  that 
were  told  after  him.  Once,  according  to  one  of  these  tales,  he 
got  into  a  fight  in  a  Nashville  barroom  and  cracked  two  men’s 
heads  together  so  hard  that  he  killed  them  both. 

That  was  late  one  night,  but  next  morning  he  was  back  up 
on  Moon  Mountain  setting  out  tomato  slips  at  sunup  (and  there 
were  no  airplanes  in  those  days!).  Another  time  he  stood  on  a 
flat  rock  and  let  men  pile  sacks  of  shot  on  his  shoulders  until  his 
feet  sank  ankle-deep  in  the  rock.  Of  course,  the  truth  wasn’t  in 
such  tales,  but  it  goes  to  show  how  the  lies  could  grow  about 
Fate  until  they  became  a  danger  to  him. 

Well,  on  account  of  not  having  been  able  to  hire  out,  Fate 
had  a  mighty  hard  time  of  it  the  winter  little  Watt  was  ten. 
You  could  tell  that  things  were  plumb  serious  just  by  the  sight 
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of  his  cabin.  The  place  was  downright  ramshackle,  the  most 
poorly  dwelling  around  Moon  Mountain  way.  Some  of  the 
windowpanes  were  gone  and  the  vacant  places  were  stuffed  up 
with  old  tow  sacks. 

Fact  is,  folks  say  that  Fate  was  hard  pushed  to  provide  Beulah 
and  the  young  one  with  victuals.  The  salt  bin  in  the  smoke¬ 
house  did  not  have  a  side  of  bacon  in  it  to  its  name.  Of  course, 
when  there  was  nothing  else  to  eat  in  the  house,  Fate  could 
always  go  out  with  his  shotgun  and  kill  a  mess  of  game.  A  nice 
fat  rabbit  ain’t  a  thing  to  be  scorned,  if  a’body  has  some  com 
pone  to  go  with  it,  though  the  Lord  knows  where  Fate  got  meal, 
he  was  that  poor-folksy. 

Young  Watt  was  not  in  school  that  winter.  That  was  on  ac¬ 
count  of  his  not  having  any  shoes  to  wear.  He  stayed  in  the 
house  with  his  ma  most  of  the  time,  while  he  practiced  on  the 
fiddle,  but  sometimes  he  tied  tow  sacks  on  his  feet  to  protect 
them  from  the  frozen  ground,  and  went  out  to  play.  Tip  Leak  did 
some  more  talking  about  that.  Tip  said  a  man  must  be  mighty 
much  a  scalawag  if  he  would  not  work  enough  to  be  able  to 
provide  one  kid  with  shoes  to  wear  to  school. 

Tip  said  the  innocent  child  had  to  suffer  because  Fate  spent 
his  time  fiddling  in  the  service  of  the  devil  and  making  love  to 
the  creek,  like  he  might  have  been  a  devil  himself.  Tip  said 
Fate  ought  to  be  run  off.  Tip  said  that  there  were  a  lot  of 
worthless  scalawags  like  Fate  out  in  the  lowlands,  but  that  he 
was  a  pure  disgrace  to  upright,  God-fearing  mountaineers. 

The  time  Tip  was  saying  all  these  things  he  was  in  Jed  Perkins’s 
store  of  a  Saturday  night.  There  were  about  ten  other  men  in 
the  store,  all  sitting  around  the  pot-bellied  stove,  squirting  tobacco 
juice  on  its  red-hot  sides.  Tip  was  sitting  on  a  flour  barrel  at 
the  end  of  the  counter.  He  had  a  bottle  of  corn  on  the  floor  down 
behind  the  barrel,  and  every  now  and  then  he  would  take  a  nip 
and  pass  the  bottle  around.  Somebody  minded  how  Tip  used  not 
to  drink  when  he  was  courting  Beulah  Pope,  and  that  way  the 
conversation  got  steered  around  to  Fate. 

Well,  Tip  said  a  lot  of  harsh  things  against  Fate,  and  every 
time  the  bottle  went  around  he  said  something  about  how  they 
all  ought  to  get  together  and  run  Fate  off.  He  said  they  ought 
to  give  him  a  hiding  first.  He  said  they  could  all  dress  up  like 
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Ku-Kluxers,  and  if  they  did  not  tell  off  on  each  other,  Sheriff 
Hunter  need  never  know  who  did  it. 

Bill  Overhall  spoke  up  and  said: 

“I  allow  you’re  right,  Tip.  I  mind  the  time  I  seed  him  setting 
on  a  rock  afiddling  at  the  creek.  He  allows  the  creek  and  such 
things  are  his  friends,  and  he’s  plumb  stuck-up,  like  as  if  he 
thought  he  was  too  good  for  us.” 

Bill  Overhall  screwed  up  his  lean  face  and  squirted  a  brown 
stream  on  the  glowing  red  side  of  the  stove.  The  tobacco  juice 
sizzled  and  vanished.  Bill’s  little  eyes  were  red  with  the  liquor, 
and  some  of  his  tobacco  juice  ran  down  his  chin  and  dripped 
into  his  overall  bib,  careless  like. 

“You’re  mighty  right  he  thinks  he’s  too  good  for  us,”  Tip  said, 
starting  the  bottle  around  again.  Tip’s  eyes  were  not  red,  but 
they  were  jumpy,  and  their  pale-blue  color  looked  kind  of  glassy. 
His  long,  lean  body,  hunched  up  on  the  flour  barrel,  with  his 
skinny,  booted  legs  hanging  down,  was  tense  and  fidgety,  like  a 

man  just  itching  for  trouble.  “He’s  a  d - stuck-up  scalawag,” 

Tip  said,  “and  if  he  was  here  I’d  be  liable  to  say  so  to  his  face!” 

Well,  the  talk  went  on  and  the  bottle  kept  going  around.  That 
was  how  it  happened  that  while  Fate  was  teaching  young  Watt  to 
play  “The  Ripples”  a  band  of  men  were  walking  up  the  Moon 
Mountain  path  in  the  moonlight.  Their  feet  scrunched  on  the 
frozen  ground  and  they  were  talking  in  low,  excited  voices.  They 
had  flour  sacks  with  holes  cut  in  them  to  see  through  when  they 
put  them  over  their  heads  as  hoods.  They  stopped  to  take  a 
drink  out  of  a  bottle  that  was  passed  around. 

“He’s  a  d -  stuck-up  scalawag,”  said  the  tallest  and  the 

skinniest  one  of  them.  The  moon  hid  its  face  behind  a  cloud 
that  put  on  silver  draperies  when  the  moon  slid  behind  it. 

While  the  old  clock  on  the  mantel  ticktocked  on  past  young 
Watt’s  bedtime,  Fate  showed  the  boy  how  to  play  “The  Ripples.” 
Beulah  sat  rocking  in  a  chair,  and  now  and  then  tending  the 
kettle  on  the  fire.  She  was  parboiling  a  rabbit,  so  it  would  be 
nice  and  tender  to  fry  for  breakfast.  Every  time  Beulah  looked 
at  the  man  who  was  her  husband  and  the  man  child  who  was  her 
son  her  eyes  seemed  full  of  misty  happiness.  You  could  fair 
tell  that  she  was  proud  to  be  poor  with  big,  gentle  Fate  and 
little,  eager  Watt. 
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“Pappy,  where  did  you  learn  to  play  ‘The  Ripples’?”  Watt 
asked. 

“Down  to  the  creek,”  Fate  told  him.  “I  set  and  listened  to 
the  water  and  practiced  on  the  fiddle  till  I  learned.” 

“Pappy,  the  creek  must  be  the  Lord’s  fiddle,”  Watt  said  with 
the  earnestness  of  a  young  one  who  has  thought  out  something 
for  himself. 

“You’re  mighty  right;  it’s  the  Lord’s  fiddle,”  Fate  said. 
The  smile  left  his  face,  and  his  brown  eyes  grew  wistful  like. 
“I  allow  everything  is  the  Lord’s  fiddle.  The  pine  trees,  for 
a  sample,  they  make  music  for  the  Lord  when  He  causes  the  wind 
to  blow  through  them.  And  the  birds  make  purty  music,  but 
they  ain’t  got  sense,  so  I  reckon  when  they  sing  that’s  the  Lord 
making  music,  too.  ’Deed,  sometimes  I  think  it  ain’t  me  doing 
it  when  I  scrape  on  that  old  fiddle  box,  but  I  just  rub  the  bow 
gin  the  Lord  makes  the  music.” 

For  a  long  time  Watt  was  silent,  while  he  stared  in  the  flames 
that  leaped  and  danced  in  the  fireplace,  sending  red  sparks  up  the 
chimney. 

“When  I  play  ‘The  Ripples,’  will  it  be  the  Lord  playing  them?” 
Watt  asked. 

“I  don’t  claim  to  know  much  about  such  things,”  Fate  allowed. 
Then  he  said,  “I  reckon,  Son,  if  you  love  everything  like  you  love 
this  fiddle,  you’ll  gain  favor  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord  and  He  will 
make  you  a  good  fiddler.  And  you  ought  to  love  things,  causen 
they  all  got  souls  just  like  you  have,  though  there’s  them  that 
say  dumb  animals  ain’t  got  souls.  I  allow  they  must  have,  causen 
they’re  God’s  critters.  I  reckon  everything  has  got  a  soul,  even 
this  old  fiddle  box,  and  the  trees  and  streams.” 

“Has  the  creek  got  a  soul,  Pappy?” 

“I  reckon  so,  Son.  More’n  likely  you  could  even  talk  to  it, 
efen  you  understood  how  to  play  ‘The  Ripples’  good  enough. 
’Deed,  efen  you — ” 

Fate  stopped  speaking  and  drew  his  breath  in  suddenly  on 
account  of  what  he  saw  at  the  window.  It  looked  like  a  man’s 
head  with  a  flour  sack  over  it. 

“What  was  you  fixing  to  say?”  Watt  asked. 

Fate  darted  a  quick  glance  at  his  rifle  on  the  rack.  Then, 
thinking  not  to  alarm  Beulah  and  Watt,  he  said,  “I  reckon  I  better 
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see  if  my  gun’s  all  right  to  kill  a  rabbit  with  to-morrow.”  He  got 
up  to  get  the  rifle,  but  stood  still  in  his  tracks  when  he  saw  the 
door  latch  being  pulled  upward  by  the  rawhide  string  that  hung 
outside. 

Then  the  door  exploded  inward.  Before  you  could  say  Scat! 
the  room  was  full  of  men  with  flour  sacks  over  their  heads. 
Beulah  screamed.  Watt  walked  up  to  one  of  the  men  and  kicked 
him  on  the  leg,  then  began  to  cry.  They  pounced  on  Fate, 
scuffling  around  him.  Not  a  one  of  them  said  a  word.  Fate  let 
out  a  bellow  and  fought  like  a  wild  cat,  but  in  a  minute  they 
were  holding  him  so  he  could  not  move.  They  shoved  him 
toward  the  door.  As  they  were  taking  him  out,  one  of  the  men 
turned  and  said  to  Beulah,  in  a  disguised  voice: 

“We’re  agoing  to  fix  him  for  the  way  he  neglects  you  and  your 
young  one.” 

Beulah  was  so  scared  that  she  could  not  do  anything  but  scream 
and  cry.  Young  Watt  rushed  at  the  man  and  started  hitting 
and  kicking  him  as  high  up  on  his  legs  as  he  could  reach.  Beulah 
was  so  put  out  she  did  not  notice  that  her  son  was  using  man- 
size  swearwords. 

They  took  Fate  out  and,  in  spite  of  his  struggles,  they  sat 
him  on  the  ground  with  his  legs  straddling  a  tree  trunk.  Four 
men  on  the  other  side  of  the  tree  from  him  held  him,  one  for  each 
arm  and  leg.  They  pulled  him  against  the  tree  so  hard  that  he 
could  not  move,  and  somebody  tore  his  shirt  off. 

Beulah  and  Watt  hovered  around  the  edge  of  the  group  of 
grunting,  swearing  men.  One  of  them  made  the  woman  and  the 
boy  go  back  in  the  cabin. 

The  tallest  and  skinniest  man  had  a  bull  whip.  Its  long, 
plaited  lash  flashed  in  the  moonlight,  swished  in  the  air,  and  cut 
with  a  crack  into  the  naked  flesh  of  Fate’s  back. 

The  sound  was  horribly  unmistakable  to  Beulah  and  Watt  in 
the  cabin.  Beulah  shrieked  and  fell  sobbing  on  the  floor. 

Watt  did  not  want  his  mother  to  hear  the  lashing.  The  fiddle! 
“The  Ripples”!  The  fiddle  had  a  soul,  the  creek  had  a  soul, 
everything  had  a  soul.  Maybe  “The  Ripples”  would  stir  good  to 
banish  evil.  Watt  grabbed  the  fiddle  and  began  playing.  He 
knelt  close  to  his  mother’s  head,  so  the  sound  would  drown  the 
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cracks  of  the  lash  on  his  pappy’s  back.  “The  Ripples.”  He 
played  fast  and  loud,  and  ripples  became  the  rush  of  a  flood. 

The  man  with  the  bull  whip  swung  the  lash  with  frenzied 
vengeance.  It  cut  into  the  flesh,  and  the  moonlight  showed 
little  black  streams  running  down  the  white  of  Fate’s  back.  Fate 
grunted  and  jerked  convulsively  against  the  men  who  were  holding 
his  arms  and  legs  around  the  tree. 

Then  through  the  excitement  penetrated  the  sounds  of  strange 
fiddling. 

“What’s  that?”  somebody  asked  suddenly,  with  the  hollow 
hush  of  superstitious  fear  in  his  voice.  Quick  glances  flashed  to 
Fate  and  then  toward  the  cabin.  Rough,  wild  sounds  scraped  on 
a  fiddle.  The  frenzied  sobbing  of  a  woman.  They  did  not 
know  even  that  Watt  could  play  the  fiddle,  and  to  them  it  seemed 
that  the  instrument  was  giving  outcry  of  its  own  accord,  playing 
Fate’s  strange,  mad  music.  The  sounds  suggested  those  of  the 
creek,  which  swished  and  gurgled  down  the  mountainside  two 
hundred  yards  away. 

An  oath  came  from  one  of  the  men  holding  Fate.  Then  terror 
overcame  him,  and  he  dropped  Fate’s  arm  as  though  it  were  the 
arm  of  some  awful,  mysterious  thing  from  another  world.  He 
yanked  off  his  hood  and  stood  ready  to  run. 

The  tallest  man  stood  with  the  whip  poised  in  mid-air,  while 
he  stared  in  a  puzzled  way  at  the  lighted  square  of  the  cabin  door. 

As  the  men  forgot  to  hold  him  Fate  staggered  erect  and  steadied 
himself  on  his  feet  for  an  instant,  while  fighting  strength  surged 
up  in  him. 

The  fiddling  went  on,  seeming  to  grow  wilder  and  more  im¬ 
petuous,  not  like  the  gentle  “Ripples”  that  Fate  had  learned 
from  the  stream,  but  like  some  fearful,  elemental  thing. 

Fate  recognized  the  man  with  the  whip,  in  spite  of  the  hood. 
He  stepped  toward  him,  his  right  arm  drawn  back  for  the  blow. 
Just  in  time,  the  man  saw  his  danger  and  started  to  leap  away. 
The  blow  was  a  glancing  one,  but  Fate’s  fist  sent  him  reeling 
off  between  the  trees. 

“Tip  Leak!”  Fate  yelled  as  he  leaped  after  the  hooded  man, 
“I’ll  stomp  yore  guts  out!” 

In  terror,  not  so  much  of  the  mysterious  music  as  of  Fate’s 
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aroused  fury,  Tip  rushed  fit  to  kill  through  the  woods.  The 
other  men  likewise  took  out  through  the  woods  and  went  crashing 
off  at  breakneck  speed. 

Fate  did  not  run  after  them.  He  stood  there  beneath  the  tree, 
while  tears  of  pain  and  rage  dripped  down  his  cheeks  and  drops 
of  blood  trickled  down  his  naked  back. 

He  could  hear  the  other  men  running  down  the  side  of  the 
mountain  in  one  direction,  and  Tip  was  running  in  the  other. 
Tip  was  running  toward  the  creek. 

Then  there  was  a  splash  in  the  creek.  Not  several  quick 
splashes,  like  a  man  would  make  running  across,  but  one  loud 
splash,  and  then  silence. 

When  Fate  went  back  in  the  cabin,  young  Watt  was  helping  his 
mother  up  from  the  floor,  telling  her  that  the  men  had  gone. 
Fate  threw  his  arms  around  both  of  them.  Faintly,  through  the 
open  door,  could  be  heard  the  creek  playing  its  own  ripples — the 
Lord’s  fiddle. 

Well,  next  day  gin  Sheriff  Hunter  arrested  Bill  Overhall  and 
the  others,  he  had  to  look  high  and  low  afore  he  ever  found  Tip. 
Finally  he  came  across  Tip’s  body,  lying  face  down  in  the  creek, 
drowned  in  three  inches  of  water.  Some  allowed  afterwards  that 
Tip  tripped  on  the  creek  bank  and  fell  so  hard  he  knocked  him¬ 
self  senseless  on  the  bottom;  but  some  say  the  creek  had  a  power 
to  help  Fate  out  of  trouble. 


I  HEAR  YOU,  MR.  AND  MRS. 
BROWN  1 

By  JOSEPHINE  HERBST 

(From  This  Quarter) 

THE  Ripleys  were  close  together  as  a  family.  They  lived  to 
themselves  and  no  one  ever  thought  of  them,  except  as  a 
family  that  stuck  pretty  close  at  home.  Mrs.  Ripley  was  a  fine 
big  woman,  several  inches  taller  than  her  husband.  When  a 
family  group  picture  was  taken  outside  their  store,  Mrs.  Ripley 
made  her  husband  stand  at  the  edge  of  the  sidewalk  nearest  the 
store,  and  she  stepped  off  the  sidewalk  a  little  behind  him.  With 
the  two  children  planted  in  front  of  the  couple,  this  arrangement 
was  hidden  from  the  eye,  and  in  the  picture  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Ripley 
appeared  to  be  of  the  same  height.  His  shoulders  were  nar¬ 
rower  than  hers,  and  the  picture  couldn’t  hide  that,  but  what  any 
one  would  really  notice  about  Ripley  was  his  beard.  He  was 
all  beard.  For  a  man  beginning  to  be  bald,  he  had  a  very  thick 
black  beard.  When  you  saw  Ripley  you  saw  his  beard,  and  when 
you  thought  of  him,  it  was  only  the  beard  you  could  be  sure  of. 
His  eyes  were  too  small  and  weak  to  be  remembered,  but  the 
beard  stood  out  as  clear  as  could  be. 

The  two  children  took  after  the  father.  Every  one  said  what 
a  funny  thing  it  was  that  the  boy  and  girl  should  both  take 
after  the  father  and  what  a  pity,  with  Mrs.  Ripley  so  handsome. 
Of  the  two,  the  boy  was  the  mother’s  favourite,  but  he  was  too 
shy  to  make  her  very  proud.  She  was  always  after  him  to 
straighten  up  and  hold  up  his  head,  but  she  never  made  much 
of  an  effort  to  push  him  out  with  other  boys.  When  Edgar  came 
running  home  with  a  bloody  nose,  crying,  she  just  washed  him 
off  and  let  it  go  at  that.  More  and  more  she  began  to  let  his 
father  have  his  way  with  the  boy.  When  Edgar  was  only 
fourteen,  Ripley  decided  he  needed  him  in  the  store  and  that 

1  Copyright,  1931,  by  Josephine  Herbst. 
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ended  Edgar’s  education.  Mrs.  Ripley  said  Edgar  ought  to  keep 
on  with  his  schooling,  but  the  boy  himself  seemed  anxious  to 
quit  and  that  settled  it. 

For  all  that  the  Ripleys  stood  so  close  together  as  a  family, 
Edgar  and  his  father  were  always  disagreeing  in  the  store.  When 
something  went  wrong,  Mr.  Ripley  had  a  way  of  singing  out  for 
Edgar  that  made  the  clerks  wink  at  each  other  and  whisper  that 
Edgar  was  going  to  get  it.  If  Mrs.  Berry  phoned  about  her 
order  coming  late,  Edgar  got  bawled  out  about  it.  If  the  orders 
to  the  hospital  were  delayed,  Edgar  was  pretty  certain  to  catch 
it.  Mr.  Ripley  told  his  wife  that  training  Edgar  to  his  proper 
responsibilities  was  a  trying  job,  but  he  wasn’t  the  man  to  shirk  it. 
Mrs.  Ripley  had  little  to  say  beyond  warning  her  husband  to 
remember  the  neighbours  and  not  to  talk  so  loud.  She  was 
always  shushing  and  looking  out  of  the  window  in  a  frightened 
way  when  an  argument  began. 

Edgar  worked  in  the  store  early  and  late  and  there  was  never 
time  for  anything  but  resting  up  on  Sunday.  He  began  to  feel 
his  lack  of  education  and  in  the  evenings,  when  he  read  the 
paper,  he  would  sometimes  lay  it  down  and  look  across  the  table 
at  his  father.  If  any  one  caught  him  looking  intently  at  his 
father  like  that,  he  would  get  red  and  pick  up  his  paper  again. 
His  paper  was  about  all  that  Edgar  had,  for  all  that  he  was  such 
a  young  fellow.  Mr.  Barnes,  one  of  the  older  clerks,  teased  him 
about  getting  a  girl  and  Edgar  often  thought  with  pleasure  of 
being  teased  in  this  way,  but  he  never  made  an  effort  to  get  a 
girl.  He  just  grew  older  and  people  said  that  Edgar  Ripley  was 
a  good  steady  boy  who  really  appreciated  his  home  the  way  few 
young  folks  did  nowadays. 

The  Ripleys  always  seemed  content  with  the  simple  homey 
things.  They  had  five  rooms  back  of  the  store  looking  out  on  a 
scrap  of  a  garden.  At  night  people  passing  could  see  the  lighted 
windows  behind  the  tops  of  tall  flowers  and  the  family  sitting 
around  the  table.  But  you  had  to  pass  early  in  the  evening  to 
see  that;  Mrs.  Ripley  was  sure  to  draw  the  shades  down  soon 
after  the  lights  were  on  and  she  had  a  quick  frightened  way  of 
hurrying  toward  the  windows  as  if  she  were  afraid  some  one 
might  already  have  seen  in. 

The  daughter  was  growing  up.  She  was  turning  out  to  be  a 
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rather  heavy  dull  girl,  but  an  excellent  cook.  Mr.  Ripley  was 
very  fond  of  his  daughter,  who  in  many  ways  was  the  image  of 
himself.  But  he  always  said  that  he  would  give  ten  years  of  his 
life  if  just  one  of  his  children  had  inherited  his  talent.  Mr. 
Ripley’s  talent  was  an  artistic  one;  he  could  paint  pictures. 

His  trade  had  originally  been  a  cutter  of  grave  monuments, 
but  the  work  had  been  too  hard  on  his  eyes.  A  cousin  was  making 
a  nice  little  living  at  a  general  store  and  Ripley  decided  to  try 
his  hand  at  that.  Beginning  this  store  had  put  considerable 
hardship  on  both  the  husband  and  wife.  Besides  her  house¬ 
keeping,  Mrs.  Ripley  had  gone  around  on  a  bicycle  taking  orders. 
Long  after  the  need  for  taking  orders  had  passed,  Mrs.  Ripley 
remembered  the  hard  time  they  had  passed  through  and  the 
humiliation  of  borrowing  money  from  her  well-to-do  brother  to 
begin  the  venture.  She  often  wrote  her  sister  in  the  East  that 
she  hoped  she  would  never  know  the  necessity  of  going  into  debt 
and  that  it  was  almost  better  to  owe  money  to  a  stranger  than 
to  a  brother  who  had  to  find  out  how  bad  things  were  with  you. 

The  two  sisters  had  always  carried  on  a  very  full  correspond¬ 
ence  since  their  marriages,  but  there  were  some  letters  that  Mrs. 
Ripley  had  written  in  the  first  five  years  of  her  married  life  that 
she  hated  to  recall.  When  she  did,  she  always  wrote  her  sister 
and  said:  “I  hope  you  have  burned  all  those  silly  letters  I  wrote 
in  Bedford,  Fanny,  I  surely  hope  you  have.”  Fanny  never 
answered  this  and  Mrs.  Ripley  never  was  certain  that  the  letters 
might  not  be  lying  around  for  her  sister’s  growing  girls  to  read. 

Mrs.  Ripley  took  out  many  grudges  in  letters  to  her  sister. 
But  about  her  husband’s  painting  talent,  she  said  very  little.  He 
began  to  develop  this  talent  soon  after  they  took  the  general 
store.  He  subscribed  to  an  art  magazine  and  invested  in  folios 
of  the  world’s  great  paintings.  He  took  out  the  old  junk  in 
the  attic  over  the  store,  tacked  burlap  around  the  walls,  and 
hauled  home  a  few  pieces  of  verdigrised  brass.  Mrs.  Ripley 
helped  him  put  up  an  old  cot  bed  and  he  often  slept  in  the  attic 
instead  of  in  his  own  room  that  opened  into  his  wife’s  room.  The 
attic  roof  sloped  over  his  head;  with  the  door  closed  he  seemed 
far  away  from  the  rest  of  the  house  and  safe. 

Mr.  Ripley  began  to  give  more  and  more  of  his  spare  time  to 
the  attic.  On  sunny  days,  he  often  left  Edgar  in  charge  of  the 
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store  and  went  off  to  a  nearby  field  for  a  little  sketching.  “What’s 
a  man  got  a  son  for  if  he  can’t  put  some  responsibility  on  him?” 
he  would  say.  One  of  his  watercolours  won  a  prize  at  the  State 
fair,  and  after  that  he  sometimes  talked  of  going  to  New  York 
for  a  winter  in  the  studios. 

When  Eloise  was  a  bulky  girl  in  high  school,  Edgar  decided  to 
leave  home  and  take  up  a  claim  in  Montana.  His  father  fitted 
him  out  with  supplies  and  for  all  that  they  had  been  such  a 
close  family,  neither  Mr.  nor  Mrs.  Ripley  seemed  to  think  it 
anything  unusual  to  send  their  son  to  a  cold  lonely  ranch  in 
Montana.  They  seemed  to  think  that  as  long  as  he  had  plenty 
to  eat  and  good  heavy  underwear,  he  would  be  all  right.  When 
customers  inquired  about  Edgar,  Mr.  Ripley  would  read  bits  of 
his  letters,  how  the  snow  was  fourteen  feet  deep  and  everything 
frozen  solid,  and  he  would  smile  a  little  as  if  it  were  good  sport 
for  Edgar.  The  whole  family  seemed  to  think  Edgar  was  getting 
along  all  right.  They  lived  on  in  the  same  way  without  a  break. 

Mrs.  Ripley  was  very  careful  of  her  health  and  when  she  went 
out  into  the  chilly  morning  air  to  hang  up  a  washing,  she  always 
stuffed  her  ears  with  cotton.  Before  she  went  to  bed,  she  rubbed 
her  neck  with  a  high  grade  of  olive  oil,  massaging  it  carefully 
before  a  glass.  With  her  daughter  looking  on,  she  would  brush 
her  heavy  hair  many  times,  counting  the  strokes.  She  would 
look  proudly  at  herself  in  the  glass  where  she  showed  up  so  much 
handsomer  than  her  daughter.  When  Eloise  cooked  a  particularly 
good  dish,  she  gave  her  credit  for  it  with:  “Well,  the  way  to  a 
man’s  heart  is  his  stomach,  they  say,”  and  she  would  smile  in 
such  a  manner  that  the  poor  girl  was  all  the  more  aware  of  her 
plainness. 

In  the  second  year  that  Edgar  spent  on  a  claim  in  Montana  he 
wrote  a  very  bitter  letter  to  his  father.  The  snow  and  ice  and 
loneliness  were  too  much  for  him.  He  broke  down  and  wrote  a 
letter  blaming  his  father  for  his  life. 

“I’m  just  a  young  fellow  and  I  feel  a  thousand  years  old,” 
he  wrote.  “What  else  am  I  fitted  for  but  hard  work?  You 
took  me  out  of  school  and  put  me  to  work  when  I  was  just  a 
kid.  I  never  learned  how  to  do  anything.  I’m  good  for  nothing 
for  all  my  hard  work.”  The  letter  was  written  in  pencil  and  it 


JOSEPHINE  HERBST  183 

was  daubed  with  dried  flour  paste.  Mrs.  Ripley  got  very  pale 
when  she  read  this  yetter,  but  Ripley  boiled  and  shouted. 

“A  yellow  good  for  nothing,”  he  shouted,  “a  whiner.  Haven’t 
I  worked  hard  all  my  life?  What  about  me?  Does  he  think 
of  any  one  but  himself?  No.  He  wants  to  shirk  and  be  pam¬ 
pered:  that’s  what  he  wants.”  He  wouldn’t  be  quieted.  Mrs. 
Ripley  sat  looking  at  the  letter  in  her  hand.  She  folded  the 
letter  into  little  pleats  and  her  fingers  trembled.  She  let  her 
husband  storm  away  without  any  reference  to  the  neighbours. 

At  last  she  said:  “The  boy’s  right.” 

“Right?  How  do  you  mean  right?” 

“I  mean  just  what  I  say.  The  boy’s  right.  It’s  your  fault. 
You  took  him  out  of  school  and  stunted  his  growth  with  hard 
work.  You  didn’t  give  him  a  chance.  Afraid  he’d  turn  out  to 
be  a  real  man  and  shame  you.” 

Ripley  stood  still  looking  at  his  wife.  She  just  looked  back 
at  him  boldly  and  he  shook  all  over.  He  could  hardly  stand. 
There  was  no  answer  to  that  look  of  hers.  He  turned  away  and 
went  upstairs  to  his  attic  and  fell  down  like  lead  on  the  narrow 
bed.  With  his  face  down  he  could  still  see  that  look,  accusing 
him.  He  wasn’t  the  man  to  make  a  woman  happy.  They  had 
two  children,  it  is  true.  The  neighbours  had  no  way  of  learning 
how  it  had  come  to  be  with  him  and  his  wife.  He  had  come 
into  the  room  once  when  Mrs.  Ripley  was  writing  a  letter  to 
her  sister,  had  stepped  softly  behind  her  chair,  and  read  over 
her  shoulder:  “I  might  as  well  be  an  old  maid.” 

With  the  store  and  his  painting  he  managed  to  put  that  sentence 
out  of  his  mind.  When  he  thought  of  it,  he  got  hot  and  angry. 
After  Edgar  was  gone,  he  shouted  at  Mr.  Barnes  when  he  re¬ 
membered.  But  everything  was  so  even  in  their  lives,  his  wife 
was  such  a  stay-at-home,  every  one  said  what  a  happy  little 
family  it  was,  that  Ripley  let  himself  be  persuaded,  he  had  come 
to  believe  that  his  wife  must  be  content. 

Ripley  made  no  suggestion  about  what  to  do  for  Edgar.  For 
days  after  the  letter  came  he  kept  out  of  the  store,  and  almost 
out  of  the  house.  He  was  gone  no  one  knew  where  with  his  paint¬ 
ing  outfit.  At  night  he  came  home,  dog-tired  and  he  took  every 
chance  to  bully  them  all.  He  refused  to  answer  his  son’s  letter, 
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but  when  Mrs  Ripley  wrote  out  a  cheque  for  him  to  sign,  he 
signed  without  a  word.  She  had  decided  to  send  Edgar  money 
to  leave  Montana  and  to  help  him  get  a  job  in  Seattle.  Ripley 
quieted  down  and  got  back  into  the  harness  again.  Sometimes 
she  caught  him  watching  his  daughter  Eloise  soberly.  Once  in 
the  night  she  reared  up  thinking  she  heard  him  cry.  It  was  Ripley 
who  finally  suggested  that  Eloise  be  sent  to  college. 

Mrs.  Ripley  was  sensible  enough  not  to  try  for  anything  fancy 
with  her  daughter.  If  Eloise  was  going  to  college,  it  had  better 
be  for  a  domestic  science  course.  If  the  girl  got  married,  her  one 
attraction  would  be  strengthened,  if  not,  domestic  science  offered 
a  good  opening  for  women  who  must  earn  a  living. 

Eloise  put  in  three  years  at  Corvallis.  If  she  was  never  able 
to  improve  on  her  excellent  cookery,  she  learned  a  great  deal 
about  vitamins  and  calories  and  in  her  third  year  she  began  to 
send  home  kodak  pictures  of  herself  and  other  young  women 
and  young  men  on  picnics  and  in  various  poses.  When  she  came 
home  for  the  summer,  she  was  still  too  stout  and  unwieldy  but 
her  eyes  were  brighter  and  she  made  two  trips  to  a  beauty  parlour 
to  have  a  growth  of  hair  on  her  upper  lip  removed.  After  that, 
Mrs.  Ripley  was  not  surprised,  when  her  daughter  confided  that 
she  was  engaged  and  as  proof  brought  out  a  tiny  chip  diamond 
ring. 

Eloise’s  engagement  stirred  things  up  in  the  quiet  Ripley  home 
for  several  weeks.  Mr.  Ripley  wanted  to  tell  all  the  people  in 
the  store  and  maybe  put  a  little  announcement  in  the  papers, 
but  Mrs.  Ripley  said  they  should  keep  it  to  themselves  until  the 
date  of  the  wedding  was  near.  The  mother  and  daughter  went 
shopping  for  a  good-sized  cedar  chest,  and  Eloise  at  once  began 
to  fill  it  with  sheets  and  table  linen.  It  took  her  a  year  to  begin 
on  her  personal  belongings  and  then  she  picked  out  good  sensible 
designs  made  of  strong  nainsook. 

The  fiance  was  studying  to  be  an  electrical  engineer  and  the 
marriage  would  have  to  be  postponed  for  a  time  until  he  finished 
his  course  and  got  started.  The  practical  Eloise  decided  to  teach 
school  while  she  waited.  She  was  so  excellent  a  teacher  that  the 
school  board  insisted  on  having  her  return  and  ?s  they  raised  her 
salary  substantially,  she  went  back  for  a  second  year.  After 
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school  hours  she  worked  on  embroidery  for  her  hope  chest.  The 
nightgowns  and  underthings  began  to  turn  a  little  yellow  and  she 
sent  them  out  occasionally  to  be  laundered. 

After  Eloise’s  second  year  of  teaching,  there  was  some  talk  of 
marrying  but  Burt  always  had  some  excuse.  He  had  no  money 
saved,  he  was  just  trying  to  make  a  start,  they  had  better  wait. 
Eloise  had  saved  almost  a  thousand  dollars,  but  Burt  had  a 
dozen  reasons  why  they  should  not  touch  that  money  for  marriage. 
Mr.  Ripley  was  getting  more  and  more  nervous  about  the 
marriage,  but  he  was  afraid  to  ask  about  it.  During  his  daugh¬ 
ter’s  vacations,  she  sat  at  the  table  in  the  evenings,  slowly  em¬ 
broidering.  Her  hope  chest  was  filled  and  she  began  to  pack 
the  overflow  into  cardboard  boxes. 

Ripley  began  to  be  more  irritable  in  the  store.  He  was  con¬ 
tinually  flying  off  the  handle  over  nothing.  People  began  to 
talk  about  it  but  it  was  no  use  for  Mrs.  Ripley  to  remonstrate 
with  her  husband.  He  just  burst  out  at  her  for  her  pains.  The 
family  continued  to  sit  around  the  table  in  the  evenings,  but  Mrs. 
Ripley  often  came  out  of  the  house  and  stood  in  the  dark  under 
trees  or  moved  restlessly  about  among  the  flower  beds. 

The  Ripleys  were  really  relieved  when  the  war  came  and  gave 
Burt  a  good  excuse  for  putting  off  the  wedding.  He  was  one 
of  the  first  to  enlist  and  wrote  that  he  thought  it  his  duty  to  go. 

“Burt  thinks  it  his  duty  to  go,”  Mrs.  Ripley  wrote  her  sister 
Fanny,  “and  we  are  all  so  proud  of  him.  Eloise  has  decided 
to  do  her  bit  by  teaching  until  he  comes  home.” 

When  the  other  girls  were  hastily  marrying,  Eloise  took  up 
knitting  and  made  sweaters  and  helmets  and  wristlets  for  Burt. 
She  got  very  sallow  and  lifeless,  and  every  one  said  how  hard  the 
war  was  on  poor  Eloise.  Some  of  the  girls  of  her  acquaintance 
made  trips  to  the  camps  where  their  sweethearts  were  in  training, 
but  Burt  never  wrote  for  her.  He  was  in  Virginia  and  had  the 
excuse  of  being  too  far  away  to  visit. 

During  her  vacations  at  home,  Eloise  brought  out  her  knitting 
every  night,  as  the  family  sat  around  the  table.  Mr.  Ripley 
couldn’t  keep  his  eyes  off  it  and  during  the  evening  he  would 
burst  out  a  dozen  times  about  the  store  and  the  clerks,  even  about 
Edgar  who  wrote  home  so  seldom.  He  would  spend  the  evening 
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fuming  about  one  little  thing  after  the  other  and  finally  go  to 
bed.  Very  late  at  night  he  would  hear  his  wife’s  step  move  firmly 
past  his  door. 

Mr.  Ripley  worked  himself  into  being  really  sick,  the  clerks 
said.  Before  the  boys  began  coming  home,  he  was  in  bed.  It 
was  some  wasting  disease  that  gradually  affected  his  spine.  His 
beard  thinned  out  and  he  looked  small  and  transparent.  All  day 
he  sat  in  the  sun  turning  over  the  folios  of  the  world’s  great 
paintings  and  talking  of  the  time  he  was  going  to  New  York. 
His  wife  and  children  seemed  entirely  out  of  his  mind.  It  was 
Mrs.  Ripley  who  finally  sent  for  her  son  to  come  from  Seattle  to 
help  out  in  the  store. 

Edgar  attended  strictly  to  business  and  kept  out  of  his  father’s 
way.  The  clerks  liked  him  and  quit  talking  of  throwing  up  their 
jobs.  As  Ripley  got  weaker,  they  set  up  his  bed  in  one  of  the 
downstairs  rooms  where  he  could  call  to  his  wife  in  the  kitchen. 
At  Christmas  time  when  Eloise  came  home,  she  decided  not  to 
go  back  for  a  second  term. 

When  he  saw  himself  surrounded  by  his  little  family  again, 
Mr.  Ripley  for  the  first  time  began  to  get  suspicious  that  he 
Would  die.  In  the  evenings  he  would  lie  in  bed  looking  into  the 
other  room  where  his  wife  and  the  children  sat  around  the  table 
with  the  lamp.  Eloise  had  taken  up  embroidery  again  and  now 
and  then  she  would  write  to  Burt,  pausing  at  the  end  of  each 
page  to  look  vacantly  ahead  of  her.  Nothing  more  was  said  of  the 
wedding,  she  seemed  helpless  to  hurry  things.  Mrs.  Ripley  said 
it  looked  as  if  she  would  never  have  any  grandchildren  and 
smiled  in  her  curious  way. 

The  Ripleys  had  only  seen  their  future  son-in-law  once  on  a 
brief  visit  to  his  fiancee.  Lying  alone  so  much,  Mr.  Ripley  began 
to  think  over  all  the  reasons  Burt  had  given  for  putting  off  the 
wedding.  He  was  suddenly  convinced  that  the  young  fellow 
was  trying  to  get  out  of  it.  He  put  his  folios  away  and  worked 
himself  into  a  fever.  He’d  show  the  young  squirt.  The  im¬ 
pudent  pup.  Try  to  sneak  out  of  it.  Yellow  dog. 

Every  day  now  Ripley  asked  Eloise  some  new  question  about 
Burt.  Where  was  he?  When  was  he  coming?  Had  he  a  job? 
When  would  they  be  married?  When  he  heard  that  Burt  was 
home  again  with  his  mother  and  only  forty  miles  away,  he  was 
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sure  that  Eloise  was  going  to  be  left  in  the  lurch.  Why  didn’t 
he  come  to  see  her?  Trying  to  squirm  out  of  it,  that  was  all. 

Ripley  lay  in  his  bed  fuming  about  Burt.  Edgar,  the  store, 
the  clerks,  his  folios  were  out  of  his  mind  now.  He  meant  to 
get  even  with  Burt.  So  the  squirt  thought  he  could  make 
promises  and  break  them?  Could  come  and  go  as  he  pleased? 
He’d  show  him.  His  anger  increased  with  his  wife’s  calmness. 
Ripley  felt  that  she  was  siding  with  Burt  to  cheat  her  own  child. 
Eloise,  the  very  spit  of  her  father,  would  not  be  left  if  he  could 
help  it.  He  got  so  thin  that  his  wife  could  lift  him  easily  from  his 
bed  to  his  chair.  If  his  milk  was  too  warm  or  too  cold  and  he 
scolded  about  it,  they  pampered  him.  It  frightened  him  to  have 
them  soothe  him  for  everything  he  did. 

At  night  when  the  lamp  was  on,  he  found  it  harder  and 
harder  to  see  into  the  other  room  where  the  others  sat  around 
the  table.  When  he  could  no  longer  tell  the  difference  between 
the  blur  that  was  his  wife  and  the  one  that  was  Edgar,  he  spoke 
in  the  middle  of  the  night  about  his  daughter.  Mrs.  Ripley  was 
holding  his  head  to  drink  and  he  said:  “I  want  to  see  Eloise 
married.  I  want  to  see  that  before  I  die.” 

It  was  the  first  time  that  he  had  spoken  that  word.  It  sounded 
very  terrible  in  the  night.  Nobody  could  ignore  a  dying  man’s 
wish.  Eloise  cried  a  great  deal,  but  she  pulled  herself  together 
and  wrote  a  long  letter  to  Burt.  Mrs.  Ripley  was  the  only  active 
one.  She  feverishly  cleaned  the  house  and  the  night  before  the 
wedding,  she  was  out  in  the  dark  pushing  the  heavy  lawn  mower 
over  the  grass,  rushing  it  up  and  down  so  that  passers-by  halted 
curiously.  She  pulled  the  shades  up  to  let  the  light  fall  from 
the  rooms  inside  on  the  little  plot  of  ground  and  after  the  lawn 
was  cut,  she  went  around  on  her  hands  and  knees  cutting  the 
straggling  grass  that  clung  to  the  fence  and  the  corners. 

The  house  was  like  wax  too.  There  was  only  the  minister, 
the  family,  and  a  cousin  from  the  other  side  of  town  who  stood, 
pop-eyed,  with  her  two  children  clutching  her  skirts.  Eloise  was 
red-eyed  and  timid,  but  Mrs.  Ripley  had  dressed  herself  up  in  a 
rich  brown  silk  and  had  pinned  a  heavy  red  geranium  on  her 
shoulder. 

Burt  in  a  plain  business  suit  was  very  pale.  He  was  a  slight 
timid  looking  fellow  and  his  replies  could  hardly  be  heard.  Mr. 
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Ripley  had  been  sinking  rapidly  and  was  propped  up  with  big 
clean  pillows.  His  hands  lay  very  tiny  and  brown  on  the  fresh 
sheets.  He  strained  his  eyes,  but  could  see  no  further  than  his 
hands.  He  could  hear  moving  around  and  the  door  opening  and 
shutting.  People  whispered.  He  could  smell  flowers.  The  cousin 
was  sniffling.  When  the  minister  began  to  read,  Ripley  strained 
to  hear.  Eloise  was  actually  being  married.  She  made  her  re¬ 
plies  in  a  low  firm  voice.  The  bridegroom’s  replies  were,  beside 
hers,  very  feeble.  But  Mr.  Ripley  heard  them  both. 

“I  hear  you,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Brown,”  he  called  out  in  his  tiny 
penetrating  voice,  speaking  the  name  so  pointedly  it  was  like  a 
crow.  Even  the  minister  started  and  turned  to  look  at  Burt. 
The  bridegroom  had  been  standing  in  a  daze,  but  when  he  heard 
his  name,  he  roused  himself  and  stared  straight  at  the  sick  man. 
He  looked  hard  at  his  father-in-law  as  if  he  now  saw  him  for  the 
first  time. 

But  the  sick  man  couldn’t  see  the  look  Burt  gave  him.  He 
could  see  as  far  as  his  own  hands  and  that  was  all.  He  sat 
braced  against  the  pillows,  studying  his  fingers  complacently. 
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MRS.  SCHLUZER  sat  reading  “The  Agony  of  an  Empress” 
in  the  warm  afternoon.  A  glass  of  goldfish-colored  orange¬ 
ade  stood  next  a  fifty-cent  box  of  chocolates  on  the  wicker  tabou¬ 
ret  at  her  elbow.  The  sun  ventured  steadily  in  through  the  blinds 
that  screened  the  side  porch  where  she  sat.  Fudge,  the  fox  ter¬ 
rier,  panted  fatly  at  the  foot  of  his  mistress’s  lounge,  while  from 
the  lawn  came  the  consoling  whirr  and  spatter  of  the  hose-spray. 

It  was  a  quarter  to  three,  because  Bertha  was  setting  her  ferns 
out  in  the  sun  next  door.  Mrs.  Schluzer  turned  another  royal 
page  and  anointed  her  lips  with  the  velvety,  gradual  kiss  of  a 
chocolate  banana  cream.  Across  the  street  Mrs.  Klobstock  came 
out  on  her  front  porch  a  moment  and  then,  after  a  swift  look 
whose  rays  shafted  both  up  and  down  the  street,  retired  within 
again.  In  a  moment  the  lace  curtain  just  behind  the  “Room  and 
Board  Available  for  Gentlefolk”  sign  was  twitched  and  settled, 
as  it  always  was  in  mid-afternoon  after  Mrs.  Klobstock  had  had 
her  “breath  of  air.”  Remote  in  the  sunny  afternoon,  the  other 
side  of  the  street  was  somehow  active  and  interesting. 

Mrs.  Schluzer  lazily  stirred  in  discontent.  If  only  the  Empress 
Euphemia  would  appear  now,  and  sit  down  to  chat  with  her! 
The  same  old  life  repeating  one  of  its  afternoons!  Harry  Schluzer 
would,  at  five-forty,  return,  and — 

Harry  had  strolled  across  her  consciousness  for  the  first  time 
one  sunny  Sabbath  morning  in  Reward,  where  she  had  gone  to 
visit  her  cousins  the  Zimmendahls.  In  the  dusty  areas  of  the 
square  before  the  church,  he  had  sauntered  by,  his  derby  hat  on 
his  oiled  curls,  and  his  buggy  whip  rakishly  switching  in  one  hand. 
He  had  halted,  stared,  and  gone  on ;  and  that  evening,  by  a  divine 
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coincidence,  Emma  Gressing  had  brought  him  to  call,  and  the 
harmonium  in  the  parlor  had  tried  its  bellows  to  the  point  of  rup¬ 
ture,  so  great  was  the  good  will  of  the  little  party,  and  so  uncon¬ 
trollable  was  Hortense’s  infatuation. 

The  wedding:  in  the  best  taste.  The  honeymoon:  two  days  in 
Chicago,  a  lake  ride  to  Duluth,  and  back  home  by  way  of  Mona- 
mossee,  where  they  inspected  the  famous  caves  with  reverence  and 
hidden  alarm.  The  removal:  Harry’s  fine  job  in  the  freight  office 
in  Advantage — and  that  was  all:  all:  except  that  she  grew  pinker 
and  plumper,  and  he  grew  softer  and  lazier,  though  his  rise  had 
been  steady,  for  he  was  now  district  freight  inspector  for  the  Mid¬ 
land  and  Central  Railway,  and  had  had  two  personal  letters  from 
the  president,  Mr.  Pennybannock,  on  business. 

Oh!  life  was  comfortable,  and  happy;  but  who,  she  thought, 
wanted  anything  but  magnificent  misery,  or  superb  despair,  or 
persecution  that  lighted  the  days  with  an  inner  glow  richer  than 
the  mere  sun’s  that  daily  revealed  the  city  of  Advantage? — 

With  a  shrill  denunciatory  shriek,  Fudge  leaped  to  the  screen 
door,  scolding  a  young  man  who  stood  on  the  cement  steps  of  the 
porch.  He  held  his  cap  and  a  black  leather  case  in  one  hand, 
while  in  the  other  a  wicker  suitcase  proclaimed  the  transient. 

Mrs.  Schluzer  edged  her  round  legs  off  the  plump  mattress  of 
the  swing  lounge,  pretending  for  herself  and  the  young  man  that 
her  legs  had  never  been  up.  This  pretense  made  it  difficult  to 
find  her  stance  easily  when  she  arose  to  play  the  hostess.  She 
laid  away  her  novel,  and  chewed  very  rapidly  to  dismiss  the 
banana  cream. 

“Fudge!”  she  commanded,  with  a  smile  of  apology  to  the  visi¬ 
tor  that  her  animal  should  have  been  so  uncordial.  “Fudge!  stop 
touting  the  gentleman.”  “He’s  very  careful  about  strangers,”  she 
explained,  pulling  a  corner  of  her  waist  down  over  her  rear  hip, 
and  ignoring  the  action. 

“Psoui,  psoui,”  said  the  young  man,  kissing  the  air  at  Fudge 
and  snapping  all  his  fingers  at  him.  The  little  white  dog  finally 
accepted  peace  and  tried  his  small  hams  in  a  comfortable  sitting 
position.  Then,  Mrs.  Schluzer,  having  found  in  her  examination 
of  the  young  man  that  he  looked  like  her  cousin  Emil — the  same 
pink  compactness  about  the  cheeks  and  neck,  the  unsurprised  blue 
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eyes,  and  the  meaningless  but  agreeable  smile,  the  same  observable 
thickness  of  flesh  under  his  checkered  suit  whose  lapels  pointed 
quite  bravely  upward — leaned  towards  him,  and  asked,  “You  were 
wanting — ?” 

He  looked  at  her,  and  set  his  suitcase  down,  and  rolled  his  cap 
up  and  put  it  into  his  coat  pocket.  Then,  with  a  frank  relapse 
into  a  confidential  air,  he  said:  “I’ve  just  moved  here  to  Advan¬ 
tage.  My  home  is  in  Calliope,  and  my  sister  used  to  live  here ;  so 
she  told  me  of  a  good  place  to  live,  where  you  can  get  your  food, 
and  all;  she  said  Mrs.  Elsie  Klobstock  had  a  good  house  along 
here,  somewhere,  I  couldn’t  find  it.  Are  you  Mrs.  Klobstock?” 

Mrs.  Schluzer  widened  her  elbows  in  a  slightly  magnificent  ges¬ 
ture.  Harry  Schluzer  could  keep  his  wife,  thank  you,  and  no 
work  for  her.  (One  of  the  worst  episodes  of  the  unfortunate 
Empress’s  later  days  was  the  humiliating  mistreatment  of  her  by 
her  former  courtiers.  It  is  on  record  that  she  was  once  taunted 
with  her  alleged  likeness  to  a  certain  Frau  Gebbert,  a  fish- wife!) 
The  young  man,  however,  was  very  simple  in  his  question.  She 
therefore  said  with  equal  simplicity,  smoothing  the  white  em¬ 
broidered  ruffles  of  her  waist,  “ZZwm-uh.  I’m  Merz.  Harry 
Schluzer.  Merz.  Klobstock  lives — ” 

Suddenly  it  came  to  Hortense  that  if  this  young  man  left  her 
doorstep,  and  went  across  the  street  with  his  cases,  she  would  see 
his  slenderly  bulging  back,  and  the  opening  of  the  lace-curtained 
door,  and  Mrs.  Klobstock’s  rapid  intense  inspection  of  him,  and 
then  the  closing  of  the  door,  and— the  end.  It  would  be  another 
victory  for  the  other  side  of  the  street,  which  always  had  every¬ 
thing,  all  the  fascinations  of  life:  the  house  where  the  Italian  boot¬ 
legger  lived  with  his  un-wife,  the  doctor’s  office  where  dramas  of 
life  and  death  (she  knew  from  short  stories  and  films  and  “ads”) 
were  acted  hourly,  the  busy  church  on  the  corner  where  weddings 
often  happened,  Mrs.  Klobstock’s  house  where  really  refined  peo¬ 
ple  boarded. 

“Come  in:  I’ll  tell  you  all  about  local  living  facilities,”  she  said, 
and  the  young  man,  lifting  his  suitcase  and  the  black  fox,  fol¬ 
lowed  her  into  the  ferny  places  of  the  porch.  Fudge  begrudged 
him  the  honor;  but  only  sniffed,  wetly. 

“Sit  down,”  said  Hortense,  and  the  young  man  did  so,  with  a 
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certain  elaboration  of  the  act,  so  that  she  noticed  the  elegance  of 
his  movement,  and  the  bland  acceptance  of  the  chair  that  his  body 
made. 

There  fell  a  silence.  (My  gracious!  she  thought,  how  shall 
I? — )  He  relieved  matters.  Looking  at  the  house  next  door, 
where  the  ferns  turned  in  the  sunlight,  he  said,  “There’s  a  pretty 
picture,  composition,  we  call  it.” 

She  looked  at  the  shadows  made  by  Bertha’s  bay-window. 
Composition?  “Are  you  an — ?” 

He  nodded.  “Sort  of.  I  take  pictures.  That’s  my  camera, 
there.  I’ve  studied  color  work,  too,  and  free-hand.  But  I  like 
photos  best.” 

She  became,  suddenly,  pitapalpitant,  and  handed  him  the  choc¬ 
olates,  trusting  to  her  God  to  quiet  the  tumult  in  her  shirtwaist. 
What  was  it?  She  had  seen  plenty  of  photographers — 

He  took  a  candy,  and  knowing,  as  a  male,  that  she  had  made 
an  undeniable  overture,  he  relaxed  further,  until  he  was  apprais¬ 
ing  her  patronizingly  with  ■a  warm  eye. 

But  if  Hortense  had  seen  plenty  of  photographers,  she  had 
never  had  one  in  her  house  before,  who  perhaps  would  take  her 
picture  in  the  favorite  pose.  It  was  a  dream,  in  its  suddenness, 
and  in  the  excitements  it  suggested  to  her. 

“Why,  how  perfly  fine,”  she  said,  urging  the  candy  on  him 
again  (until  he  said  to  himself,  Hell!  she’s  easy,  she’ll  fall  over). 
“I’ve  always  been  interested  in  photos.  I  haven’t  had  one  made 
for  some  time  now — ” 

He  studied  her.  “  ’D  make  a  good  one,”  he  said,  with  a  friendly 
suggestiveness. 

They  sat  looking  at  each  other  for  a  long  moment,  and  then 
they  both  blushed  and  stirred.  “I  have  some  plates — ” 

She  rose  and  adjusted  the  waist  over  the  hip.  “Lovely — I’ll 
go  get  ready — I  want  a  royal  photograph,  so  come  in,  come  in.” 

He  followed  her,  his  legs  confused  with  the  ambulating  body 
of  Fudge,  into  the  front  room.  There  she  showed  him  the  heavy 
plush  portieres,  the  mahogany  pedestal  on  which  a  long-white- 
gloved  elbow  could  rest  with  dignity,  the  fern  that  could  be  put 
into  the  background  with  the  gilt  chairs. 

“Look,”  she  said,  bringing  him  “The  Agony  of  an  Empress,” 
and  pointing  to  the  frontispiece,  which  revealed  the  unhappy 
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Euphemia  in  the  ninth  year  of  her  reign.  She  was  en  grande 
tenue,  and  the  tiara,  the  orders,  the  ribbon,  the  ermine  over  the 
chair,  the  crown  on  the  table,  the  cushion  for  the  sceptre  and  the 
lesser  orb,  the  brailed  curtains  at  the  back  with  heavy  gold  cords 
and  tassels,  the  earring  that  must  have  been  an  emerald.  .  .  . 

“I  see,”  said  the  young  man.  “You  get  ready,  and  I’ll  fix 
the  background.”  She  breathed  eagerly,  like  a  little  girl.  “Run 
along,”  he  added,  patting  her  fat  shoulder  blade,  which  she 
couldn’t  resent  because  he  was  entering  into  the  spirit  of  her 
happy  desire. 

He  pulled  the  furniture  about  (thinking,  She’s  some’m  like 
Alice,  over  at  Fort  Scranley.  I  guess  it  don’t  pay  to  trifle  with 
these  married  dames,  in  the  afternoon,  she  may  have  a  husband 
in  town,  she’s  nice  and  juicy — ) 

Hortense  paused  on  the  landing,  and  took  a  deep  breath.  Her 
half  hour  had  wrought  splendors  upon  her,  and  like  every  other 
woman  of  her  class  and  period,  she  could  assume  a  true  histrionic 
effectiveness  when  some  external  agency  released  her  from  the 
embarrassed  democratic  canons  of  her  daily  life.  Now,  in  her 
best  evening  gown  (sequins  and  moire)  with  all  the  false  gems  she 
possessed,  with  her  fur  coat  worn  as  a  cloak,  and  her  mother’s 
long  white  gloves  on,  she  managed  a  rich  feeling  that  was  defi¬ 
nitely  conveyed  in  her  bearing  and  expression.  This  was  the  en¬ 
chantment  of  being  something,  which  her  wide  laziness  daily  held 
away  from  her.  Her  friends  were  active,  they  went  places  and 
accomplished  things ;  and  happiness  followed.  But  Hortense  had 
never  been  able  to  say,  “I  had  a  good  choir  rehearsal”;  or,  “The 
preserved  peaches  is  doing  ’st  fine”;  or,  “My!  I  enjoyed  making 
those  curtains,”  when  her  husband  joined  her  for  their  dull  little 
evenings. 

She  raised  one  shoulder  slightly,  and  lowered  the  corresponding 
eyebrow;  and  descended  upon  the  photographer,  whose  back¬ 
ground  was  a  masterpiece  of  the  baroque.  He  leaned  on  the  piano 
with  a  real  admiration  for  her  sudden  beauty  and  splendor. 
(Jeest,  he  thought,  husband  or  no  husband — ) 

His  reddish  hair  covered  a  skull  whose  extensive  back  spaces 
connected  with  a  sturdy  neck,  that  would,  in  time,  be  leathered 
by  the  sun  and  wind.  He  had  pale  blue  eyes  that  seemed  to  be 
lashless,  for  the  tiny  foliage  around  them  was  almost  white.  Hor- 
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tense,  sensing  his  immediate  respect  for  her  now  that  she  was 
panoplied,  took  advantage  of  his  arrogant  stares  to  move  into 
the  area  of  the  palatial  scene  that  he  had  built  out  of  her  gilt 
chairs,  the  ferns,  the  pedestal  from  Cousin  Harriet,  and  the 
brailed,  braided  plush. 

“I  feel  so  silly!”  she  said,  coloring,  because  he  was  forgetful 
of  his  profession.  “But  I  do  want  to  try  it — ” 

“Hep-hep,”  said  Bruce,  hopping  into  action.  “Let’s  get  busy. 
You  sort  of  took  the  wind  out  of  me  sails.” 

He  went  to  the  window  and  began  to  arrange  the  shades  for 
light,  and  became  at  once  marvellously  efficient  so  that  Mrs. 
Schluzer  was  in  her  turn  suddenly  respectful.  It  seemed  to  her 
with  a  quick  insistence  as  if  the  young  man  had  commanded 
her  as  a  man  to  observe  him,  and  then  intrigued  her  instantly 
with  the  undeniable  evidences  of  skill  that  he  was  now  showing 
her:  the  manceuvrings  of  the  tripedal  camera  (in  whose  black 
accordion  there  lived  a  strange  bird)  she  remembered  from  her 
childhood  portraits  (whose  eyes  would  suddenly  observe  her,  and 
register,  in  some  labyrinth  of  that  magic  box,  the  lineaments  of 
her  features).  (I  don’t  mean  it,  she  confessed  to  herself,  but  they 
always  used  t’  say,  “See  the  birdie.”  My  God,  if  Harry  was  to 
see  me  with  this  rouge  on! — ) 

The  afternoon  was  advancing  steadily  towards  the  moment 
when  the  sun  would  be  arrested  by  the  turreted  shingles  of  Mrs. 
Klobstock’s  house;  the  evening  papers  were  already  turning 
warmly  damp  on  front  lawns,  and  in  the  front  parlor  of  Harry 
Schluzer ’s  house — 

“Now,”  said  Bruce,  “let  me  have  a  look!”  He  got  inside  his 
black  tent  and  saw  her,  glassily  granulate,  and  upside  down,  look¬ 
ing  pursed  and  splendid,  she  thought. 

(I  think  I  might  try  to  squeeze  her  a  second,  Bruce  considered, 
but  these  wives — I  dunno — ) 

They  went  through  with  it,  and  she  decided  that  the  Empress 
was  not  particularly  inspiring  to-day. 

They  planned  another,  and  he  twinkled  his  plates  so  that  she 
found  his  dexterity  in  feeding  and  emptying  the  camera  something 
fabulous. 

“My  robe — ”  she  said  a  moment  later,  when  he  had  moved  her 
so  that  the  light  caught  her  earrings  and  made  them  burn  gravely 
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in  its  beams.  He  came  forward,  and  knelt  to  arrange  those  spuri¬ 
ous  fur  folds. 

She  regarded  him  from  above,  looking  down,  and  her  attitude 
was  almost  tender,  simply  because  any  attitude  leaning  over  is 
apt  to  be  suggestive  of  madonna-like  gentleness.  For  his  part, 
the  handling  of  her  furs  was  suddenly  a  symbolic  thing — Alice, 
over  at  Fort  Scranley,  sure  was  like  her  (I  remember  how  we  used 
to  do  with  Alice:  these  ankles  are  the  same).  A  thick  blush  arose 
out  of  his  covered  body  and  surrounded  his  neck  and  head.  Hor- 
tense  thought  it  was  only  the  strain  of  kneeling  that  turned  him 
so  cherry-ripe.  But  Bruce  knew  that  if  he  sought  this  plumply 
winning  girl  with  his  ardors,  she  would  be  likely  to  resist  with  a 
panting  smile  for  a  moment,  and  then,  like  Alice,  whom  she  so 
much  resembled,  let  her  lips  tremble  and  then  fall  to  his  kiss, 
her  eyes  meanwhile  strangely  filling  with  tears — probably  of  self- 
pity,  he  decided  with  an  amorist’s  shrewdness,  for  there  were 
sulky  shadows  about  her,  and  in  her  house,  that  he  had  long  ago 
learned  as  the  dark  banners  of  a  dull  love. 

The  fur  was  trailed  upon  the  Brussels.  The  eyes  of  Hortense 
found  him  strange  and  new  momentarily.  (Harry  is  so  same,  she 
said  to  herself.)  Bruce  seemed  to  be  a  fresh  person  every  mo¬ 
ment,  for  he  was  now  the  intent  artist,  a  moment  ago  he  had 
been  the  kneeling  suppliant  for  the  favors  of  an  empress,  and 
when  he  arrived  in  the  afternoon  sun,  he  was  simply  a  young  man 
with  the  same  farm-lad  looks  of  her  cousin  Emil,  who  had  fas¬ 
cinated  her  years  ago  in  the  light  of  an  August  evening  when 
the  hay  lay  in  windrows. 

“Now:  good,”  he  said,  while  his  left  hand  suspended  her  pose 
in  the  air,  and  his  right  described  a  slow,  pneumatic  circle  at 
whose  final  arc  the  bulb  was  released  and  the  impression  was 
filtered  upon  the  plate  within  the  black,  boxy  aviary. 

She  relaxed,  her  heart  pounding  a  little;  for  he  had  compelled 
her  eyes  in  the  pose,  and  the  jewels  and  the  furs  were  suddenly 
a  false  part  of  her.  She  felt  that  this  was  trumpery.  Empress? 
Dear  God,  she  was  only  Mrs.  Schluzer,  of  Elmer  Avenue,  her 
robes  were  dyed  rabbit,  her  emeralds  were  verdine  glass,  her  long 
white  gloves  belonged  to  her  mother.  But  Bruce  made  her 
ashamed  of  her  momentary  shame.  He  was  there,  looking  at 
her,  and  it  came  to  Hortense  in  an  intense  happiness  that  no 
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woman  need  be  more  than  woman  when  love  intruded  rudely  and 
successfully.  The  remoteness  of  Bruce  from  her  life  made  him 
swiftly  desirable;  and  instead  of  the  idyll  of  the  royal  woman, 
she  now  underwent  a  narrow  frisson  that  took  her  into  those  lazy 
days  when  Harry  was  a  new  dimension  of  her  existence,  and  when 
the  dust  that  arose  from  the  lines  as  they  walked  tasted  in  her 
mouth  like  the  divine  particles  of  cloud  that  shrouded  God  in 
His  Heaven. 

The  curtains  at  the  window  turned  grayer,  for  the  sun  just  now 
had  suffered  indecent  eclipse  by  the  black  turrets  of  Mrs.  Klob- 
stock’s,  and  Bruce  stepped  towards  her,  confusion  of  purpose 
within  him  (for  if  she  don’t  like  it,  he  thought,  I  stand  to  get 
t’hell  in  trouble,  but  look  at  her!) 

He  wasted  no  more  time.  Like  a  dream  figure,  so  astonish¬ 
ingly  unknown  was  he  to  her,  he  embraced  her  shoulders,  while 
she  struggled  backwards  weakly,  making  the  demanded  resist¬ 
ances. 

“Why,  what  do  you  mean,  why  I  never  in  my  life,  you’re  so 
next — oh — ” 

He  had  found  her  lips,  and  had  kissed  them. 

The  street  went  its  golden  length  in  the  dying  sunlight,  gentle¬ 
men  were  wending  homewards ;  Harry  Schluzer  mounted  his  front 
steps  with  the  Reporter  under  his  arm,  his  cigar  smoked  short 
to  meet  his  stubble  mustache. 

He  let  himself  in  with  his  house  key,  and  took  off  his  straw 
hat,  leaving  it  on  the  newel  post  where  his  wife  always  found  it 
with  a  little  cry  of  regret. 

He  whistled — 


~r 

rfl 

4it— J 

— ii 

— as  he  did  every  evening  to  tell  her  that 
he  had  arrived;  and  if  there  was  nothing  beautifully  musical 
about  it,  it  was  at  least  suggestive  of  a  contented  robin  announc¬ 
ing,  as  best  he  could,  his  safe  return  to  the  nest. 

“My  husband,”  said  Hortense  against  the  stifling  embrace  of 
Bruce,  “no,  don’t.” 

He  understood  at  once;  and  despite  the  rapid  vision  of  shot- 
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guns,  headlines,  horsewhips,  or,  worse,  the  Klan,  he  could  not 
desert  her  warm  person  as  immediately  as  his  reason  urged  him 
to.  But  it  was,  even  so,  in  time  enough.  At  the  entry  of  Harry 
into  the  disarranged  parlor,  they  were  again  in  the  positions  of 
client  and  artist. 

Harry  never  tried  to  understand  anything  that  surprised  him. 
Now,  he  merely  thought  how  handsome  his  wife  looked,  and  what 
a  sunburned  young  man  was  taking  her  picture — though  when 
the  thing  was  over,  and  the  young  man  came  to  shake  hands  with 
“my  husband,  Mr.  Schluzer,”  Harry  noticed  that  far  from  being 
sunburned,  the  photographer  was  actually  sallow. 

“Well — Harry,  you’ve  spoiled  my  surprise,”  said  Hortense, 
flicking  at  him  with  a  tail  of  fur  that  her  nervous  fingers  had 
found  with  gratitude  in  those  piteously  terrible  moments  when 
Harry  had  followed  his  elk  tooth  emblem  into  the  room. 

“Elch,  elch,  elch,”  laughed  Harry,  with  a  cigarry  effusion. 
“Trying* to  fool  the  Old  Man  for  his  birthday,  and  the  Old  Man 
spoiled  it,  eh?” 

(Thank  God  he  thought  of  his  birthday,  she  thought.) 

Harry  winked  at  Bruce,  who  had  packed  his  equipment  with 
preposterous  speed.  Bruce  managed  to  wink  back  before  say¬ 
ing,  “I’ll  have  proofs  in  a  couple  days.  Thank  you.  I’m  sure 
they’ll  be  very  tony.” 

Hortense  smiled  and  came  forward,  so  that  Harry  saw  her 
rouge,  and  wondered  angrily  a  moment;  but  he  decided  sensibly 
that  pictures  aren’t  like  real  life — “you  have  to  bring  it  out. 

“Now  how  do  I  get  to  Mrs.  Klobstock’s?”  asked  Bruce,  and 
Harry  told  him,  took  him  to  the  door,  escorted  by  Fudge,  who 
emerged  from  a  cubby-hole  in  the  hallway  to  preside  with  silent 

skepticism  at  the  parting.  ,  . 

In  the  parlor,  Mrs.  Schluzer  sank  into  a  green  plush  chair, 

covering  her  face  with  her  hands,  her  body  lacerated  by  pains 
of  the  most  unbearable  frequency  and  temper.  He  had  gone. 
But  what  was  worse,  he  had  not  gone  into  a  cloudy  region  of 
myth  and  memory,  but  across  the  street  to  the  hated  Mrs.  Klob- 

stock,  who  always  had  the  amusing  things. 

If  Harry  hadn’t  been  there,  she  could  have  sent  Bruce  far.ott, 
and  he  could  have  come  now  and  then  like  a  Grail  Sir  Knight 
to  see  her— now  she  would  see  him  every  day,  he  lived  across 
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the  street,  there  was  nothing  roman tical  in  that.  (Oh,  my  God! ) 

She  was  weeping  when  Harry  returned,  and  every  dull  bitter¬ 
ness  she  had  in  her  heart  against  him  arose  now  clamoring  for 
release  upon  the  kind  stupid  front  of  him.  But  he  leaned  over 
her,  and  the  thick  smell  of  his  cigar  wrapped  her,  closely,  famil¬ 
iarly,  so  that  she  relaxed  into  the  known  torpescence  that  was 
her  life,  confessing  to  him  that  her  head  ached  from  the  photo¬ 
graphing,  and  suffering  his  bristly  kiss  without  a  single  sensation, 
and  feeling  within  her  that  her  idyll  forever  was  melted  away, 
for  neither  queen  nor  mistress  was  she,  although  Fudge  panted 
at  her  feet  with  devotional  rapidity.  Harry  had  gone  back  to 
his  paper,  and  had  left  her  to  herself. — 

Mrs.  Klobstock  gingerly  accepted  Bruce.  He  went  into  her 
red  and  brown  hallway,  gave  a  look  about  him,  and  accepted 
her,  in  turn,  with  the  jaunty  deposit  of  his  hat  on  the  left  antler 
of  the  mirrored  coat-and-hat  rack.  The  landlady,  massaging  a 
mole  on  her  cheek,  watched  his  retreat  up  the  stairs  with  that 
strange  sense  of  wonder  that  overcame  her  every  time  she  took 
another  boarder  lives  crossed  one  another  and  patterns  resulted 
'—would  this  one  be  symmetrical,  with  the  little  decencies  of  com¬ 
munity  life  casually  observed?  Or  would  she  hear,  with  birds  of 
alarm  whirring  in  her  breast  some  late  night,  the  horribly  tenta¬ 
tive  ascent  of  the  stairs,  the  tragic  mumble  of  the  drunk,  the 
assault  upon  the  bedroom  door,  and  the  final,  obliterating  “ga- 
nunnk!”  that  would  tell  her  he  had  slipped  in  the  bathroom? 

Perhaps  he  wouldn’t;  and  there  was  always  the  chance  that 
in  the  evenings  he’d  begin  to  talk  to  her  in  the  green,  or  back, 
parlor.  Her  lonely  bosom  trembled  at  that  sweet  prospect,  for 
no  husband,  or  lover,  required  she;  only  some  one  to  ask  her  now 
and  then  how  her  cat  was,  and  if  she’d  care  to  look  at  his  copy 
of  The  Country  Gentleman. — 

Bruce,  in  a  few  weeks,  liked  Advantage.  He  liked  Mrs.  Klob¬ 
stock,  because  she  nervously  pampered  him,  and  he  liked  Elmer 
Avenue. 

Every  evening,  returning  from  his  job  with  McLarney’s  Studio, 
where  he  re-touched  pictures,  he  walked  on  the  side  of  the  street 
opposite  Mrs.  Klobstock’s.  (It  must  be,  he  thought,  because  of 
the  Queen.) 

That  moment  when  he  had  held  Hortense  to  his  silk-shirted 
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breast  had  left  marvellous  reverberations.  It  was  the  highest 
romance  of  his  amorist’s  career,  because  never  before  had  he 
failed  to  reduce  to  his  furious,  promising  will  the  object  of  his 
attentions.  Hortense — how  she  had  refused  him,  how  she  had 
then  wept  in  taking  his  kiss!  How  Harry  had  come  in,  and  how 
narrowly  the  explosive  aftermath  had  been  missed!  Bruce  for 
the  first  time  in  his  life,  took  time  to  think  about  one  of  his 
affairs;  and  Mrs.  Schluzer,  and  her  house,  her  side  of  the  street, 
everything  about  her,  became  for  him  unutterably  romantic,  and 
touched  with  those  divine  rays  of  fancy  like  the  sun’s  that  would, 
in  a  few  weeks,  bring  a  perishing,  dear  beauty  to  the  tall  trees 
that  patterned  the  Avenue. 

Every  evening  at  half-past  five,  he  walked  by  her  house,  and 
he  always  turned  his  head  away  from  it;  because  the  first  eve¬ 
ning,  she  had  sat  on  the  porch  and  turned  her  head  away  after 
seeing  him.  (She’s  a  real  lady,  he  told  himself,  denying  that 
glorious  state  to  the  countless  girls  he’d  taken  by  surprise.) 

And  because  she  had  not  looked  back  at  him,  and  because  the 
pictures  were  all  failures  (not  even  a  decent  proof  to  show  her), 
he  mused,  he  had  never  gone  back.  She  regarded  him  respect¬ 
fully  both  as  man  and  artist,  he  felt.  It  was  another  link  in  the 
chain  of  incidents  that  made  Elmer  Avenue  (her  side)  especially 
romantic. 

Mrs.  Schluzer,  resuming  her  designed  ways,  was  now  and  then 
bitter  that  Harry  didn’t  know,  that  he’d  never  know,  how  near 
he  had  been  to  grass-widowerhood.  In  the  weeks  that  unrolled 
before  her  like  any  other  weeks,  she  was  even  surprised  to  find 
that  she  wasn’t  very  unhappy — just  tired  and  a  little  disagreeably 
dulled  by  the  flow  of  existence. 

But  one  morning,  perhaps  three  weeks  after  the  photographs 
had  been  taken,  she  awoke  with  a  start  to  realize  that  Bruce  had 
never  brought  her  proofs.  It  was  the  last  straw.  She  lay  in  her 
bed,  which  in  daytime  was  covered  with  fancily  colored  satin 
pillows  and  cushions,  and  laughed  at  the  ceiling.  If  anything 
were  needed  to  free  her  of  her  last  fondness  for  his  unknown, 
near  presence  that  day,  then  the  fact  of  his  incompetence  was 
enough.  To-day  Harry  had  gone  down  to  the  office,  had  kissed 
her  through  a  familiar  (not  unpleasant?)  mist  of  nicotine.  She 
didn’t  have  to  wash  the  breakfast  dishes  until  after  lunch — and 
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then  she  remembered  that  there  was  no  lunch,  for  it  was  Harry’s 
day  at  the  Lions,  and  she  could  eat  down  town. 

She  sat  up.  “I’ll  get  a  book  to  read,”  she  said,  happily,  and  a 
half-memory  of  the  intimate  joys  that  she’d  had  from  between 
the  inscrutable  boards  of  countless  past  books  shook  her  into 
joyous  action.  “I  can  get  something  romantical,”  she  said,  and 
when  she  dressed,  she  considered  herself  in  the  roles  of  all  the 
heroines  she’d  ever  met. 

She  got  home  at  a  little  after  three,  tired,  hot,  but  pleased  at 
her  day.  A  few  minutes  here,  fingering  stockings  and  gloves; 
there,  a  session  with  some  quilted  house  robes;  a  bout  with  a 
stubborn  hat  that  was  too  small  for  her,  but  whose  comet-like 
spray  of  pheasant  feathers  entranced  her;  lunch  in  the  tea-room 
of  Dickinson-Smithers  department  store;  and  then,  with  a  bated 
sense  of  approaching  apocalypse,  ten  minutes  in  the  rental  library. 

She  settled  now,  in  a  cool  dress  and  with  a  glass  of  lime  freeze, 
on  the  porch  swing.  Fudge  cocked  an  ear  at  her,  remembering 
the  million  afternoons  his  mistress  had  gone  to  bed  with  a  book 
on  the  couch,  instead  of  playing  with  him  at  Shake-the-Furnace- 
Glove,  a  delirious  game  involving  the  white  and  blue  cotton 
gauntlet  used  to  bring  up  the  coal. 

Bertha  must  be  out,  she  thought,  absently,  opening  her  book. 
(She  always  sets  her  ferns  out  this  time  of  day.)  The  ferns  were 
nowhere  to  be  seen.  Mrs.  Klobstock  could  be  heard  beating  car¬ 
pets  in  her  back  yard,  and  the  strident  song  of  a  street  car  round¬ 
ing  a  corner  made  a  faint  trajectory  over  the  roofs  to  Hortense’s 
warm,  sweet  retreat,  where  she  lay  reading  “An  Angel  of  Mercy.” 

The  battlefields  were  oppressed  by  sheets  of  dazzling  heat,  and 
men  lay  putrefying  in  rags,  men  lay  dead,  dying,  wounded.  On 
a  distant,  hazy  knoll,  the  staff  officers  confused  their  brains  with 
stained  maps.  The  dogs  of  war  belched  behind  bush  clumps,  and 
miles  away,  those  febrile  breaths  scorched  and  exhausted  a  whole 
village.  But  in  the  midst  of  this  furious  misery,  a  cool  balm,  a 
presence  like  chipped  ice  sweetened  with  baby  kisses  went  down 
the  rows  of  agonized  men,  and  laid  a  silvery  hand  upon  each  dying 
brow.  It  was  the  Angel  of  Mercy,  it  was  Angelica  Vann-Cecill, 
and  Mrs.  Schluzer  joined  her  so  eagerly  in  the  pages  of  that  novel 
that  five  o’clock,  and  five-thirty  came  towards  her  unnoticed. 
Men  walked  home  from  work,  such  men  as  photographers  and 
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railroad  men,  in  the  falling  evening,  and  Harry  was  obliged  to 
disturb  his  wife  so  that  they  could  have  some  supper. 

She  went  into  the  kitchen  and  pinned  on  her  whitest  apron, 
and  then  went  to  the  pantry,  where  she  leaned  over  the  potato 
bin,  and  selected  the  vegetables  with  a  hand  touched  by  the 
heavenly  current  of  mercy  and  healing. 


FIFTEEN  FROM  COMPANY  K1 


By  WILLIAM  MARCH 

(From  The  Midland) 

Corporal  Lloyd  Somerville 

ALL  the  men  in  our  ward  were  gas  patients  and  all  of  us  were 
-going  to  die.  The  nurses  knew  there  was  nothing  that  could 
be  done  for  us  and  most  of  the  men  realized  it  too.  .  .  .  Three 
cots  away  a  man  lay  straining  and  trying  to  breathe.  Sweat 
rolled  from  his  face  and  he  caught  his  breath  with  a  high,  suck¬ 
ing  sound.  After  each  spell  had  passed  he  would  lie  back,  ex¬ 
hausted,  and  make  a  bubbling  noise  with  his  lips,  as  if  apologizing 
for  disturbing  the  ward;  because  each  time  the  man  strained  for 
his  breath  the  other  men  unconsciously  struggled  with  him;  and 
when  he  lay  back  exhausted  we  unclenched  our  fists  and  relaxed 
a  little  ourselves.  I  thought,  “That  fellow  reminds  me  of  a 
broken  down  soprano  practicing  her  scales.  .  .  .” 

A  man  whose  face  was  turning  the  color  of  wet  cement  leaned 
over  his  cot  and  commenced  vomiting  his  lungs  into  a  tin  bucket. 
.  .  .  Then  the  soprano  tried  again  for  a  high  note  and  I  knew 
that  I  couldn’t  stand  it  any  longer.  I  beat  the  mattress  with  my 
fists  and  my  heart  began  racing  and  I  remembered  the  doctors  had 
said  my  only  chance  lay  in  keeping  calm  and  unexcited.  .  .  . 

The  night  nurse  came  over  to  me.  She  was  fat  and  old  and 
she  walked  on  the  sides  of  her  feet  like  a  tame  bear.  There  was 
a  purple  birth-mark  on  her  chin.  She  stood  looking  down  at  me 
helplessly. 

“This  is  pretty  God-damned  amusing  for  you,  isn’t  it?”  I  said. 
She  didn’t  answer  me  and  I  commenced  laughing  and  crying  and 
shouting  at  her  every  filthy  thing  I  had  ever  heard;  but  she 
bent  over  me  slowly  and  kissed  me  on  the  mouth.  “A  big  boy 

1  Copyright,  1930,  by  John  T.  Frederick. 
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like  you  .  .  .  afraid!”  she  said  scornfully.  I  took  hold  of  her 
hand  and  held  it  tightly.  I  could  feel  my  heart  slowing  down 
again.  My  toes  uncurled  and  my  legs  began  to  relax.  My  legs 
were  stiff  and  numb.  They  felt  as  if  they  had  been  beaten  with 
a  stick. 

And  so  she  stood  above  my  bed  trying  to  think  of  something 
to  do  for  me.  I  turned  my  head  and  pressed  my  lips  against  her 
palm.  I  wanted  her  to  know  that  I  was  not  frightened  any  more. 
...  I  looked  into  her  eyes  steadily,  and  smiled;  and  she  smiled 
back  at  me.  ...  “I  know  what  will  help  you,”  she  said,  “and 
that’s  a  good  stiff  shot  of  cognac.”  I  said  yes,  I  thought  it  might. 
Possibly  it  did  help  some:  anyway,  the  ward  was  emptied  and 
filled  again  before  I  finally  died. 

Private  Frederick  Terwilliger 

One  night  when  we  were  in  a  quiet  sector  near  Verdun,  Sergeant 
Bartelstone  broke  me  out  to  go  on  watch  until  daylight.  When 
I  got  to  my  post,  I  stood  on  a  firestep  and  stuck  my  head  above 
the  trench  to  get  a  breath  of  fresh  air.  I  was  still  grumbling 
sleepily  to  myself,  I  remember,  and  I  yawned  just  when  I  stuck 
my  head  up.  At  that  moment  I  felt  a  sharp  pain  and  my  mouth 
was  full  of  blood.  A  stray  bullet  had  gone  through  both  my 
cheeks  without  hitting  my  tongue  or  touching  a  single  tooth. 

The  doctor  back  at  Base  One  was  certainly  a  fine  man.  I  told 
him  how  it  happened  and  he  laughed  and  slapped  his  leg.  “You 
know  what  I’m  going  to  do  for  you,  kid? — I’m  going  to  give  you 
the  prettiest  pair  of  dimples  in  the  army!”  he  said. 

I  got  married  not  long  after  getting  out  of  the  service.  My 
wife  likes  a  lot  of  company,  so  once  or  twice  a  week  she  asks  in 
some  of  the  neighbors  to  play  bridge  or  just  sit  around  and 
listen  to  the  radio.  One  night  she  had  Ernie  and  Flossie  Brecker 
over  and  Flossie  said:  “It’s  a  shame  the  Lord  didn’t  give  me 
those  beautiful  dimples,  instead  of  Mr.  Terwilliger.” 

Flossie  Brecker  has  a  long  neck  and  pale  blue  eyes  that  pop 
out  at  you  like  a  frog’s,  and  suddenly  I  had  a  picture  of  her 
head  raised  unexpectedly  over  the  side  of  a  trench.  Well,  sir, 
I  laughed  so  long  I  lost  count  of  the  cards  and  had  to  deal  over. 
My  wife  said,  “Don’t  pay  any  attention  to  Fred — I  wish  I  had 
dimples  like  that  too.” 
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Lieutenant  Edward  Frankel 

I  came  off  watch  cold  and  wet.  There  was  a  sour,  overpower¬ 
ing  smell  in  the  dugout  and  it  turned  my  stomach  and  made  me 
want  to  vomit.  I  could  feel  vermin  itching  my  back  and  crawl¬ 
ing  over  my  chest.  I  lighted  my  candle  and  looked  at  my  dirty 
hands  and  my  finger  nails,  caked  with  muck.  “I’ll  stand  any¬ 
thing  else,”  I  said,  “but  I  won’t  stand  this  filth  any  longer.”  I 
cocked  my  pistol  and  placed  it  on  the  shelf  beside  the  candle. 

.  .  .  “When  it’s  exactly  midnight,  I’m  going  to  kill  myself.” 

On  my  bed  were  some  magazines  that  Captain  Magee  had 
read  and  passed  on  to  me.  I  picked  one  up  at  random,  and 
opened  it:  and  there  looking  at  me  with  sad,  pitying  eyes  was 
Lillian  Gish.  Never  in  my  life  have  I  seen  anything  so  pure  or 
so  clean  as  her  face.  I  touched  her  cheeks  with  my  finger. 
“Why,  you’re  clean  and  lovely  ...”  I  said  in  surprise. 

I  cut  out  the  picture  and  made  a  leather  case  for  it,  and  I 
carried  it  with  me  as  long  as  the  war  lasted.  I  used  to  look  at  it 
every  night  before  I  went  to  bed  and  every  morning  when  I 
awoke.  It  took  me  safely  through  those  terrible  months  and  it 
brought  me  out,  in  the  end,  calm  and  undisturbed. 

Corporal  Leslie  Jourdan 

After  the  war  was  over  I  moved  to  Birmingham,  Alabama,  and 
invested  in  a  paint  factory  the  money  that  my  father  had  left 
for  the  completion  of  my  musical  education.  I  met  Grace  Ellis 
and  she  married  me.  We  own  our  own  home  and  we  have  three 
fine,  healthy  children.  We  have  enough  money  laid  by  in  safe 
bonds  to  keep  us  comfortably  for  the  remainder  of  our  lives. 
All  in  all  I  have  prospered  beyond  the  average,  and  Grace,  who 
really  loves  me,  has  been  happy. 

I  had  almost  forgotten  that  I  had  ever  played  the  violin  at 
all  when  one  day  I  ran  across  Henry  Olsen  in  the  lobby  of  the 
Tutweiler  Hotel.  He  told  me  that  he  was  touring  the  principal 
cities  of  the  south  in  a  series  of  concerts  and  that  the  critics  had 
given  him  fine  notices  wherever  he  had  been.  Olsen  and  I  had 
studied  together  in  Paris,  under  Olivarria,  back  in  1916,  when 
we  were  both  kids. 
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_  Henry  couldn’t  get  over  the  fact  that  I’d  given  up  playing  the 
violin.  I  tried  to  get  him  off  the  subject,  but  he  kept  coming 
back  to  it  and  reminding  me  how  Olivarria  (he’s  dead  now)  used 
to  say  that  I  had  more  ability  than  all  his  other  pupils  com¬ 
bined  and  to  predict  that  I  was  going  to  be  the  great  virtuoso 
of  my  day. 

I  laughed  and  tried  to  change  the  subject  again.  I  commenced 
telling  him  about  the  way  I  had  prospered  in  the  paint  business, 
but  he  kept  cross-examining  me  closely  and  bawling  me  out  for 
having  given  up  my  music  until  finally  I  had  to  do  it.  I  took 
my  hands  from  my  pockets  and  rested  them  quietly  on  his  knee. 
My  right  hand  is  as  good  as  it  ever  was,  but  shrapnel  has  wrecked 
the  other  one.  Nothing  remains  of  my  left  hand  except  an 
elongated  thumb  and  two  ragged  teats  of  boneless  flesh. 

After  that  Henry  and  I  talked  about  the  paint  business  and 
how  I  had  prospered  in  it  until  it  was  time  for  him  to  leave  for 
his  concert. 

Private  William  Anderson 

There  I  was  with  my  foot  split  open  from  heel  to  toe  and  that 
doctor  at  the  dressing  station  thought  I’d  stand  for  him  sewing 
it  up  without  anything  to  deaden  the  pain  except  a  couple  of 
drinks  of  cognac.  “I  want  some  sort  of  an  anaesthetic!”  I  said, 
and  I  didn’t  say  it  in  any  uncertain  voice,  either. 

A  hospital  corpsman  tried  to  tell  me  that  they  were  almost 
out  of  morphine  and  that  they  were  saving  the  little  they  had  for 
officers.  Did  you  ever  hear  anything  so  God-damned  silly?  “Do 
you  think  officers  are  more  delicate  than  anybody  else?”  I  said. 
“Why  don’t  you  let  everybody  draw  straws  for  the  morphine? 
Or  make  a  rule  that  nobody  except  blue-eyed  men  under  five 
feet  eight  are  to  get  it? — Why  don’t  you  make  some  reasonable 
rule  about  it?” 

Then  the  doctor  said,  “Take  that  man  out  and  let  him  lay 
in  the  snow  for  a  while.  That’ll  deaden  him  up  some.” 

“By  God,  I’d  like  to  see  you  try  that  once!”  I  said.  “I’ll 
write  a  letter  to  the  Major  General  Commandant;  I’ll  write  a 
letter  to  President  Wilson — !  ” 

Another  doctor  whose  arms  were  bloody  to  his  elbows  said: 
“For  Christ  sake,  give  him  something  and  get  it  over  with.” 
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Just  when  I  was  feeling  numb  I  raised  up  and  said  to  the  first 
doctor:  “And  by  God!  you’d  better  do  a  first  class  job  on  it, 
too!”  The  bloody  doctor  laughed.  “Are  you  still  with  us, 
‘Gentle  Annie’?”  he  asked. 

“ - Jack!  ”  I  said. 

Sergeant  Arthur  Crenshaw 

When  I  came  home  the  people  in  my  town  declared  “Crenshaw 
Day.”  They  decorated  the  stores  and  the  streets  with  bunting 
and  flags;  there  was  a  parade  in  the  morning  with  speeches 
afterwards,  and  a  barbecue  at  Oak  Grove  in  the  afternoon. 

Ralph  R.  Hawley,  President  of  the  First  National  Bank  and 
Trust  Company,  acted  as  toastmaster.  He  recited  my  war  record 
and  everybody  cheered.  Then  he  pointed  to  my  twisted  back 
and  my  scarred  face,  and  his  voice  broke  with  emotion.  I  sat 
there  amused  and  uncomfortable.  I  wasn’t  fooled  in  the  slightest. 
There  is  an  expressive  and  vulgar  phrase  which  soldiers  use  on 
such  occasions  and  I  repeated  it  under  my  breath. 

At  last  the  ceremonies  were  over  and  Mayor  Couzens,  himself, 
drove  me  in  his  new  automobile  to  my  father’s  farm  beyond  the 
town.  The  place  had  gone  to  ruin  in  my  absence.  We  Cren¬ 
shaws  are  a  shiftless  lot,  and  the  town  knows  it.  The  floors  were 
filthy  and  there  was  a  pile  of  unwashed  dishes  in  the  sink  while 
my  sister  Maude  sat  on  the  step  eating  an  apple  and  gazing, 
half  asleep,  at  a  bank  of  clouds.  I  began  to  wonder  what  I 
could  do  for  a  living,  now  that  heavy  farm  work  was  impossible 
for  me  any  more.  All  that  afternoon  I  thought  and  at  last  I  hit 
on  the  idea  of  starting  a  chicken  farm.  I  got  pencil  and  paper 
and  figured  the  thing  out.  I  decided  that  I  could  start  in  a  small 
way  if  I  had  five  hundred  dollars  with  which  to  buy  the  necessary 
stock  and  equipment. 

That  night  as  I  lay  awake  and  wondered  how  I  could  raise  the 
money,  I  thought  of  Mr.  Hawley’s  speech  in  which  he  had  de¬ 
clared  that  the  town  owed  me  a  debt  of  gratitude  for  the  things 
I  had  done  which  it  could  never  hope  to  repay.  So  the  next 
morning  I  called  on  him  at  his  bank  and  told  him  of  my  plans 
and  asked  him  to  lend  me  the  money.  He  was  very  courteous  and 
pleasant  about  it,  but  if  you  think  he  lent  me  the  five  hundred 
dollars  you  are  as  big  a  fool  as  I  was. 
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Private  Edward  Romano 

I  was  out  on  observation  post  near  Hill  44  and  it  was  raining. 
There  was  no  wind  and  the  rain  fell  straight  down.  To  the 
north  there  were  flashes,  like  heat  lightning  along  the  horizon, 
and  the  low  growling  of  distant  batteries.  As  I  crouched  in  the 
trench,  wet  to  the  skin  and  shivering  with  cold,  I  thought:  “It’s 
quiet  here  to-night,  but  up  to  the  north  terrible  things  are  hap¬ 
pening:  there,  at  this  moment,  men  are  being  torn  to  pieces,  or 
stabbed  to  death  with  bayonets.” 

A  Very  light  went  up  suddenly  to  break  against  the  sky  with 
a  faint  kiss,  and  against  its  flare  I  saw  the  intricate  intrenchments 
of  rusting  barbed  wire.  I  saw,  too,  the  slow  rain  gleaming  like 
crystal  against  the  light,  and  falling  in  dead,  unslanted  lines  to 
the  field.  I  lay  huddled  and  trembling  in  the  shallow  trench,  my 
rifle  pressed  against  my  body.  .  .  .  The  rain  was  washing  up 
the  bodies  of  men  buried  too  hastily  and  there  was  an  odor  of 
decay  in  the  air. 

I  saw  a  man  walking  towards  me,  upright  and  unafraid.  His 
feet  were  bare  and  his  beautiful  hair  was  long.  I  raised  my 
rifle  to  kill  him,  but  when  I  saw  that  it  was  Christ  I  lowered  it 
again.  “Would  you  have  hurt  me?”  He  asked  sadly.  I  said  yes, 
and  began  to  talk  and  curse  furiously:  “You  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  yourself  to  let  this  go  on!  You  ought  to  be  ashamed!  ” 
.  .  .  He  lifted  his  arms  to  the  sodden  field,  the  tangled  wire,  and 
the  charred  trees  like  black  teeth  in  a  fleshless  jaw.  “There’s 
nothing  that  I  can  do,”  he  said.  It  was  then  that  I  commenced 
to  cry  and  Christ  began  crying  too. 

At  twelve  o’clock  my  relief  came.  It  was  Johnny  Townsend 
and  I  wanted  to  tell  him  what  I  had  seen,  but  I  knew  that  he 
would  only  laugh  at  me. 

Private  Harold  Dresser 

The  French  Government  gave  me  a  Croix  de  Guerre  with  Palm 
for  crawling  out  in  a  barrage  and  rescuing  a  wounded  French 
captain  and  his  orderly.  That  was  in  April,  1918.  Then,  in 
July,  I  destroyed,  single  handed,  a  machine  gun  nest  that  was 
holding  up  our  advance  and  killing  many  of  our  men,  and  I  got 
both  the  Medal  Militaire  and  the  D.S.C.  for  that.  I  got  the 
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Medal  of  Honor  in  October,  and  this  is  the  way  it  came  about: 
we  were  advancing  behind  our  own  barrage  when  the  shells  com¬ 
menced  falling  short,  killing  some  of  our  men  and  wounding 
others.  There  was  no  communication  by  telephone  with  the 
batteries,  so  I  volunteered  to  go  back  to  Regimental  Headquarters 
and  report  what  the  artillerymen  were  doing. 

The  German  line  made  a  deep  pocket  to  our  left,  so  the  shortest 
route  to  Regimental  lay  across  an  open  field  and  straight  through 
the  German  lines.  Captain  Magee  said  I’d  never  be  able  to  make 
it  through  alive,  but  I  thought  I  could  do  it,  all  right,  and  in  ten 
minutes  after  I  had  started  I  was  back  at  Regimental  Head¬ 
quarters  giving  them  the  dope. 

After  war  was  over  I  returned  to  my  old  job  with  the  General 
Hardware  Company  and  I’ve  been  there  ever  since.  In  my  home 
town  people  point  me  out  to  strangers  and  say,  “You’d  never 
believe  that  little  fellow  had  a  hat  full  of  medals,  would  you?” 
and  the  strangers  always  say  no,  they  never  would. 

Private  Philip  Calhoun 

I  lay  excited  behind  the  wall  and  watched  the  German  artillery¬ 
men  destroy  Marigny.  A  shellshocked  dog  was  huddled  against 
the  community  wash  house.  His  tail  curved  under  him  and  the 
hair  on  his  back  was  stiff  and  erect.  Water  ran  from  his  eyes 
and  his  mouth  slavered.  Occasionally  he  would  spin  rapidly  in 
a  circle  and  attempt  to  bite  his  tail;  then  he  would  stop,  ex¬ 
hausted,  and  snap  weakly  to  right  and  left;  or  occasionally  he 
thrust  his  muzzle  to  the  sky  and  his  jaws  opened  widely,  but 
the  sound  was  lost  in  the  sound  of  the  shelling. 

At  last  little  remained  standing  in  the  town  except  one  wall  of 
white  limestone.  On  this  wall  was  a  religious  print,  in  a  gilt 
frame,  showing  a  crown  of  thorns  and  a  bleeding  heart  from 
which  flames  ascended;  while  beside  it,  on  a  wooden  peg,  hung 
a  peasant’s  shapeless  coat.  I  lay  on  my  belly  and  stared  at  the 
wall.  ...  The  shells  fell  faster  and  the  frightened  dog  began 
again  to  spin  and  chase  his  tail.  The  white  wall  trembled  and 
a  few  stones  fell,  and  when  I  looked  up  again,  the  coat  had  slipped 
from  its  peg  and  lay  in  the  dust  like  a  sprawling,  dead  bat. 

Then  suddenly  the  shelling  stopped  and  the  silence  that  followed 
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seemed  menacing  and  terrible.  The  dog  sniffed  the  air.  He 
lifted  his  voice  and  howled. 

I  got  up  at  once  and  put  on  my  pack.  I  walked  over  to  the 
white  wall  and  stood  looking  at  it  curiously.  I  was  glad  that  it 
had  been  spared,  and  that  the  sacred  picture  was  in  its  place. 
“Why  should  that  one  wall  remain?”  I  thought.  But  as  I  stood 
there  adjusting  my  pack  and  fumbling  with  the  rusty  catch  of 
my  cartridge  belt,  there  came  a  tearing  sound  and  a  short  report ; 
and  down  fell  the  wall  in  a  cloud  of  dust,  smothering  the  heart 
from  which  flames  were  ascending  and  crushing  me  to  death  with 
its  weight. 

Corporal  Sylvester  Keith 

I  came  out  sullen  and  resentful,  determined  that  such  a  thing 
should  never  happen  again.  I  felt  that  if  people  were  made  to 
understand  the  senseless  horror  of  war,  and  could  be  shown  the 
brutal  and  stupid  facts,  they  would  refuse  to  kill  each  other  when 
a  roomful  of  politicians  decided  for  them  that  their  honor  had 
been  violated:  so  I  organized  “The  Society  for  the  Prevention 
of  War”  and  gathered  around  me  fifty  young  and  intelligent  men, 
whose  influence,  I  thought,  would  be  important  in  the  years  to 
come.  “People  are  not  basically  stupid  or  vicious,”  I  thought; 
“they  are  only  ignorant,  or  ill  informed.  It’s  all  a  matter  of 
enlightenment.” 

Every  Thursday  the  group  gathered  at  our  meeting  place.  They 
asked  innumerable  questions  concerning  the  proper  way  to  hold 
a  bayonet  and  the  best  way  to  throw  hand  grenades.  They 
were  shocked  at  the  idea  of  gas  attacks  on  an  extended  front,  and 
the  brutality  of  liquid  fire  left  them  indignant  and  profane. 

I  was  pleased  with  myself  and  proud  of  my  pupils.  I  said,  “I 
am  planting  in  these  fine  young  men  such  hatred  of  war  that 
when  the  proper  time  comes  they  will  stand  up  and  tell  the  truth 
without  fear  or  shame.”  But  some  one  began  organizing  a  com¬ 
pany  of  National  Guard  in  our  town  about  that  time,  and  my 
disciples,  anxious  to  protect  their  country  from  the  horrors  I 
had  described,  deserted  my  society  and  joined  in  a  body. 

Sergeant  Jack  Howie 

The  people  in  Beauford  treated  us  fine.  They  gave  us  a  party 
that  night  and  all  the  girls  in  town  were  there  to  dance  with  us. 
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One  of  them  took  a  shine  to  me  right  off  the  reel.  She  was  the 
prettiest  girl  at  the  party,  too.  She  had  dark  eyes  and  dark  curly 
hair  and  her  skin  was  as  white  as  milk.  On  her  left  cheek,  almost 
up  to  her  eyebrows,  were  three  brown  moles  that  formed  a  tri¬ 
angle.  The  one  at  the  top  was  a  little  larger  than  the  other 
two,  but  not  much.  When  she  saw  me  she  came  straight  past  all 
the  other  men  and  asked  me  to  dance  with  her.  Gee! — I  thought 
I’d  fall  over  backwards. 

When  I  had  her  in  my  arms  I  kept  thinking,  “Good  Lord,  if 
I  gave  you  a  good  squeeze  you’d  break  right  in  two!”  ...  I 
kept  stepping  on  her  feet  and  bumping  into  her  knees,  but  this 
little  girl  said  I  danced  fine.  My  hands  felt  as  big  as  skinned 
pork  loins  and  my  uniform  seemed  too  tight  for  me.  .  .  .  Then 
we  went  outside  and  sat  in  the  moonlight  and  talked.  Say,  this 
was  the  most  beautiful  girl  I  ever  saw.  I  thought  her  eyes  were 
brown  at  first  but  they  weren’t  brown  at  all:  they  were  dark  blue. 
Her  hair  smelled  like  violets.  I  wanted  to  put  my  arm  around 
her,  but  I  didn’t  dare  make  a  break.  I  kept  thinking:  “Gee, 
what  a  help  you’d  be  to  a  man  on  a  farm!”  .  .  . 

I  don’t  like  to  tell  this  part  of  it,  but  after  a  while  she  said: 
“You  are  the  handsomest  man  I  have  ever  seen!”  I  giggled  like 
a  fool.  “Say,  what  are  you  trying  to  hand  me,  sister?”  I  asked. 
She  touched  my  cheek  with  her  hand.  “Will  you  be  my  perfect 
knight,  without  fear  and  without  reproach?”  she  asked.  I  didn’t 
say  anything,  but  this  thought  crossed  my  mind:  “She’s  talking 
like  that  because  I’ve  got  on  a  uniform.  If  she  had  seen  me 
first  in  dirty  overalls  working  on  a  farm,  she  wouldn’t  so  much 
as  speak  to  me.”  I  turned  away  from  her,  but  she  pulled  my 
head  down  and  kissed  me  on  the  mouth.  “I’ll  never  forget  you,” 
she  said,  “and  you’ll  never  forget  me  either.”  I  took  her  arms 
from  around  my  neck.  “Don’t  be  a  fool,”  I  said,  “I  won’t  even 
remember  you  to-morrow  ...” 

But  all  during  war  times  I  thought  about  her  and  I  pictured 
a  thousand  times  my  return  to  Beauford,  to  tell  her  I’d  been  her 
knight  as  well  as  I  knew  how,  and  to  show  her  my  medal;  but 
when  war  was  really  over  I  went  straight  back  home  and  took 
over  the  farm.  (A  swell  help  she’d  have  been  to  a  man  on  a 
farm!)  Then  I  got  to  going  with  Lois  Schelling  and  we  married 
soon  after  that.  We  get  along  fine  together.  ...  So  the  girl  in 
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Beauford  was  wrong  about  my  not  forgetting  her:  I  can’t  even 
remember  now  what  she  looked  like. 

Sergeant  Marvin  Mooney 

One  day  in  the  Argonne  Forest  we  came  on  a  wounded  German 
soldier.  It  was  early  in  the  morning  and  frost  had  fallen  the 
night  before.  The  German  lay  huddled  on  his  belly,  and  he  must 
have  been  there  all  night  because  when  I  turned  him  over  there 
was  no  frost  on  the  place  where  he  had  been  lying.  His  face  was 
white  and  he  was  shivering.  He  wore  eye  glasses  with  thick, 
dirty  lenses. 

When  he  saw  me,  he  started  to  beg  for  a  drink  of  water.  I 
said,  “It  was  different  when  you  were  raping  Red  Cross  nurses 
and  cutting  off  the  legs  of  children  in  Belgium,  wasn’t  it?  The 
shoe’s  on  the  other  foot,  now. — Here’s  some  of  your  own  medi¬ 
cine!”  Then  I  straightened  out  his  head  with  my  foot  and  I 
pounded  his  face  with  the  butt  of  my  rifle  until  it  was  like  jelly. 
After  that  I  opened  my  canteen  and  poured  all  the  water  I  had 
on  the  ground,  as  I  didn’t  want  anybody  to  think  it  was  giving 
him  the  water  I  minded.  “Here’s  a  drink  for  you,”  I  said. 

If  you  think  I’m  lying  just  ask  Luke  Janoff  and  Harry  Althouse. 
They  were  with  me  at  the  time. — He  was  a  crummy  little  bird 
and  his  eye  glasses  were  tied  around  his  ears  with  two  pieces  of 
common  twine.  He  was  about  five  feet  six,  I  should  say,  al¬ 
though  he  might  have  been  a  little  taller  than  that. 

Corporal  Howard  Virtue 

For  a  week  I  heard  shells  falling  .  .  .  nothing  but  shells  fall¬ 
ing  ..  .  and  exploding  with  blasts  that  rocked  the  walls  of  the 
dugout  .  .  .  rocking  the  walls  of  the  dugout  and  rattling  the 
frosty  duckboards. — I  became  afraid  that  I  would  die  before  the 
meaning  of  my  life  was  made  clear.  I  thought,  “If  I  use  my 
head,  I  can  get  out  of  this.”  I  remembered  a  joke  about  a  man 
who  ran  around  picking  up  scraps  of  paper.  After  examining 
each  scrap  he  would  discard  it  quickly  and  say,  “No,  that  s  not 
it!”  So  the  doctors  pronounced  him  mentally  incompetent  and 
discharged  him  from  the  service.  As  they  handed  him  his  dis¬ 
charge  paper  the  man  looked  it  over  carefully  to  see  that  every¬ 
thing  was  in  order.  Then  he  smiled  at  the  doctor  triumphantly 
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and  said,  “That’s  it,  all  right!”  “I’ll  do  the  same  thing,”  I 
said;  “my  life  is  too  valuable  to  be  wasted  on  a  battle  field.” 
...  I  crawled  out  over  the  side  of  the  trench  and  commenced 
picking  up  dead  leaves,  talking  rapidly  to  myself  all  the  time. 
Sergeant  Dennison  came  out  and  coaxed  me  back  to  our  lines. 

Back  at  the  hospital  I  was  afraid  that  those  smart  doctors 
would  see  through  my  ruse,  but  I  fooled  them  too;  I  was  trans¬ 
ferred  to  the  United  States  and  later  committed  to  this  asylum  for 
lunatics.  Here’s  the  irony  of  the  situation:  I  cannot  obtain  my 
freedom  although  I’m  as  sane  as  any  man  alive. 

You  are  a  fair  man,  let  me  ask  you  a  question:  How  can  I 
spread  the  glory  of  my  cousin,  Jesus,  and  how  can  I  baptise  him 
in  the  River  Jordan  from  this  place  where  my  limbs  are  shackled? 
How  can  I  thunder  the  incestuousness  of  Herodias,  or  how  sub¬ 
mit,  at  last,  when  the  wanton  Salome  completes  my  destiny — 
shaking  her  loins  for  the  gift  of  my  head?  How  can  I  do  these 
things  when  my  words  die  flatly  against  the  padding  of  my  cell? 

— Cymbals  clashing  and  spears  and  soldiers  cursing  and  cast¬ 
ing  lots  and  blood  running  in  rivers  from  the  poles  destroying  life 
and  creating  life.  Rocking!  .  .  .  Rocking!  .  .  .  And  white 
breasts  rosy-tipped  walking  beautifully  over  ruin  and  always  shells 
falling  .  .  .  nothing  but  shells  falling  .  .  .  and  exploding  with 
blasts  that  rock  the  walls  of  the  dugout.  .  .  .  And  me  crying  in 
the  wilderness.  Crying  and  nobody  to  heed  me  .  .  . 

I  have  told  them  over  and  over  why  it  is  necessary  that  I  be 
released  from  this  place,  but  the  guards  only  stare  at  me  and 
chew  gum  rhythmically  with  slow,  maddening  jaws. 

Sergeant  Carroll  Hart 

Johnny  Citron  was  with  me  that  day  we  took  the  machine  gun 
nest  in  Veuilly  Wood.  We  found  the  crew  all  killed  except  one 
heavy-set,  bearded  man,  and  he  was  badly  wounded.  Just  as  we 
came  up,  the  bearded  man  reached  inside  his  tunic  and  fumbled 
for  something,  so  I  emptied  my  pistol  into  him.  His  arm  came 
away  from  his  coat  with  a  jerking,  irregular  motion  and  his  palm 
rested  for  a  moment  against  his  lips.  The  blood  in  his  throat 
began  to  strangle  him  and  he  made  a  gurgling,  sighing  sound. 
His  eyes  rolled  back  and  his  jaw  fell  open. 

I  went  over  and  opened  his  palm  to  see  what  he  had  in  it. 
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It  was  the  photograph  of  a  little  German  girl.  She  was  round- 
faced  and  freckled  and  her  hair  was  curled,  for  the  occasion, 
over  her  shoulders.  “That  must  have  been  his  daughter,”  said 
Johnny  Citron. 

That  night  I  couldn’t  sleep  for  thinking  of  that  German  soldier. 
I  rolled  and  pitched  about,  and  toward  daybreak  Johnny  came 
over  and  lay  down  by  me.  “Don’t  blame  yourself  that  way, 
sergeant,”  he  said,  “anybody  would  have  thought  he  was  going 
to  throw  a  grenade.” 

Private  John  Citron 

Early  in  June  we  took  over  a  position  in  Belleau  Wood  just 
evacuated  by  the  Sixth  Regiment,  who  had  made  an  attack  that 
morning.  There  was  a  lot  of  salvage  around  and  a  number 
of  letters  which  had  been  torn  up  and  thrown  away.  I  pieced  a 
part  of  one  letter  together  and  read  it,  but  I  could  never  find 
the  last  page.  It  was  addressed  to  a  man  named  Francis  R. 
Toleman  and  it  was  the  most  interesting  letter  I  ever  read.  I 
carried  it  around  with  me  for  a  long  time  hoping  that  some  day 
I’d  meet  this  fellow  Toleman,  but  I  never  did. 

If  he’s  alive  to-day  and  reads  this,  I’d  appreciate  it  if  he  would 
write  and  tell  me  if  he  and  Milly  ever  made  it  up.  I’d  also  like 
to  know  what  in  the  world  Alice  Wilson  did  to  make  her  own 
people  turn  against  her  that  way. 


THE  OTHER  ROOM1 

By  DON  MARQUIS 

(From  Harper’s  Magazine ) 

DR.  HARVEY  HERBERT  was  not  only  an  M.D.  but  a 
Ph.D.  His  familiars  referred  to  him  as  a  “psychological 
shark” ;  but  the  world  in  general  did  not  permit  itself  such  slangy 
informality.  What  the  world  saw  was  a  man  who  had  attained 
an  unusual  position  at  thirty-eight  years  of  age,  who  was  acknowl¬ 
edged  to  be  solid  as  well  as  brilliant,  and  who  was  spoken  of 
with  enthusiasm  by  his  professional  and  academic  brethren. 

Doctor  Herbert  specialized  as  a  neurologist,  but  his  private 
practice  was  not  large,  and  it  was  not  easy  to  get  him  to  take  a 
case  unless  it  had  some  extraordinary  feature  which  piqued  his 
interest.  He  lectured  on  psychology  in  one  of  the  universities 
and  he  had  written  extensively  on  his  subject.  He  was,  among 
other  things,  a  recognized  authority  upon  criminology.  He  had 
devoted  a  great  deal  of  time  to  the  study  of  hallucinations. 

Some  strange  cases  came  to  the  attention  of  Dr.  Harvey 
Herbert,  cases  involving  very  fine  ethical  points,  at  times;  cases 
in  which  a  matter  of  conscience  often  lay  concealed  under  the 
surface  of  some  mental  trouble,  just  as  a  bit  of  broken  needle 
may  work  itself  through  the  flesh  of  the  body  for  years  causing 
physical  disturbances  difficult  to  diagnose  because  its  presence  is 
unknown.  Doctor  Herbert  was  a  rather  acutely  conscientious 
person  himself. 

But  with  all  his  exploration  of  the  shadowy  caverns  of  the 
subconscious  mind,  no  case  ever  came  to  the  attention  of  Dr. 
Harvey  Herbert  that  was  stranger  than  the  case  of  .  .  .  Dr. 
Harvey  Herbert. 

It  was  one  day  last  spring  that  Doctor  Herbert  called  at  the 
office  of  his  friend  Dr.  Howard  Vokes,  after  telephoning  to  make 

1  Copyright,  1930,  by  Harper  &  Brothers. 
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sure  that  Doctor  Vokes  had  time  for  a  lengthy  consultation,  and 
dropped  into  the  big  chair  in  front  of  Vokes’  desk,  a  picture  of 
weariness. 

Vokes,  a  general  practitioner  and  a  lifelong' comrade,  looked 
at  Herbert  with  keen  eyes,  noted  his  fag,  and  offered  him  a  drink. 
Doctor  Herbert  nodded  his  acceptance. 

“Which  one  of  my  patients  has  been  sneaking  off  to  you, 
Harvey?”  said  Doctor  Vokes.  “I  don’t  think  I’ve  sent  any  one 
lately.” 

“None  of  them,”  said  Doctor  Herbert.  “I’m  here  to  consult 
with  you  about — about  myself.” 

“Quit  drinking,”  said  Vokes,  with  a  smile,  pouring  a  liberal 
allowance  of  whiskey  into  a  glass  for  the  famous  psychologist. 
“Give  up  smoking,”  he  went  on,  pushing  his  cigarette  case  towards 
his  friend;  “and  have  your  teeth,  tonsils,  and  appendix  taken  out 
at  once;  take  a  trip  to  Bermuda,  play  golf  more,  raise  violets, 
eat  pineapples,  and  come  back  in  three  days  and  tell  me  how  you 
feel.” 

But  this  facetiousness  elicited  only  the  feeblest  of  smiles  from 
his  famous  friend;  Doctor  Herbert  was  twisting  his  pointed  brown 
beard  with  his  slender  fingers,  his  face  and  worried  eyes  averted. 
Doctor  Vokes  went  on,  seriously: 

“Stomach,  Harvey?  Liver?  Kidneys?  Something  in  my 
line?” 

“I  wish  it  were,”  said  Herbert,  with  a  sigh.  “But  I’m  afraid 
it’s — nerves.” 

“Consult  the  eminent  neurologist,  Dr.  Harvey  Herbert,”  said 
Vokes.  His  remark  was  really  a  question  as  to  why  the  specialist 
had  come  to  a  general  practitioner  to  confer  upon  a  case  involving 
his  own  specialty;  and  Doctor  Herbert  understood  it  so.  He 
shrugged  his  shoulders  and  said  in  a  tired  voice: 

“I’ve  been  to  Dr.  Harvey  Herbert.  The  man  doesn’t  do  me 
any  good.”  And  then,  after  a  brief  pause,  “Howard,  you’re  the 
oldest  friend  I  have.”  He  paused  again,  and  resumed,  with  a 
smile  which  made  his  face  very  attractive  in  spite  of  the  ravages 
of  his  worry,  “And,  with  the  exception  of  my  wife,  about  the  best 
one,  Howard.” 

The  two  men  exchanged  that  glance  of  perfect  understanding 
which  is  so  much  more  eloquent  than  words.  Presently  Vokes 
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suggested,  “I  suppose  you’ve  been  down  in  the  sub-cellar  of  the 
human  mind  again,  hunting  your  ghosts — and  one  of  them  has 
turned  on  you  this  time.” 

“Something  like  that,”  admitted  Doctor  Herbert. 

“You  prowl  into  some  queer,  dank  places,”  said  Doctor  Vokes. 
“They  almost  frighten  me.” 

“This  time,”  said  Doctor  Herbert,  “I  was  frightened.  I  still 
am.  I  saw  .  .  .” 

His  voice  trailed  off  into  a  brooding  silence. 

“What  did  you  see?”  insisted  Dr.  Vokes. 

“Myself,”  said  Dr.  Harvey  Herbert.  He  shuddered,  took  an¬ 
other  drink,  and  presently  began. 

I’m  hoping  that  when  I’m  finished  (said  Doctor  Herbert)  you 
and  I  may  be  able  to  get  together  and  diagnose  my  case  as  some¬ 
thing  physical — but  if  we  can’t,  at  least  I  will  have  told  every¬ 
thing  to  a  friend.  As  a  psychologist,  I  can  assure  you  that  there 
is  sometimes  great  value  in  a  sympathetic  father  confessor.  And 
now  that  I’ve  said  that  word,  I  recognize  that  I  am  really  coming 
to  you  for  the  assurance  of  absolution — an  assurance  that  I’ve  not 
been  able  to  give  to  myself. 

It  was  about  three  weeks  ago  that  I  got  the  jolt  I’m  still  stag¬ 
gering  from.  You  remember  Aunt  Emma  Hastings,  who  lived 
with  us  for  so  many  years?  Well,  it  was  three  weeks  ago  that 
Aunt  Emma  died. 

She  was  distantly  related  to  both  my  wife  and  myself,  although 
Margaret  and  I  are  not  related  to  each  other.  Although  we  both 
called  her  Aunt,  she  was  really  a  second  or  third  cousin  of 
Margaret’s  grandmother;  she  was  connected,  even  more  re¬ 
motely,  with  my  mother’s  father.  We  were  the  only  people  left 
in  the  world  who  could  by  any  stretch  of  the  imagination  be  called 
kinsfolk.  So  we  gave  her  a  home,  took  care  of  her. 

I  don’t  mean  that  we  took  care  of  her  financially.  She  was  a 
great  deal  better  off  than  I  am.  I’ve  grubbed  for  knowledge, 
rather  than  money,  as  you  know;  always  giving  more  time  to 
research  than  to  my  practice.  We  took  care  of  Aunt  Emma 
Hastings  physically;  and  not  even  our  best  friends  have  known 
what  a  strain  it  has  been  or  how  Aunt  Emma  tyrannized  over 
us.  Entrenched  in  invalidism,  age,  sentimentality,  the  habit  of 
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years,  she  was  the  very  pattern  of  a  petty  domestic  tyrant.  Her 
death  should  really  be  a  release  and  a  relief  to  me;  but,  for  rea¬ 
sons  which  you  will  gather,  it  is  anything  but  that. 

The  night  she  died  Margaret  and  I  had  planned  to  go  to  the 
theater.  We  had  dined  early,  and  at  a  couple  of  minutes  after 
eight  o’clock  I  was  waiting  in  the  living  room  for  Margaret,  who 
was  putting  the  finishing  touches  to  her  dressing.  Getting  out  to 
the  theater  was  more  of  a  treat  to  Margaret  and  me  than  you 
might  suspect,  for  Aunt  Emma  had  grown  increasingly  querulous 
if  one  or  the  other,  or  both  of  us,  were  not  with  her.  In  fact,  for 
some  time  had  we  foregone  almost  all  social  diversions. 

Margaret  came  in  from  her  room,  her  face  shining  with  pleasant 
anticipation,  and  I  picked  up  my  top-coat  and  hat.  “Ready  at 
last!”  she  said,  gaily. 

But  just  then  Miss  Murdock  entered.  Miss  Murdock  was 
Aunt  Emma’s  own  attendant — nurse,  companion,  and  maid  all  at 
once.  There  had  been  a  long  succession  of  these  companions. 
Aunt  Emma  seldom  kept  one  more  than  six  or  eight  months,  and 
she  had  had  an  astonishing  variety.  But  they  were  all  alike  in 
one  thing — they  seemed  to  enjoy  the  tyranny  which  Aunt  Emma 
exercised  over  Margaret  and  myself  and  to  relish  the  opportunity 
to  participate  in  it  in  a  minor  way.  Miss  Murdock  said,  with  a 
prim  exterior,  but  with  a  certain  latent  gusto: 

“Mrs.  Herbert,  Miss  Hastings  sent  me  to  inquire  whether  you 
and  Doctor  Herbert  were  going  out  to-night.” 

“Why,  yes,”  said  Margaret;  “we’re  just  starting.  Does  Miss 
Hastings  want  anything?  I’ll  go  to  her  if  she  wishes  to  speak 
with  me.” 

Miss  Murdock  became  a  composite  picture  of  the  petty  malice 
of  all  her  predecessors  as  she  announced: 

“Miss  Hastings  said,  in  case  I  found  you  were  going  out,  that 
I  was  to  tell  you  not  to  do  so.” 

“Not  to  do  so!”  I  exclaimed.  I  felt  a  flush  of  anger,  a  sudden 
red  rush  of  it  all  over  me.  If  my  face  looked  like  Margaret  s, 
I  showed  what  I  felt.  This  was  a  little  too  much! 

“That’s  what  she  said,”  returned  Miss  Murdock;  and  I  saw 
the  tip  of  her  tongue  run  along  her  lips  as  if  she  tasted  a  creamy 
satisfaction.  “She  said,  in  case  you  were  going  out,  you  must 
give  up  your  plans  and  stay  at  home.” 
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With  a  triumphant  glance,  Miss  Murdock  started  for  the  door. 
But  she  paused  to  give  us  her  final  thrust.  “Since  you  will  be 
here  with  Miss  Hastings,”  she  said,  “I  think  I’ll  go  out  myself.” 
She  left. 

Margaret  and  I  sat  in  silent  humiliation  for  a  moment.  The 
anger  that  had  gone  all  over  me  seemed  to  culminate  in  some¬ 
thing  that  writhed  in  my  head — fluttered  and  writhed  as  if  a 
grub  were  turning  to  a  butterfly  all  in  one  instant  somewhere 
among  the  convolutions  of  my  brain.  I  rose,  with  the  words 
forming  themselves  upon  my  lips,  “Come  on,  Margaret,  let’s  get 
out  of  here  at  once — she’s  gone  too  damned  far  this  time!” 

But  I  did  not  utter  those  words.  I  saw  something,  suddenly, 
that  made  me  pause. 

I  saw  another  room,  with  Margaret  and  myself  sitting  in  it. 
Listen  carefully,  Howard;  for  just  here  is  the  beginning  of  the 
train  of  events  that  has  brought  me  to  you. 

I  say  I  saw  another  room.  I  should  have  said  I  saw  the  room 
that  we  were  in,  or  a  part  of  it.  Our  own  living  room,  and  she 
and  I  sitting  in  it,  dressed  to  go  out  for  the  evening,  just  exactly 
as  we  were. 

I  saw  it  as  if  I  were  looking  into  a  mirror,  only  it  was  dimmer 
than  that,  as  if  a  fine  gauze  were  in  front  of  the  mirror.  No, 
not  so  much  a  gauze  as  a  light  mist,  a  faint  fog.  A  somewhat 
denser  mist,  a  heavier  fog,  made  a  framework  around  the  finer 
mist — a  framework  irregularly  oval  in  shape.  And  through  the 
medium  of  the  fine  mist  I  looked  into  a  room  which  was  the  exact 
replica  of  the  room  in  which  Margaret  and  I  actually  were.  I 
looked  into  it  and  saw  ourselves  there. 

Our  apartment,  as  you  know,  is  high  up  in  one  of  the  new 
buildings  on  the  upper  East  Side.  The  east  windows  of  our  living 
room  look  out  over  the  East  River.  The  apartment,  which  is 
large,  is  one  of  the  corner  ones.  The  north  windows  of  the  living 
room  overlook  Fifty-seventh  Street. 

My  first  flickering  notion,  of  course,  was  that  I  was  seeing  the 
actual  reflection  of  our  living  room  in  the  east  windows,  as  in  a 
mirror.  But  that  comforting  thought  lasted  only  the  merest 
fraction  of  a  second. 

For  I,  Dr.  Harvey  Herbert,  was  standing  up — and  the  man 
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who  looked  just  like  me  in  the  other  room  beyond  the  mist  was 
still  sitting  down! 

I  sat  down  myself  and  covered  my  eyes  with  my  hands.  I 
have  been,  as  you  know,  a  student  of  the  various  phenomena 
loosely  listed  as  hallucinations.  I  have  had  a  certain  amount  of 
success  in  my  attempts  to  analyze  the  mental  states  back  of  these 
phenomena.  But  I  had  had  no  previous  experience  of  a  personal 
nature.  And  I  realized,  in  the  moment  that  I  sat  there  with  my 
hands  over  my  eyes,  that  it  is  one  thing  to  attempt  to  diagnose 
the  condition  of  a  patient,  and  another  thing  to  give  an  answer 
to  one’s  own  problem  during  the  time  when  it  is  actively  present¬ 
ing  itself.  That  wriggling  grub,  about  to  become  a  butterfly,  was 
still  stirring  in  my  head,  trying  to  flutter  his  new,  feeble  wings; 
and  I  thought  when  he  went  away,  as  he  should  in  a  moment, 
that  would  be  the  end  of  my  aberration. 

Margaret  spoke  and  there  was  a  struggle  for  kindliness  in  her 
voice — a  struggle  to  regain  the  attitude  of  forbearance,  love  and 
pity,  which  was  usual  to  her  in  her  relations  with  Aunt  Emma. 
I  knew  from  her  voice  that  she  was  not  sharing  my  hallucination 
with  regard  to  that  other  room. 

“Aunt  Emma  isn’t  so  well  to-night,  Harvey,”  said  Margaret, 
“or  I’m  sure  she  would  have  put  her  request  in  some  other  way.” 

“Yes,”  I  replied,  trying  to  imitate  Margaret’s  spirit,  trying  to 
conquer  the  anger  that  possessed  me — and  that,  no  doubt,  had 
brought  on  my  queer  vision — “yes,  she’s  getting  pretty  old,  and 
we  must  remember  that  she’s  very  fond  of  us.  We’ll  have  to  bear 
with  her.” 

I  had  hardly  finished  speaking  when  I  heard  another  voice — 
and  it  was  Margaret’s  voice,  but  yet  it  did  not  have  in  it  the 
Margaret  I  knew.  It  said: 

“She  gets  more  spiteful  every  day!  She  knows  her  power; 
and  the  more  childish  she  becomes  the  more  malevolent  delight 
she  takes  in  playing  tyrant!” 

And  then  a  voice  answered — a  voice  that  was  my  voice  and 
yet  not  the  voice  of  any  Harvey  Herbert  I  had  ever  visualized  in 
the  full  light  of  consciousness: 

“Cheer  up,  Margaret!  It  can’t  last  forever;  and  if  the  old 
hell-cat  doesn’t  change  her  will  before  she  dies  it  means  fifteen 
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thousand  dollars  a  year  for  us.  That’s  worth  a  little  trouble, 
isn’t  it?” 

“A  little  trouble!”  said  the  voice  of  the  Margaret  whom  I  did 
not  know,  with  a  passionate  vibration  which  I  had  never  heard 
in  the  voice  of  the  Margaret  I  knew.  “You’re  away,  at  your 
office  or  your  lectures,  most  of  the  time,  but  I’m  here  at  home 
with  her  day  and  night.  A  little  trouble!  It’s  killing  me!” 

I  took  down  my  hands  and  opened  my  eyes.  The  other  room 
was  still  there.  The  Harvey  Herbert  in  it,  and  the  Margaret 
in  it,  were  on  their  feet  now  and  were  facing  each  other  with  a 
bitterness  of  face  and  tone  that,  surely,  my  wife  and  I  had  never 
permitted  ourselves  in  any  of  our  rare  outbursts  of  irritation. 

The  room  was  still  there,  but  it  was  not  where  I  had  first  seen 
it.  I  had  looked  towards  the  east  wall  of  our  real  room,  where 
the  windows  were  that  overlooked  the  East  River.  Now  I  was 
looking  towards  the  north  wall,  where  the  windows  were  that 
overlooked  Fifty-seventh  Street.  I  turned  and  looked  towards 
the  west  wall  which  had  neither  door  nor  window  in  it.  The 
other  room  was  there,  too.  I  stepped  to  the  middle  of  the  real 
room  and  looked  at  the  south  wall,  which  had  two  doors  in  it  and 
no  window.  The  other  room  was  there.  I  looked  above  me,  and 
I  looked  up  into  it.  I  looked  at  the  floor,  and  I  stood  upon  the 
verge  of  it,  opening  below  me.  And  the  two  figures  were  in  it, 
the  figures  of  Margaret  and  of  me,  walking  and  talking  independ¬ 
ently  of  us. 

Let  me  tell  you  just  what  it  looked  like  again,  Howard,  so 
that  you  can  realize  something  of  the  effect  I  got,  no  matter  how 
I  turned  my  head.  A  thin,  fine  mist,  and  around  it,  framing  it, 
a  denser,  heavier  mist.  Beyond  the  thin,  fine  mist,  the  other  room. 
The  opening  in  the  thin,  fine  mist,  framed  by  the  denser,  heavier 
fog,  an  oval  in  shape.  I  walked  towards  the  oval  entrance, 
towards  the  other  room.  It  receded  before  me.  It  kept  about 
ten  feet  ahead  of  me.  When  I  turned  it  was  still  the  same  dis¬ 
tance  ahead  of  me.  I  went  to  one  of  the  windows  in  the  east  wall 
and  looked  out.  The  other  room  was  out  there  in  the  night, 
overhanging  the  water  front! 

I  came  back  and  sat  down  by  Margaret.  She  was  brooding. 

“Did  you  see  anything  peculiar?”  I  asked  her.  She  moved 
her  head  with  a  brief  negative  gesture,  without  looking  at  me. 
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“Or  hear  anything?”  I  asked. 

“Why,  no,”  she  said.  I  was  sure  she  had  neither  seen  nor 
heard.  But  she  looked  at  me  with  a  glance  that  was  strained  and 
puzzled,  as  if  she  had  almost  heard  and  seen  something,  if  you 
follow  me. 

The  two  people  in  the  other  room  looked  out  at  Margaret  and 
me  with  a  faint  satirical  smile  upon  their  faces.  I  tried  to  ignore 
them,  thinking  maybe  they  would  go  away  if  I  could  get  my  mind 
off  of  them.  No  matter  how  much  this  interested  me  as  a  student, 
at  the  same  time  it  was  distinctly  uncomfortable.  I  said  to 
Margaret: 

“What  are  you  thinking  of?” 

“I  was  thinking,  what  a  poor  lonely  old  soul  Aunt  Emma  is, 
Harvey.” 

And  as  if  in  answer  to  this,  the  man  in  the  other  room  turned 
to  the  woman  in  there  and  spoke: 

“Damn  her!  She’ll  live  to  be  a  hundred  and  ten!” 

I  made  a  gesture  of  repudiation — this  creature,  this  vision, 
this  person,  whoever  or  whatever  he  was — did  not  speak  for  me, 
although  he  had  somehow  seized  upon  my  appearance  and  my 
voice.  I  told  myself  passionately  that  I  had  never  thought  of 
Aunt  Emma  like  that!  And  the  man  peered  out  at  me  with 
an  immense,  disconcerting  knowingness. 

I  knew  that  Aunt  Emma  had  come  into  the  room  before  I  saw 
her.  I  knew  it  by  the  actions  of  the  people  in  the  other  room. 
They  leaned  forward  eagerly,  and  there  was  a  tense,  rapid  inter¬ 
change  of  low  voices: 

“You  see,”  said  the  man,  “she  stumbles!” 

“She  totters,”  said  the  woman;  “she’s  getting  weaker!  ” 

Aunt  Emma  had,  indeed,  stumbled  on  the  edge  of  a  rug  just 
within  the  door.  Margaret  and  I  ran  to  her  and  supported  her 
to  a  chair  and  settled  her  in  it.  And  as  we  did  so,  those  other 
voices  kept  on: 

“She’s  not  really  much  weaker.  She’ll  live  forever!  ” 

“Perhaps — the  mean  kind  always  do!” 

Margaret,  leaning  over  Aunt  Emma  in  her  big  chair,  said 
solicitously:  “Shan’t  I  get  you  a  wrap,  Aunt  Emma?” 
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Aunt  Emma  lifted  her  petulant  and  sneering  face  and  broke 
out  in  her  high-pitched,  feeble  voice: 

“You’re  mighty  anxious  about  a  wrap,  Margaret!  But  you 
were  thinking  of  going  out  and  leaving  me  practically  alone — 
with  nobody  but  Miss  Murdock!” 

“But,  Aunt  Emma,”  I  began,  reasonably,  “Miss  Murdock  is 
employed  to — ” 

“Don’t  excuse  yourself,  Harvey!”  she  interrupted.  “Can’t  I 
see  you  were  going  out?  Can’t  I  see  your  evening  clothes?” 

I  could  tell  by  the  look  Margaret  gave  me  that  she  was  school¬ 
ing  herself  to  gentleness — as  she  always  did.  I  tried  to  imitate 
her. 

Margaret  said,  “Aunt  Emma,  we’re  going  to  stay  with  you 
the  rest  of  the  evening — aren’t  we,  Harvey?  We’ll  go  change 
to  something  else.” 

“No!”  cried  Aunt  Emma.  “Don’t  take  off  your  evening 
clothes.  I  don’t  want  you  to!  What  do  you  want  to  take  them 
off  for?  Are  they  too  good  for  me  to  see?  Ain’t  I  as  good  as 
any  one  you’d  see  if  you  went  out?  Eh?” 

“But,  Aunt  Emma,  I  meant — ” 

“I  know  what  you  meant!  You  meant  to  slip  out  and  leave 
me  alone,  both  of  you!  It’s  lucky  I  caught  you  in  time!  It’s 
lucky  I  have  money  of  my  own.  I’d  be  left  alone,  to  starve,  if  I 
were  poor!  I’d  die  of  hunger  and  neglect!” 

Margaret  and  I  looked  at  each  other  helplessly.  Aunt  Emma 
put  her  hands  in  front  of  her  face  and  began  to  whimper. 
Margaret  tried  to  soothe  her,  to  take  down  her  hands  and  pet  her, 
but  Aunt  Emma  resisted  like  a  spoiled  and  spiteful  child. 

In  the  other  room  the  man  murmured: 

“This  is  to  be  one  of  Aunt  Emma’s  truly  pleasant  evenings!” 

The  woman  over  there  retorted  with  vehemence,  “This  sort  of 
thing  happens  a  dozen  times  a  day!” 

I  looked  over  Aunt  Emma’s  shoulder  at  them.  They  were 
regarding  Aunt  Emma  with  a  frowning  intentness. 

“She’s  not  really  crying,”  said  the  man. 

“Pretense!”  said  the  woman.  “She  works  it  up  at  will.” 

“The  old  hell-cat!” 

Aunt  Emma  lifted  her  head  with  a  startled  look,  almost  as  if 
she  had  seen  and  heard;  and  a  puzzled  expression,  confused  and 
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puzzled,  flitted  across  Margaret’s  countenance.  But  neither  of 
them  had  quite  got  it;  it  was  for  me  alone  that  the  full  perception 
of  this  phenomenon  was  reserved. 

“Aunt  Emma,”  said  Margaret,  soothingly;  “you  know  Harvey 
and  I  try  to  be  good  to  you,  don’t  you?” 

“You  try  to  be  good  to  my  money!”  said  Aunt  Emma.  “But 
I  may  fool  you!  I  may  fool  you  yet!  It’s  not  too  late  to  change 
my  will!  It’s  not  too  late  yet  to  leave  it  all  to  charity!  ” 

She  spoke  with  a  cunning  leer.  The  man  in  the  other  room 
nudged  the  woman  beside  him  and  said,  “The  old  cat’s  capable 
of  doing  just  that,  too,  Margaret!” 

Aunt  Emma  lifted  to  me  a  disturbed  and  pitiable  face.  She 
took  one  of  my  hands,  she  took  one  of  Margaret’s;  she  took  them 
in  both  of  hers,  and  she  clung  to  us.  For  that  moment,  every¬ 
thing  dropped  from  her  except  the  expression  of  her  dire  need — 
her  need  to  be  loved.  Her  gestures,  her  manner,  were  infinitely 
pathetic.  They  were  a  plea  for  genuine  affection.  It  was  as  if  she 
had  said  that  she  was  an  isolated  human  spirit  on  the  brink  of  the 
unknown,  and  that  she  dreaded  the  next  step  which  she  must 
take;  dreaded  it,  and  must  have  our  understanding,  our  kindli¬ 
ness,  to  go  along  with  her.  What  she  really  said  was: 

“Margaret  .  .  .  Harvey  ...  you  really  do  care  for  me,  don’t 
you?  It  isn’t  all  on  account  of  my  money,  is  it?” 

I  was  profoundly  touched.  All  religion,  all  life,  all  art,  all  ex¬ 
pression  come  down  to  this:  to  the  effort  of  the  human  soul  to 
break  through  its  barrier  of  loneliness,  of  intolerable  loneliness, 
and  make  some  contact  with  another  seeking  soul,  or  with  what 
all  souls  seek,  which  is  (by  any  name)  God.  She  pleaded  and  she 
clung.  She  said: 

“If  you  knew  I  hadn’t  a  cent,  you’d  still  be  good  to  me, 
wouldn’t  you?” 

“Yes,”  I  said  eagerly.  And,  “Yes!”  said  Margaret.  Eagerly, 
and  sincerely.  And  in  that  instant  I  know  that  both  of  us  were 
grateful  for  the  patience  we  had  shown  to  the  old  woman  through 
the  years;  grateful  that  we  had  been  able  to  rise  above  our  fre¬ 
quent  exasperation,  to  trample  it  down,  and  act  and  speak  from 

worthier  impulses.  # 

“If  I  lost  it  all  ...  if  I  told  you  that  I’d  lost  it  all,”  said  Aunt 

Emma,  “you’d  both  still  be  just  the  same,  wouldn’t  you?” 
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“Yes,”  I  said  unhesitatingly,  still  shaken  with  the  vibrations  of 
my  own  emotion  and  thankful  that  I  was  conscious  of  nothing 
in  me  that  did  not  move  spontaneously  with  my  answer.  “Yes,” 
I  said. 

But  the  man  in  the  other  room  said  to  the  woman  there: 

“My  God,  you  don’t  suppose  she’s  really  lost  her  money,  do 
you?” 

“No!”  answered  the  woman.  “This  is  just  one  of  her  cunning 
spells.  She  can  be  as  crafty  as  a  witch!” 

This,  while  they  looked  out  of  their  room  at  the  old  woman 
in  her  agony!  I  faced  them  sternly;  I  was  minded  to  denounce 
them,  these  figures,  whatever  they  were,  that  had  stolen  the  outer 
aspects  of  me  and  of  my  wife  and  spoke  from  sentiments  we  had 
never  acknowledged  or  acted  upon!  I  was  about  to  cry  out  to 
them  that  they  did  not  represent  us,  that  they  were  not  we.  But 
I  did  not  cry  out.  Again  they  turned  upon  me  that  faintly 
satirical  smile,  those  faces  informed  with  an  irony  drawn  from — 
from  what?  From  some  ulterior  deep  springs  of  knowledge?  I 
became  confused,  and  did  not  speak  to  them. 

“I’m  hard  on  you  at  times,”  said  Aunt  Emma.  I  have  never 
found  it  very  easy  to  face  expressed  sentiment,  and  now  the 
old  woman  broke  down  into  a  mood  that  embarrassed  me.  “I’m 
unjust,”  she  said,  and  there  was  no  doubt  of  the  genuineness  of 
her  contrition.  “I  don’t  mean  to  be  spiteful,  but  I  know  I  am 
spiteful.  When  you  get  old,  you  get  suspicious  of  people.”  I 
tried  to  avert  my  mind  from  her  self-accusations ;  it  is  neither 
pleasant  nor  inspiring  to  witness  any  sort  of  dissolution,  and  she 
was  dissolving  into  a  self-pity  that  I  found  it  harder  and  harder 
to  face.  “Suspicion  makes  us  spiteful  and  unjust — and  I’m  sus¬ 
picious  of  everybody,”  she  went  on.  “Oh,  I  know  I’m  not  easy 
to  live  with,  Margaret!” 

There  wasn’t  anything  to  say  to  that — God  knows  she  wasn’t 
easy  to  live  with!  The  man  and  woman  in  the  other  room 
grinned  at  me  with  a  touch  of  frank  malice.  My  pity  for  her, 
momentarily  clouded  by  my  embarrassment  at  her  own  self- 
pity,  returned.  Presently  Margaret  said: 

“Don’t  you  think  you’d  better  go  to  bed  now,  Aunt  Emma?” 

At  that  she  jerked  herself  up  in  the  big  chair  she  was  sitting 
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in,  immediately  all  suspicion  and  meanness  and  snarling  petu¬ 
lance  again,  and  spluttered  at  Margaret: 

“To  bed?  Why  to  bed?  Why  do  you  want  to  pack  me  off 
to  bed?  Oh,  I  know!”  Her  pinched  countenance  was  a  mask 
of  cunning  malignance  as  she  went  on:  “I  know  why — so  you  can 
talk  about  me,  talk  me  over!  So  you  can  speculate  on  how  long 
I  will  live!  I  know  you!  I  know  what  you  talk  about  when 
I’m  not  around.  I  know  what  you’ve  been  waiting  and  hoping 
for  the  last  ten  years!” 

She  began  to  cry  again.  She  stretched  out  her  arms  towards 
us.  Once  more  there  was  that  terrible  appeal  in  her  manner, 
terrible  to  witness,  terrible  to  have  directed  towards  one. 

“Well,  you  won’t  have  long  to  wait  now,”  she  whimpered. 
“The  time’s  almost  come.”  The  tears  ran  down  her  cheeks  in 
silence  for  a  moment — those  daunting,  weak  tears  of  the  aged 
who  accuse  us  and  the  gods  because  death  cannot  be  delayed  so 
very  much  longer — and  then  she  said,  “You’ll  get  the  money 
soon  enough.” 

Distressed,  Margaret  said,  “There,  there,  Aunt  Emma;  you 
mustn’t  go  on  like  this.” 

“You’ll  live  ten  years  yet,”  I  added.  It  is  one  of  the  things 
one  says. 

“If  I  thought  she’d  live  ten  years — ”  began  the  man  who  was 
peering  out  from  the  other  room. 

“Well?”  cut  in  the  woman  beside  him.  “If  you  thought  she 
would — what?” 

“My  God — ten  more  years  like  the  last  ten!”  he  said. 

The  woman  who  looked  like  Margaret  turned  upon  him  fiercely 
and  shot  at  him  a  tirade  that  mounted  from  step  to  step  of 
bitterness: 

“You  see  it  mornings  and  evenings;  but  I  have  it  all  day  long 
— and  every  day!  I’ve  had  it  for  ten  years.  I  go  nowhere.  I 
see  no  one.  I  have  no  pleasures.  I  have  no  friends.  I’m  losing 
my  youth.  I’m  losing  my  looks.  Harvey,  I’m  losing  my  very 
soul!  I  shed  my  life’s  blood  drop  by  drop  to  keep  that  querulous 
fool,  that  dying  viper,  alive — just  merely  alive!  I’m  tired  of  it 
— I’m  sick  of  it — I’m  wearied,  wearied,  wearied  to  the  soul! 
I’m  dying  from  her,  I  tell  you,  dying  from  her!” 

She  sank  to  a  chair,  shaken  and  pallid ;  and  there  came  a  silent 
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moment.  But  something — a  note  that  had  been  struck — the  im¬ 
pulsion  of  occult  wings  .  .  .  something  .  .  .  vibrated  in  the 
silence  at  that  moment. 

I  say  a  moment.  But  what  are  moments?  What  is  time? 
Some  theologians,  some  men  of  science,  say  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  time;  that  we  live,  always,  in  eternity.  A  moment  is 
long,  or  it  is  short,  because  of  the  stuff  that  is  packed  into  it. 
Can  we,  somewhere  in  illimitable  space,  somewhere  in  the  valleys 
of  infinity,  catch  up  with  old  moments  and  live  them  newly 
again?  Well,  I  do  not  think  we  can  ever  again  take  out  of  a 
moment  what  we  have  put  into  it,  even  though  we  should  catch 
up  with  it  again.  Am  I  speaking  foolishly,  Howard?  I  want  to 
cling  to  the  moment  before  .  .  .  before  it  had  occurred  .  .  .  be¬ 
fore  what  happened,  did  happen.  I  want  to  .  .  . 

Listen:  for  all  the  events  of  that  night  I  can  advance  as  good  a 
theory  as  most  psychologists.  There  are  rational  explanations  for 
the  phenomena  I  witnessed,  and  was  a  part  of.  I  know  them 
very  well.  The  man  in  the  other  room — I  can  write  you  a  thesis 
on  who  and  what  he  was,  and  why  I  saw  him  and  Margaret  did 
not;  I  can  discourse  to  you,  as  cleverly  as  any  one,  on  every 
angle  of  this  case. 

But  it  isn’t  the  mechanism  of  this  thing  that  concerns  me  now. 
I  am  concerned  with  the  things  that  lie  behind  the  mechanism. 

I  want  to  cling  to  the  moment  before  .  .  .  before  it  had  hap¬ 
pened:  what  did  happen.  To  the  moment  before  what  we  call 
the  conscience  had  become  involved. 

Margaret  said,  “Come,  come,  Aunt  Emma,  you  really  should 
go  to  bed.” 

“I  won’t  go  to  bed,”  she  said,  with  the  pettishness  of  a  small 
child.  “I  won’t  go  to  bed  until  I’ve  had  my  medicine.  I  want 
my  sleeping  tablets  now.” 

“Where  are  they?”  asked  Margaret. 

“In  my  bathroom,”  said  Aunt  Emma.  And  Margaret  went  out 
of  the  room  for  them. 

“See  here,”  I  said  to  Aunt  Emma,  “didn’t  Miss  Murdock  give 
you  one  of  those  tablets  right  after  dinner?” 
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“No,”  she  said.  And  then,  “I  don’t  remember.  I  want  one 
anyhow!  My  nerves  are  on  the  jump.  You’ve  got  my  nerves 
to  jumping!  I’ll  take  one  and  nap  here  in  the  chair.” 

The  man  in  the  other  room  said  in  a  low,  speculative  tone: 

“I  suppose  if  one  ever  gave  her  the  wrong  medicine  by  mistake 
it  would  be  called  by  some  ugly  name.” 

The  woman  answered  him: 

“People  like  her  never  get  the  wrong  medicine  given  to  them 
by  mistake,  and  never  take  it  by  mistake  themselves.  They  live 
forever.” 

I  turned  and  spoke  to  them,  “There  is  a  volition  in  your  words,” 
I  said  sternly,  “that  is  not  my  volition  nor  my  wife’s  volition.” 

“What  did  you  say?”  asked  Aunt  Emma,  looking  about  in 
bewilderment. 

“Nothing,”  I  answered.  The  two  figures  in  the  other  room 
did  not  reply  to  me.  They  looked  at  me  steadily,  levelly. 

Margaret  returned  with  a  small  phial.  I  took  it  from  her  and 
examined  it. 

“I’m  afraid  she  had  one  an  hour  ago,”  I  said.  “I  don’t  think 
it  is  quite  right  to  let  her  have  another  one  so  soon.  They  are 
what  Dr.  McIntosh  prescribed,  and  they  have  a  powerful,  de¬ 
pressing  effect  on  the  heart  if  taken  in  excess.” 

As  you  know,  Howard,  I  did  not  treat  Aunt  Emma  medically 
mySelf — you  once  had  her  case  until  you  gave  it  up — and  she 
has  gone  from  doctor  to  doctor,  always  intimating  to  me  that 
she  had  little  faith  in  me.  That  was  one  of  her  ways  of  annoy¬ 
ing  Margaret  and  me;  but  it  was  no  real  annoyance,  as  she  did 
not  come  within  the  limits  of  my  specialty. 

“You  did  have  one  right  after  dinner,  didn’t  you,  Aunt  Emma?” 
said  Margaret. 

“No!  No!”  said  Aunt  Emma.  With  a  sudden  monkeylike 
agility,  for  which  I  was  not  prepared,  she  reached  and  snatched 
the  phial  from  me.  She  clutched  it  to  her  breast,  in  a  childish 
triumph. 

“I  didn’t  have  one,”  she  said.  “I  will  take  one.  You  don’t 
want  me  to  get  to  sleep!  You  don’t  want  me  to  get  any  rest! 
You  want  me  to  die!” 

Her  hands  trembled  as  she  hugged  the  bottle  to  her;  her  jaw 
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chattered,  and  her  lips  shook;  her  victory  in  getting  the  bottle 
had  made  her  all  one  tremor. 

I  took  hold  of  her  hands,  and  tried  to  take  the  phial  away 
from  her  gently.  She  grasped  it  with  her  crooked  claws  until 
white  spots  showed  on  the  knuckles,  and  rocked  herself  back  and 
forth.  Her  fingers  were  interlaced  about  it. 

“See  here,  Aunt  Emma,”  I  said;  “you  mustn’t  be  stubborn 
about  this.  I  think  you  did  have  a  tablet  right  after  dinner,  and 
another  one  now  might  be  dangerous.” 

I  used  a  certain  amount  of  force,  and  she  whimpered  and 
actually  gnashed  her  teeth  at  me.  Margaret  interposed: 

“Don’t  struggle  with  her,  Harvey.  Doctor  McIntosh  says  the 
least  strain  is  likely  to  prove  fatal.” 

I  knew  that  was  true  and  released  her  hands.  She  had  had  a 
dilated  heart  some  years  previously,  from  which  she  had  never 
really  recovered.  Emotional  strain  as  well  as  physical  strain  was 
dangerous. 

“You  want  me  to  die  so  you  can  get  my  money,”  she  said, 
leering  up  at  me  from  under  her  thin  white  eyebrows. 

Tentatively,  I  reached  my  hand  towards  her  again.  She  sud¬ 
denly  grasped  it  and  sank  her  teeth  into  it.  And  then  she  pulled 
the  cork  from  the  phial. 

I  was  in  a  quandary  as  to  the  right  thing  to  do.  If  I  struggled 
with  her,  I  should  almost  certainly  kill  her.  On  the  other  hand, 
I  was  not  absolutely  certain  whether  she  had  taken  one  of  the 
tablets  previously  or  not.  She  had  said  she  hadn’t.  I  had  heard 
Miss  Murdock  speak  of  giving  her  one;  but  I  hadn’t  actually 
seen  her  take  it.  I  wasn’t  sure. 

I  didn’t  know  then  what  I  should  have  done.  And  I  did  the 
wrong  thing — I  did  nothing.  It  is  easy  enough  now,  Howard, 
to  see  that  it  was  the  wrong  thing.  It  is  easy  enough  now  to 
say  that  I  should  have  risked  the  struggle,  risked  killing  her  by 
the  struggle.  But  I  put  it  to  you,  man  to  man,  how  was  I  to 
know  then  that  it  was  the  wrong  thing? 

She  shook  two  tablets  from  the  bottle  and  put  both  of  them 
into  her  mouth. 

“Not  two,  Aunt  Emma!”  I  cried.  I  actually  tried  to  take  them 
from  her  mouth,  and  I  got  myself  bitten  again. 
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The  situation  was  now  changed,  in  a  way  that  no  one  could 
have  foreseen. 

Two  tablets  within  the  hour  might  not  kill  her;  but  three 
almost  certainly  would. 

“Aunt  Emma,”  I  said,  “you  didn’t  have  one  before,  did  you?” 

She  had  closed  her  eyes  and  sunk  back  into  the  chair,  after 
swallowing  the  two  tablets,  as  if  thoroughly  exhausted  by  such 
struggle  as  there  had  been.  Now  she  opened  them  again,  and 
looked  up  at  me  with  a  look  indescribably  impish — impish  and 
foolish,  and  puerilely  triumphant.  She  rocked  herself  from  side 
to  side,  and  she  said: 

“Yes!”  And  then,  “I’ve  had  three,  now,  and  I’m  going  to 
sleep — you  hate  me — you  both  hate  me — but  you  can’t  keep  me 
from  going  to  sleep.” 

And  she  leaned  back  in  the  chair  again. 

“I  don’t  believe  she  did  have  three  of  them,”  said  Margaret. 
“She’s  only  saying  that  now  to  worry  us.” 

“She  says  she  did,”  I  returned;  “but  she  doesn’t  know.  I 
think  you’re  right — she’s  probably  only  saying  it  to  irritate  us.  I 
know  she  didn’t.” 

She  opened  her  eyes  a  little,  opened  and  closed  them,  with  a 
blink  of  cunning. 

“You  know  I  did!”  she  murmured. 

“I  hadn’t  known  it — hadn’t  been  sure  of  it — but  evidently  the 
man  and  woman  in  the  other  room  had  been  sure  of  it. 

“She  did  have  one  before,”  said  he. 

“Yes,”  said  the  woman ;  “I  know  she  did.” 

Margaret  and  I  stood  and  looked  down  on  the  old  woman, 
whose  shaking  agitation  was  now  leaving  her,  who  had  now  begun 
to  breathe  quite  quietly,  in  a  condition  that  was  strangely  help¬ 
less;  in  a  sort  of  suspension  of  the  will-power.  I  can  think  now 
of  several  things  that  I  should  have  done.  But  I  give  you  my 
word,  I  could  think  of  nothing  then;  the  only  thing  that  filled 
my  consciousness  then  was  the  desperate,  working  hope  that  she 
would  not  die.  And  while  I  looked  down  on  Aunt  Emma  s  silent 
and  shrunken  figure  I  heard  the  man  and  woman  in  the  other 
room  speaking.  Their  voices  were  cool  and  quiet;  they  came  to 
me  clearly  enough,  but  they  seemed  to  come  from  a  distance,  too. 

“Will  she  die?”  said  the  man.  “Shall  I  see  her  die?” 
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“I  should  hate  to  look  on  while  she  died,”  said  the  woman. 
“But  she  will  die;  she  is  dying  and  I  am  looking  on.” 

“She  was  very  old.” 

“She  was  very  old.  She  will  be  better  dead.” 

“She  has  not  died  yet.” 

“She  is  breathing  very  quietly.  Old  people  breathe  very 
quietly.” 

“Old  people  die  very  quietly.” 

“And  she  is  dying.” 

I  heard  this  monstrous  litany,  and  every  fiber  in  my  being 
was  in  revolt  against  it.  But,  for  a  time,  it  seemed  impossible 
for  me  to  speak  or  to  move.  I  tried  to  combat,  in  my  own  mind, 
what  they  were  saying  in  the  other  room. 

Aunt  Emma  stirred,  feebly.  Her  eyes  said  that  she  wanted  to 
say  something.  Margaret  and  I  bent  over  her,  and  she  whispered 
faintly: 

“Margaret  .  .  .  Harvey  .  .  .  you  .  .  .  you  really  love  me 
.  .  .  don’t  you?  You  really  .  .  .  really  .  .  .” 

She  relapsed,  relaxed.  Her  head  was  slightly  on  one  side.  She 
did  not  speak  or  move  again. 

Margaret  said,  with  a  note  of  alarm,  “Harvey,  she’s  scarcely 
breathing!  She  does  not  seem  to  be  breathing  at  all!” 

“If  I  had  struggled  with  her,”  I  said,  “it  would  have  killed 
her.” 

The  man  in  the  other  room  spoke,  “And  now  she’s  dead  be¬ 
cause  there  was  no  struggle!” 

Margaret  cried  out,  “Phone  for  Doctor  McIntosh!  I’m 
alarmed!  ” 

“Too  late  for  any  doctor,”  said  the  man  in  the  other  room; 
and  the  woman  there  echoed,  “Too  late!” 

Margaret  said  to  me,  “Harvey,  I’m  afraid  .  .  .  I’m  afraid  that 
Aunt  Emma  has  left  us!” 

“Thank  heaven,”  I  answered,  “that  we’ve  always  tried  to  be 
good  to  her.  You’ve  been  like  an  angel  to  her,  Margaret,  and 
I’ve  tried  to  do  my  best.  Poor  Aunt  Emma!”  For  the  pathos 
of  her  last  words  clutched  at  my  heart.  “Poor  Aunt  Emma!” 
I  said.  Somehow  I  could  not  stop  saying  it  for  a  moment;  I 
chattered  it  over  and  over  again,  “Poor  Aunt  Emma!  Poor  Aunt 
Emma!  Poor  Aunt  Emma!” 


DON  MARQUIS  231 

“Fifteen  thousand  a  year!  Fifteen  thousand  a  year!  Fifteen 
thousand  a  year!”  chattered  the  man  in  the  other  room. 

I  turned  angrily  and  faced  him.  I  wanted  to  have  it  out  with 
him. 

For  he  was  not  I!  Oh,  I  know  what  had  happened — any  man 
in  my  profession  knows  what  had  happened!  In  that  other 
room  I  was  seeing  my  other  self.  The  part  we  all  hide  and  deny, 
the  ungenerous  part,  the  selfish  part,  the  hideous  part  if  you  will, 
had  come  up  out  of  the  caves  of  the  underworld,  out  of  the 
realm  of  the  unexpressed,  out  of  the  repressed  subconsciousness, 
and  met  me  face  to  face.  I  need  not  dwell,  in  talking  with  you, 
on  the  mechanism  of  it— as  I  have  said,  the  mechanism  interested 
me  far  less  than  the  things  behind  the  mechanism.  The  man 
in  the  other  room  was  compounded  of  all  the  unuttered  things  in 
my  nature  which  I  consciously  disavowed,  which  I  fought  down, 
which  I  never  permitted  to  get  into  the  field  of  fact  and  deed. 
We  have  all  fought  them  down  or  there  would  be  no  such  thing 
as  civilization  to-day,  not  even  the  imperfect  semblance  of  it 
which  exists. 

But  I  cried  out  within  myself,  and  I  cry  out  to  you  now, 
Howard,  that  the  man  in  the  other  room  was  not  and  is  not  the 
real  I!  But  he  was  saying  that  he  was!  He  was  claiming  to  be! 
It  was  his  will  that  had  triumphed  here,  for  he  had  willed  the  old 
woman’s  death;  while  I,  the  conscious  I,  had  fought  against  it. 

I  cried  out  and  I  still  cry  out  against  the  monstrous  injustice 
that  he  should  be  able  to  make  the  conscious  I  feel  guilty  because 
of  a  thing  that  was  his  doing!  Are  all  the  years  when  I  was  con¬ 
sciously  kind,  in  spite  of  my  exasperation,  to  count  for  nothing 
—all  the  years  in  which  I  fought  down  my  irritation,  all  the 
years  in  which  Margaret  had  acted,  as  I  told  her,  like  an  angel? 
We  had  had  our  ungenerous  thoughts,  our  angers,  our  selfish 
impulses;  but  we  had  trampled  them  under  our  feet,  and  was 
that  fight,  that  struggle,  that  victory,  to  be  as  if  it  had  never 
been?  Was  not  the  better  part  of  us,  whose  deeds  were  gentle 
and  considerate,  to  be  accepted  as  the  real  individual,  the  real 
ego?  Were  these  cold  and  selfish  usurpers  to  be  able  to  pretend 
that  they  were  we?  Able  to  make  us  feel  that,  guiltily?  Is  the 
fight  towards  decency,  after  it  has  been  won,  after  its  victory  has 
been  sealed  and  signalized  by  deed  and  fact,  to  be  lost  again 
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merely  because  of  the  sneering  assertion  of  these  creatures  who 
come  bursting  up  out  of  the  unplumbed  depths  of  life?  Are 
the  whispers  and  nods  and  looks  of  those  cave  men  to  impose  on 
us  and  make  us  think  that  we  are  cave  men  again?  I  protested, 
and  I  protest,  that  this  cannot  be!  It  is  not  merely  my  own 
case  that  I  have  brought  you,  Howard;  it  is  the  case  of  all  men,  of 
all  humanity. 

I  turned  angrily  towards  the  man  in  the  other  room  with  this 
protest  rising  to  my  lips.  But  again  I  was  stopped  from  speaking. 
He  was  gazing  down  on  the  big  chair  in  his  room.  Aunt  Emma 
was  in  it— over  there  in  the  other  room,  beyond  the  mist.  Her 
eyes  were  open,  and  she  was  looking  out  at  me.  On  her  face 
was  the  same  faintly  satirical  smile  as  on  the  faces  of  the  other 
two  people  in  that  room. 

Margaret  was  bending  over  the  big  chair  in  our  room,  weeping. 
Aunt  Emma,  from  the  other  room,  gazed  on  Margaret’s  attitude 
with  something  like  ironic  amusement. 

Doctor  Vokes  was  silent  for  several  minutes  after  Dr.  Harvey 
Herbert  paused  in  his  narrative.  Then  he  said,  “No,  the  case  is 
scarcely  in  my  line.” 

“Nor  in  mine,”  said  Doctor  Herbert.  “When  I  have  considered 
everything  that  comes  within  the  province  of  the  psychologist,  the 
essence  of  it  all  escapes  me — the  thing  behind  the  thing.” 

“Why  should  a  sense  of  guilt  cling  to  you?”  said  Doctor 
Vokes.  “That  sense  should  belong  to  the  man  in  the  other  room. 
Can’t  you  make  him  take  it  and  keep  it,  and  dive  down  with  it 
into  whatever  strange  and  shadowy  hell  he  came  up  out  of?” 

<rHe  won’t  stay  down  there,”  said  Doctor  Herbert  simply,  and 
with  a  despairing  gesture.  “He  keeps  coming  up  again,  asserting 
himself.” 

There  was  another  silence;  presently  Doctor  Vokes  said,  “And 
his  assertion — ”  He  hesitated;  then  murmured,  “I  suppose  it 
turns  upon  the  fact  that,  after  all,  he  spoke  and  acted  with  a 
direct  and  vigorous  candor.” 

Dr.  Harvey  Herbert  repeated  his  gesture. 

“I  have  thought  several  times  I  was  rid  of  him,”  he  said;  “but 
he  keeps  coming  back.  To-day  I  knew  certainly  that  I  was  not 
rid  of  him.  I  discovered  it  when  I  found  myself  arranging  with 
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my  lawyer  to  turn  over  Aunt  Emma’s  fifteen  thousand  a  year  to 
a  charity,  a  home  for  old  ladies.” 

“You  did  that?” 

“Yes.  For  a  few  moments  after  the  transfer  was  completed 
I  felt  a  relief.  And  then  there  floated  in  front  of  me  the  face  of 
the  man  who  had  been  in  the  other  room,  with  a  quizzically  sar¬ 
castic  grin  upon  his  lips.  The  expression  said  he  knew  just  why 
I  could  never  touch  any  of  Aunt  Emma’s  money — he  knew,  that 
grin  said.” 


A  PRETTY  CUTE  LITTLE  STUNT1 

By  GEORGE  MILBURN 

(From  The  American  Mercury) 

WELL,  R.A.,  I  wish  you  could  of  been  out  to  Rotary  to-day. 

You  certainly  missed  a  treat.  They  pulled  off  a  pretty  cute 
little  stunt,  and  I’m  right  here  to  tell  you  it  would  of  give  you 
something  to  think  about,  you  old  potwalloper,  you! 

Well,  sir,  it  was  a  pretty  cute  little  stunt  the  way  they  pulled 
it  off.  Just  as  slick  as  you  please.  The  way  it  happened,  the 
Chief  called  me  up  on  the  ’phone  about  11:30  and  says,  “Harry, 
we’ve  got  a  bum  in  jail  down  here,  and  he  claims  that  he’s  an  old 
ex-member  of  Rotary.  He’s  been  aggravating  the  life  out  of  us, 
telling  us  that  he’s  got  a  message  that  he’s  got  to  get  to  you  boys 
some  way.” 

The  first  thing  that  occurred  to  me  was  that  it  was  some  kind 
of  a  joke.  You  know  how  the  Chief  is,  yourself,  R.A.,  always  up 
to  some  kind  of  monkey-business.  Sure  you  do,  though,  because 
I  remember  how  the  Chief  helped  pull  that  fake  pinch  on  you  at 
the  station  last  year,  the  day  you  and  Alice  was  starting  on  your 
honeymoon.  Handcuffed  you  right  there  as  the  train  was  start¬ 
ing  up,  and  Alice  sticking  her  head  out  the  window,  yelling  and 
crying  when  the  train  pulled  out.  I  thought  I’d  ’a’  died  laughing 
at  the  look  on  your  face  that  day,  the  way  you  sputtered  when 
the  Chief  snapped  on  those  bracelets.  And  the  flabbergasted 
look  of  yours  all  the  way  on  the  road  when  we  was  hitting  around 
seventy  trying  to  get  you  to  the  next  station  in  time  to  catch  up 
with  your  missus! 

It  took  you  quite  a  while  to  catch  on  to  the  joke.  And,  come 
to  think  of  it,  R.A.,  I  don’t  think  Alice  ever  has  acted  the  same 
toward  we  boys  since  that  day  she  lost  her  temper.  Well,  I 
thought  they  was  carrying  the  joke  a  little  too  far,  myself,  but  I 

1  Copyright,  1931,  by  The  American  Mercury,  Inc. 
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never  saw  a  woman  yet  that  could  take  a  joke  in  the  proper  spirit. 
The  way  she  turned  loose  on  the  Chief  when  we  finally  caught  the 
train!  I  mean  Alice  ought  to  of  seen  that  the  Chief  was  just 
helping  we  boys  kid  you  a  little.  I  mean  the  Chief  was  only 
doing  like  we  asked  him  to. 

But  to  get  back  to  what  I  was  telling  you,  I  thought  to  myself, 
“This  is  just  some  horseplay  the  Chief’s  pulling  off.”  So  I  says  to 
him,  “Oh,  yeah?”  You  know.  Like  that.  “Oh,  yeah?” 

The  Chief  didn’t  let  on  a  bit,  though.  He  was  just  as  serious 
as  he  could  be.  He  says,  “Yes,  he’s  got  the  Rotary  button  and  the 
credentials,  but  of  course  he  could  of  stole  those  some  place.  But 
he  tells  a  pretty  straight  story,  and  if  you’ve  got  time,  I  wish  you’d 
come  down  to  the  station  and  take  a  look  at  him.” 

Well,  just  as  soon  as  I  saw  that  the  Chief  was  serious,  I  quit 
kidding  right  away.  I  says,  “Sure  thing,  Chief,  I’ll  be  right 
down.”  So  I  hung  up  and  got  in  my  Chivy  and  drove  right  on 
down  to  the  station. 

I  wish  you  could  of  seen  this  bird  the  Chief  come  leading 
out,  R.A.  Dirty  as  rot  and  looked  like  he  didn’t  have  a  shave  in 
a  week.  He  had  on  an  old,  worn-out-looking  blue-serge  suit,  all 
out  at  the  sleeves,  and  it  looked  like  he  didn’t  have  on  any 
shirt,  because  he  had  his  coat-collar  turned  up  and  pinned  at  the 
neck  with  a  safety  pin. 

I  was  still  kind  of  leery  when  I  walked  into  the  station,  but  I 
didn’t  have  no  more  doubts  after  I  saw  this  bum  the  Chief  come 
leading  out.  He  was  a  little  short  fellow  that  looked  like  he 
might  of  seen  better  days  in  his  time.  But  it  certainly  looked 
like  it  had  been  many  a  day  since  he  had.  I  mean  he  had  a 
pretty  good-sized  stomach  on  him  and  he  was  wearing  horn-rim 
glasses,  but  I  wish  you  could  of  seen  the  way  he  looked.  He 
just  had  down-and-outer  written  all  over  him.  . 

The  Chief  introduced  us,  and  I  shook  hands  with  him.  Then 
he  started  in  to  explaining  how  he  had  been  setting  there  in  his 
cell  thinking  about  things,  and  how  good-for-nothing  he  had  got 
to  be.  Then  he  said  he  just  happened  to  remember  that,  a  little 
while  before  the  police  picked  him  up,  he  had  seen  one  of  our 
Rotary-wheel  signboards  with  “Rotary  meets  on  Mondays— 
Visitors  welcome”  on  it.  Well,  the  long  and  the  short  of  it  was 
that  he  said  that  he  had  used  to  be  a  Rotarian  before  he  went  to 
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the  dogs,  and  he  just  got  to  thinking  that  he  would  like  to  meet 
with  the  boys  again  and  give  them  a  talk. 

He  showed  me  his  credentials,  they  were  so  dirty  and  worn  I 
couldn’t  hardly  make  out  the  writing,  and  his  button.  He  wasn’t 
wearing  his  button.  He  was  just  carrying  it  in  his  pocket. 

I  could  see  that  his  feelings  were  working  on  him  pretty  strong. 
I  looked  to  see  him  break  down  and  start  crying  any  minute.  He 
was  so  pitiful  I  just  didn’t  know  what  to  do  about  him.  But  at 
the  same  time,  I  begun  to  wonder  what  the  boys  would  think  if 
I  was  to  come  walking  in  with  a  filthy  bum  like  that  to  eat  with 
us.  You’d  have  to  of  seen  him  to  appreciate  it.  He  looked  like 
something  somebody  had  drug  up  the  streets  with.  Well,  I  knew 
that  I’d  have  to  decide  something  quick.  It  was  getting  close  to 
noon  then.  So  I  says  to  him,  “You  wait  here  just  a  minute.” 
I  steps  over  to  the  ’phone  and  calls  up  Gay  Harrison,  the 
secretary. 

“Gay,”  I  says,  “what  have  we  got  on  the  programme  to-day?” 

“Not  a  thing  that  I  know  of,  Harry,”  Gay  says.  “Why?” 

“Well,”  I  says,  “the  Chief’s  got  a  bum  in  jail  down  here  that 
claims  he’s  an  old  former  ex-Rotarian,  and  this  bum  wants  to 
come  up  and  eat  with  us  to-day,  and  then  give  us  a  talk  after  we 
eat.  What’s  your  reaction?”  I  says. 

Gay  fell  right  in  with  the  notion.  He  says,  “Harry,  that  strikes 
me  as  being  a  pretty  cute  little  stunt.  Bring  him  right  along!” 

And  I  want  to  say  it  was  a  pretty  cute  little  stunt,  too. 

I  went  back  in  to  where  the  bum  was  standing  by  the  desk, 
waiting.  I  hadn’t  quite  caught  his  name,  so  I  says  to  him,  “I 
didn’t  quite  catch  what  your  name  was,  buddy.” 

“Just  call  me  Oscar,”  he  says.  “That’s  the  old  Rotary  spirit.” 

I  kind  of  grinned  when  he  said  that,  but  when  I  looked  at  him, 
just  as  solemn  as  a  judge  when  he  said  it,  I  didn’t  lose  any  time 
wiping  that  grin  right  off  my  face.  I  felt  kind  of  ashamed,  R.A. 
I  mean  the  way  he  looked  at  me  made  it  seem  kind  of  heathenish 
to  grin  at  Rotary  spirit  like  that,  R.A. 

I  turned  around  to  the  Chief  and  said,  “Chief,  I  guess  you 
haven’t  got  any  objection,  have  you,  if  I  took  Oscar  to  Rotary 
with  me  to-day.” 

The  Chief  didn’t  crack  a  smile.  He  said,  “Well,  Harry,  it’s  a 
little  irregular.,  but  if  I  go  along  to  keep  him  in  custody,  I  guess 
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it’ll  be  all  right.  I  mean  we’ve  got  him  booked  on  a  vag  charge 
here,  you  see,  and  we’d  be  held  liable  for  him.” 

Before  we  started  out,  though,  I  looked  the  bum  right  straight 
in  the  eye  and  says,  “Before  we  start,  though,  Oscar,  I  want  it 
distinctly  understood  that  there’s  to  be  no  begging  for  alms  done. 
The  boys  wouldn’t  stand  for  that.  We’re  glad  to  have  you  come 
eat  with  us,  and  to  hear  your  message — but  no  begging  speech, 
remember  that.” 

The  bum  kind  of  drew  himself  up  and  says,  “Why,  of  course 
I  have  no  intention  of  begging  for  alms.  Of  course  not.  That 
wouldn’t  be  Rotary,”  he  says.  And  somehow  or  another  he  made 
me  feel  pretty  cheap  again,  the  way  he  said  that,  “It  wouldn’t  be 
Rotary.” 

II 

Well,  the  upshot  of  it  was,  we  all  piled  into  my  Chivy  sedan, 
the  Chief  and  the  bum  and  me,  and  drove  right  up  to  the  Hotel 
Beckman  just  like  we  was  a  delegation  of  millionaires.  I  wished 
you  could  of  seen  that  big  nigger  doorman  they  got  there  at  the 
Beckman,  R.A.,  when  we  come  piling  out  of  my  Chivy.  That 
nigger’s  eyes  just  bulged  out  like  stoppers  on  an  organ.  I’d  give 
a  pretty  to  know  what  he  was  thinking. 

When  we  walked  through  the  lobby  I  could  see  ever’one  cran¬ 
ing  to  get  a  look  at  us,  and  when  we  come  into  the  dining-room 
they  had  already  started  eating.  But  ever’  one  put  down  their 
knife  and  fork  when  we  walked  up  and  took  our  seats  at  the 
speakers’  end  of  the  table.  They  didn’t  know  what  to  make 
of  it. 

And  I  wished  you  could  of  seen  that  fellow  lay  away  the  grub. 
He  ate  like  he  was  half-starved.  He  just  ate  up  everything  in 
sight  and  was  ready  for  more  before  anybody  else  had  got  good 
and  started.  Ever’body  was  staring  down  in  our  direction,  and  I 
was  turning  about  seven  different  colors.  I  couldn’t  hardly  eat, 
myself,  and  I  was  kicking  myself  for  a  sucker  all  through  the 
meal. 

After  the  meal  Gay  Harrison  got  up  and  said,  “I  don’t  believe 
there  are  any  visitors  to-day,  so  we’ll  proceed  with  the  business.” 
Some  of  the  boys  began  clearing  their  throat  and  laughing  a  little, 
and  I  want  to  tell  you  I  was  about  ready  to  sink  right  through 
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that  floor.  Then  Gay  says,  “Oh,  I  beg  pardon.  Harry  has  a 
guest.  Harry,  will  you  introduce  your  guest.” 

.  I  could  of  kicked  Gay  around  the  block  for  the  way  he  said 
that,  but  I  saw  then  that  I  was  going  to  have  to  go  on  through 
with  it,  so  I  gets  up  and  kind  of  grins,  and  says,  “Well,  boys,  this 
was  all  about  as  big  a  surprise  to  me  as  it  was  to  you.  And  Gay 
there  is  letting  on  like  he  didn’t  know  nothing  about  it,  but  he 
knows  just  as  much  as  I  do.  About  11:30  I  got  a  telephone  call 
from  the  Chief  saying  that  he  had  an  old  ex-Rotarian  in  jail,  and 
that  this  fellow  thought  he  had  a  message  for  us.  I  called  up 
Gay  and  he  said  it  would  be  all  right.  So  I  want  to  introduce 
Oscar,”  I  says,  “and  if  he’ll  get  up  now  he  can  do  his  own  ex¬ 
plaining.” 

I  set  down,  and  this  bum,  just  as  ragged  and  dirty  as  a  Turk, 
stood  up.  The  boys  clapped  for  him,  but  they  was  all  about  to 
bust  laughing.  This  bum  just  kind  of  looked  around  over  the 
table,  and  it  got  still  enough  so  as  you  could  of  heard  yourself 
think.  You  talk  about  magnetism,  R.A.,  well  that  man  had  it. 
He  used  psychology  on  them.  Nobody  there  knew  any  more 
about  him  than  I  did,  but  he  stopped  that  laughing,  don’t  you 
forget  it. 

I  wish  you  could  of  heard  that  man  talk.  He  started  right  in. 

“Boys,”  he  says,  “you  don’t  know  me,  and  I  guess  none  of  you 
care  very  much  who  I  am,  or  what  I  was  once  upon  a  time.  And 
I’m  not  going  to  dwell  on  that,”  he  says.  “I  came  into  your  fair 
city  unannounced  and  I’ll  be  lucky  if  I  can  go  out  the  same 
way,”  he  says.  “The  way  you  see  me  now,”  he  says,  “I’m  on 
the  dog,  just  a  poor  down-and-outer.  But,”  he  says,  “I’m  not 
here  to  play  on  your  sympathies.  I  just  want  to  talk  to  you  a 
little  about  Rotary  fellowship,  and  then  I’m  through,”  he  says. 

“This  morning  I  was  setting  in  my  jail  cell  meditating,”  he 
says.  “You  know  that’s  one  thing  about  being  in  jail,  you  get 
a  chance  to  do  a  lot  of  meditating,”  he  says.  And  then  he  went 
on  to  describe  about  how  the  early  disciples  of  the  Church  had 
all  spent  a  lot  of  time  in  jail,  and  about  how  that  had  give  them 
time  to  do  a  lot  of  meditating,  and  that  had  a  lot  to  do  with 
the  purity  and  inspiration  of  their  message,  and  so  on  and  so 
forth.  Well,  R.A.,  it  seems  like  he  was  setting  there  meditating 
and  all  of  a  sudden  he  got  this  inspiration  that  if  he  could  just 
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give  a  talk  to  Rotary  once  more,  he  had  a  message  for  them  that 
was  worth  hearing. 

“I  used  to  be  a  member  of  Rotary  in  good  standing,”  he  says. 
“I’m  not  going  to  say  where  it  was,  because  that  don’t  make  any 
difference,”  he  says.  And  then  he  talked  a  little  more  and  went 
on  and  recited  that  poem,  you  know  the  poem  that  goes: 

I  want  to  live  in  the  house  beside  of  the  road, 

And  see  the  men  go  by, 

The  men  who  .  .  . 

Well,  I  don’t  remember  now  just  how  it  goes,  something  like  that, 
but  anyhow  it  ends  up: 

I  want  to  live  in  the  house  beside  the  road, 

And  be  a  friend  of  man. 

This  bum  recited  the  whole  poem  from  start  to  finish,  and  when 
he  got  through,  he  says,  “Now,  that  poet  had  it  all  wrong,”  he 
says,  “because  that’s  not  Rotary.  To  be  in  keeping  with  Rotary 
you  have  to  get  out  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  and  live  out  in 
the  middle  of  the  road.  You’ve  got  to  be  out  in  the  middle  of 
the  road  meeting  with  men  and  mixing  with  men,  if  you’re  going 
to  be  a  friend  of  man,”  he  says.  “This  old  setting  down  beside 
of  the  road  watching  men  go  past  won’t  do  at  all,”  he  says. 

Well,  R.A.,  his  talk  was  just  full  of  sharp  little  points  like  that, 
and  they  hit  home,  too.  A  pretty  cute  little  stunt,  I  want  to  say. 

Another  place  there  he  went  on  and  told  about  how  in  a  town 
where  he  had  been  a  Rotarian  one  time  Rotary  had  taken  all  the 
kiddies  in  town,  all  the  poor  kiddies,  out  on  an  outing  out  in  the 
woods.  Well,  he  was  a  respectable  business  man  back  in  those 
days,  and  he  was  getting  around  among  the  kiddies,  seeing  that 
they  all  had  a  good  time,  and  he  come  across  a  little  cripple  boy 
standing  over  by  a  tree  just  crying  like  his  heart  would  break. 

He  went  up  to  this  little  cripple  boy  and  says,  “What’s  the 
matter,  sonny?” 

And  the  little  cripple  boy  sobbed  out,  “Oh,  I  can’t  have  any 
fun.  All  the  other  kids  can  go  around  and  get  red  lemonade  and 
ice  cream  cones  and  hot  dogs  and  ever’thing,  but  I  can’t.  I’m 
crippled.” 

About  that  time  he  looks  up  and  he  sees  a  big  strapping  boy 
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coming  up,  and  he  sneaks  around  on  the  other  side  of  the  refresh¬ 
ment  tent  to  see  what  this  big  boy  is  going  to  say  to  this  little 
cripple. 

Well,  the  big  boy  come  up  and  says,  “What’s  eatin’  yuh,  kid?” 
And  the  little  cripple  starts  to  crying  again,  and  the  big  boy  says, 
“Aw,  shucks!  Come  on  here  and  get  up  on  my  back.”  And  he 
stooped  over  and  got  the  little  cripple  up  on  his  back  and  pretty 
soon  he  was  loping  him  all  over  the  picnic  ground,  handing  him 
up  soda  pop  and  hot  dogs  and  ever ’thing  and  the  little  cripple 
was  having  just  as  good  a  time  as  anybody. 

R.A.,  I’m  right  here  to  tell  you  that  when  that  ragged  bum 
finished  that  story  ever’  one  around  that  table  was  a  sniffing  and 
a  snubbing  and  making  dabs  at  their  eyes  and  trying  to  grin  and 
make  out  like  they  wasn’t  crying  at  all.  If  any  speaker  ever 
had  magnetism,  that  man  certainly  had  it.  The  way  he  used 
that  psychology  on  them  wasn’t  even  funny. 

Well,  he  finished  up  by  saying  that  all  his  message  was  that 
if  he  could  just  get  us  to  live  a  little  more  like  the  Master  Ro- 
tarian,  and  follow  in  His  footsteps,  his  mission  would  be  fulfilled, 
and,  even  if  he  was  a  ragged  bum,  he  would  a  done  something 
worthwhile. 

He  says,  “Now,  boys,  you’re  going  to  forget  me.  I’m  just  a 
ragged  old  bum,  and  I’m  going  to  pass  out  of  your  lives.  But 
the  idea  of  fellowship  is  what  I  wanted  to  get  across  to-day.  The 
bums  and  the  jailbirds  need  the  grip  of  a  manly  hand  sometimes. 
Fellowship,  that’s  all!” 

He  says,  “Now  I  know  what  a  lot  of  you  boys  been  thinking 
I’ve  been  leading  up  to,  but  you’re  wrong.  I’m  not  going  to 
make  any  plea  for  money,  or  for  aid  of  any  kind.  If  you  was  to 
offer  it  to  me,  I  wouldn’t  take  your  money.  Because  that  wouldn’t 
be  Rotary.  But  just  remember  what  I  told  you  about  fellowship, 
and  try  and  be  a  little  more  like  that  Master  Rotarian  of  long 
ago.” 

Then  he  turned  around  quick  and  says  to  the  Chief  in  a  kind 
of  tired-out  voice,  “Come  on,  Chief,  let’s  be  going.” 

The  Chief  got  up  and  took  him  by  the  arm,  and  they  had 
almost  got  to  the  door  when  old  Cliff  Oliphant — you  know  old 
Cliff,  R.A.,  just  as  kind-hearted  as  they  make  them — jumped  up 
with  his  eyes  streaming  tears  and  began  trying  to  say  something. 
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Well,  the  whole  place  was  in  a  hub-bub,  and  I  guess  they  would 
of  passed  the  hat,  if  Gay  Harrison  hadn’t  stood  up  about  that 
time  and  started  to  tapping  on  a  glass  with  his  knife.  “Hold  on 
just  a  minute,  boys,”  Gay  says.  “Hold  on  there  just  a  minute.” 

And  then  he  beckoned  to  the  Chief,  and  the  Chief  come  lead¬ 
ing  the  bum  back  to  the  head  of  the  table. 

“Boys,”  Gay  says,  “I  want  to  introduce  you  to  the  Reverend 
Oscar  D.  Sneathen,  pastor  of  the  First  Christian  Church  over  at 
Garden  City.” 

The  bum  reached  up  and  undid  the  safety  pin  at  his  coat  collar 
and  threw  back  his  ragged  old  coat  and  showed  that  he  had  on  a 
collar  and  tie  and  a  suit  just  as  good  as  any  of  us  I 

III 

Well,  R.A.,  we  all  just  set  around  and  goggled  and  nobody  could 
say  a  word.  It  was  a  regular  shock  to  us  to  find  out  that  this 
ragged  bum  had  been  a  respectable  minister  of  the  gospel  all 
along. 

And  the  funny  part  about  it  was,  none  of  us  suspicioned  any¬ 
thing  right  up  to  the  last.  Nobody  but  Gay  and  the  Chief  had 
been  in  on  the  know.  It  fooled  ever’  one  of  us. 

I  mean,  there  we  was,  all  ready  to  show  our  fellowship  to  this 
ragged  bum,  and  shell  out  some  coin  if  we  had  to  make  him  take 
it,  and  it  kind  of  hit  us  when  we  found  out  he  couldn’t  use  our 
money.  But  he  certainly  got  his  message  across.  It  was  a  clever 
little  stunt,  just  as  cute  as  it  could  be. 

Gay  made  a  little  talk,  telling  how  Reverend  Sneathen  had  been 
going  around  over  the  State  pulling  this  stunt  at  Rotary  lunch¬ 
eons,  and  asked  us  not  to  give  it  away  to  no  one,  as  that  might 
spoil  the  effect  somewheres  else. 

It  done  a  lot  of  good,  too,  even  if  it  was  just  a  trick.  I  was 
talking  to  Otis  Bailey,  riding  back  to  the  office  after  it  was  all 
over,  and  he  says  to  me,  “You  know,  Harry,  that  bum  had  it  just 
about  right,  after  all.  We’ve  got  to  get  back  to  fundamentals  in 
this  country.  After  all,  a  bum  is  just  a  human  being  like  us.” 

Otis  said  he  wasn’t  in  favor  of  any  new  experimenting  in  this 
country,  like  this  Dole’s  System  and  so  on.  But  he  said  his  point 
was  that  we  couldn’t  just  let  these  bums  starve. 
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I  told  him,  “Sure,  Otis,  sure.  And  the  way  I  look  at  it,  that’s 
right  where  some  of  this  fellowship  the  speaker  was  talking  about 
is  going  to  go  a  long  ways  toward  solving  the  situation.” 

So  that  just  goes  to  show  you,  R.A.,  how  a  clever  little  stunt 
like  that  can  be  a  big  inspiration  by  getting  people  to  discussing 
a  question. 

To  get  back  to  what  I  come  to  see  you  about,  though,  R.A.: 
Reverend  Sneathen  is  going  around  over  the  State  putting  on  this 
little  stunt  at  Rotary  luncheons,  and  he’s  out  to  quite  a  little  ex¬ 
pense  for  traveling  expenses  and  so  on.  Gay  told  me  to  draw 
$25  out  of  the  entertainment  fund  for  him,  but  there  was  only 
$3.65  left  in  the  treasury  after  we  sent  that  marble-contest  kid 
to  New  Jersey  to  the  finals  last  month.  So  we’re  asking  the  boys 
all  to  chip  in  a  dollar  or  so  apiece  for  the  reverend. 

It’s  a  pretty  cute  little  stunt  he  pulls  off,  all  right.  I  wish  you 
could  of  been  there.  I  mean  it  would  of  give  you  something  to 
think  about,  R.A.  Well,  R.A.,  give  me  a  ring  when  it’s  anything 
in  the  insurance  line. 


HERE  WE  ARE' 

By  DOROTHY  PARKER 

(From  Cosmopolitan ) 

THE  young  man  in  the  new  blue  suit  finished  arranging  the 
glistening  luggage  in  tight  comers  of  the  Pullman  com¬ 
partment.  The  train  had  leaped  at  curves  and  bounced  along 
straightaways,  rendering  balance  a  praiseworthy  achievement  and 
a  sporadic  one;  and  the  young  man  had  pushed  and  hoisted  and 
tucked  and  shifted  the  bags  with  concentrated  care. 

Nevertheless,  eight  minutes  for  the  settling  of  two  suitcases  and 
a  hat-box  is  a  long  time. 

He  sat  down,  leaning  back  against  bristled  green  plush,  in  the 
seat  opposite  the  girl  in  beige.  She  looked  as  new  as  a  peeled 
egg.  Her  hat,  her  fur,  her  frock,  her  gloves  were  glossy  and  stiff 
with  novelty.  On  the  arc  of  the  thin,  slippery  sole  of  one  beige 
shoe  was  gummed  a  tiny  oblong  of  white  paper,  printed  with  the 
price  set  and  paid  for  that  slipper  and  its  fellow,  and  the  name 
of  the  shop  that  had  dispensed  them. 

She  had  been  staring  raptly  out  of  the  window,  drinking  in  the 
big  weathered  signboards  that  extolled  the  phenomena  of  codfish 
without  bones  and  screens  no  rust  could  corrupt.  As  the  young 
man  sat  down,  she  turned  politely  from  the  pane,  met  his  eyes, 
started  a  smile  and  got  it  about  half  done,  and  rested  her  gaze 
just  above  his  right  shoulder. 

“Well!”  the  young  man  said. 

“Well!”  she  said. 

“Well,  here  we  are,”  he  said. 

“Here  we  are,”  she  said.  “Aren’t  we?” 

“I  should  say  we  were,”  he  said.  “Eeyop.  Here  we  are. 

“Well!”  she  said. 

i  Copyright,  1931,  by  The  International  Magazine  Company,  Inc. 
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“Well!”  he  said.  “Well.  How  does  it  feel  to  be  an  old  mar¬ 
ried  lady?” 

“Oh,  it’s  too  soon  to  ask  me  that,”  she  said.  “At  least — I 
mean.  Well,  I  mean,  goodness,  we’ve  only  been  married  about 
three  hours,  haven’t  we?” 

The  young  man  studied  his  wrist  watch  as  if  he  were  just  ac¬ 
quiring  the  knack  of  reading  time. 

“We  have  been  married,”  he  said,  “exactly  two  hours  and 
twenty-six  minutes.” 

“My,”  she  said.  “It  seems  like  longer.” 

“No,”  he  said.  “It  isn’t  hardly  half  past  six  yet.” 

“It  seems  like  later,”  she  said.  “I  guess  it’s  because  it  starts 
getting  dark  so  early.” 

“It  does,  at  that,”  he  said.  “The  nights  are  going  to  be  pretty 
long  from  now  on.  I  mean.  I  mean — well,  it  starts  getting  dark 
early.” 

“I  didn’t  have  any  idea  what  time  it  was,”  she  said.  “Every¬ 
thing  was  so  mixed  up,  I  sort  of  don’t  know  where  I  am,  or  what 
it’s  all  about.  Getting  back  from  the  church,  and  then  all  those 
people,  and  then  changing  all  my  clothes,  and  then  everybody 
throwing  things  and  all.  Goodness,  I  don’t  see  how  people  do  it 
every  day.” 

“Do  what?”  he  said. 

“Get  married,”  she  said.  “When  you  think  of  all  the  people, 
all  over  the  world,  getting  married  just  as  if  it  was  nothing.  Chi¬ 
nese  people  and  everybody.  Just  as  if  it  wasn’t  anything.” 

“Well,  let’s  not  worry  about  people  all  over  the  world,”  he  said. 
Let  s  don  t  think  about  a  lot  of  Chinese.  We’ve  got  something 
better  to  think  about.  I  mean.  I  mean— well,  what  do  we  care 
about  them?” 

I  know,  she  said.  But  I  just  sort  of  got  to  thinking  of 
them,  all  of  them,  all  over  everywhere,  doing  it  all  the  time.  At 
least,  I  mean— getting  married,  you  know.  And  it’s— well,  it’s 
sort  of  such  a  big  thing  to  do,  it  makes  you  feel  queer.  You  think 
of  them,  all  of  them,  all  doing  it  just  like  it  wasn’t  anything.  And 
how  does  anybody  know  what’s  going  to  happen  next?” 

“Let  them  worry,’?  he  said.  “We  don’t  have  to.  We  know 
darn  well  what’s  going  to  happen  next.  I  mean.  I  mean— well, 
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we  know  it’s  going  to  be  great.  Well,  we  know  we’re  going  to 
be  happy.  Don’t  we?” 

“Oh,  of  course,”  she  said.  “Only  you  think  of  all  the  people, 
and  you  have  to  sort  of  keep  thinking.  It  makes  you  feel  funny. 
An  awful  lot  of  people  that  get  married,  it  doesn’t  turn  out  so 
well.  And  I  guess  they  all  must  have  thought  it  was  going  to 
be  great.” 

“Come  on,  now,”  he  said.  “This  is  no  way  to  start  a  honey¬ 
moon,  with  all  this  thinking  going  on.  Look  at  us — all  married 
and  everything  done.  I  mean.  The  wedding  all  done  and  all.” 

“Ah,  it  was  nice,  wasn’t  it?”  she  said.  “Did  you  really  like 
my  veil?” 

“You  looked  great,”  he  said.  “Just  great.” 

“Oh,  I’m  terribly  glad,”  she  said.  “Elbe  and  Louise  looked 
lovely,  didn’t  they?  I’m  terribly  glad  they  did  finally  decide  on 
pink.  They  looked  perfectly  lovely.” 

“Listen,”  he  said.  “I  want  to  tell  you  something.  When  I 
was  standing  up  there  in  that  old  church  waiting  for  you  to  come 
up,  and  I  saw  those  two  bridesmaids,  I  thought  to  myself,  I 
thought,  ‘Well,  I  never  knew  Louise  could  look  like  that!’  Why, 
she’d  have  knocked  anybody’s  eye  out.” 

“Oh,  really?”  she  said.  “Funny.  Of  course,  everybody  thought 
her  dress  and  hat  were  lovely,  but  a  lot  of  people  seemed  to  think 
she  looked  sort  of  tired.  People  have  been  saying  that  a  lot, 
lately.  I  tell  them  I  think  it’s  awfully  mean  of  them  to  go  around 
saying  that  about  her.  I  tell  them  they’ve  got  to  remember  that 
Louise  isn’t  so  terribly  young  any  more,  and  they’ve  got  to  expect 
her  to  look  like  that.  Louise  can  say  she’s  twenty-three  all  she 
wants  to,  but  she’s  a  good  deal  nearer  twenty-seven.” 

“Well,  she  was  certainly  a  knock-out  at  the  wedding,”  he  said. 
“Boy!” 

“I’m  terribly  glad  you  thought  so,”  she  said.  “I’m  glad  some 
one  did.  How  did  you  think  Elbe  looked?” 

“Why,  I  honestly  didn’t  get  a  look  at  her,”  he  said. 

“Oh,  really?”  she  said.  “Well,  I  certainly  think  that’s  too  bad. 
I  don’t  suppose  I  ought  to  say  it  about  my  own  sister,  but  I  never 
saw  anybody  look  as  beautiful  as  Elbe  looked  to-day.  And  always 
so  sweet  and  unselfish,  too.  And  you  didn’t  even  notice  her.  But 
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you  never  pay  attention  to  Ellie,  anyway.  Don’t  think  I  haven’t 
noticed  it.  It  makes  me  feel  just  terrible.  It  makes  me  feel  just 
awful,  that  you  don’t  like  my  own  sister.” 

“I  do  so  like  her!  ”  he  said.  “I’m  crazy  for  Ellie.  I  think  she’s 
a  great  kid.” 

“Don’t  think  it  makes  any  difference  to  Ellie!”  she  said. 
“Ellie’s  got  enough  people  crazy  about  her.  It  isn’t  anything  to 
her  whether  you  like  her  or  not.  Don’t  flatter  yourself  she  cares! 
Only,  the  only  thing  is,  it  makes  it  awfully  hard  for  me  you  don’t 
like  her,  that’s  the  only  thing.  I  keep  thinking,  when  we  come 
back  and  get  in  the  apartment  and  everything,  it’s  going  to  be 
awfully  hard  for  me  that  you  won’t  want  my  own  sister  to  come 
and  see  me.  It’s  going  to  make  it  awfully  hard  for  me  that  you 
won’t  ever  want  my  family  around.  I  know  how  you  feel  about 
my  family.  Don’t  think  I  haven’t  seen  it.  Only,  if  you  don’t 
ever  want  to  see  them,  that’s  your  loss.  Not  theirs.  Don’t  flatter 
yourself!” 

“Oh,  now,  come  on!”  he  said.  “What’s  all  this  talk  about  not 
wanting  your  family  around?  Why,  you  know  how  I  feel  about 
your  family.  I  think  your  old  woman — I  think  your  mother’s 
swell.  And  Ellie.  And  your  father.  What’s  all  this  talk?” 

“Well,  I’ve  seen  it,”  she  said.  “Don’t  think  I  haven’t.  Lots 
of  people  they  get  married,  and  they  think  it’s  going  to  be  great 
and  everything,  and  then  it  all  goes  to  pieces  because  people  don’t 
like  people’s  families,  or  something  like  that.  Don’t  tell  me!  I’ve 
seen  it  happen.” 

“Honey,”  he  said,  “what  is  all  this?  What  are  you  getting  all 
angry  about?  Hey,  look,  this  is  our  honeymoon.  What  are  you 
trying  to  start  a  fight  for?  Ah,  I  guess  you’re  just  feeling  sort 
of  nervous.” 

“Me?”  she  said.  “What  have  I  got  to  be  nervous  about?  I 
mean.  I  mean,  goodness,  I’m  not  nervous.” 

“You  know,  lots  of  times,”  he  said,  “they  say  that  girls  get 
kind  of  nervous  and  yippy  on  account  of  thinking  about— I  mean. 
I  mean — well,  it’s  like  you  said,  things  are  all  so  sort  of  mixed 
up  and  everything,  right  now.  But  afterwards,  it’ll  be  all  right. 
I  mean.  I  mean — well,  look,  honey,  you  don’t  look  any  to  com¬ 
fortable.  Don’t  you  want  to  take  your  hat  off?  And  let’s  don’t 
ever  fight,  ever.  Will  we?” 
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“Ah,  I’m  sorry  I  was  cross,”  she  said.  “I  guess  I  did  feel  a 
little  bit  funny.  All  mixed  up,  and  then  thinking  of  all  those 
people  all  over  everywhere,  and  then  beng  sort  of  ’way  off  here, 
all  alone  with  you.  It’s  so  sort  of  different.  It’s  sort  of  such 
a  big  thing.  You  can’t  blame  a  person  for  thinking,  can  you? 
Yes,  don’t  let’s  ever,  ever  fight.  We  won’t  be  like  a  whole  lot  of 
them.  We  won’t  fight  or  be  nasty  or  anything.  Will  we?” 

“You  bet  your  life  we  won’t,”  he  said. 

“I  guess  I  will  take  this  darned  old  hat  off,”  she  said.  “It 
kind  of  presses.  Just  put  it  up  on  the  rack,  will  you,  dear?  Do 
you  like  it,  sweetheart?” 

“Looks  good  on  you,”  he  said. 

“No,  but  I  mean,”  she  said,  “do  you  really  like  it?” 

“Well,  I’ll  tell  you,”  he  said.  “I  know  this  is  the  new  style 
and  everything  like  that  and  it’s  probably  great.  I  don’t  know 
anything  about  things  like  that.  Only  I  like  the  kind  of  a  hat 
like  that  blue  hat  you  had.  Gee,  I  liked  that  hat.” 

“Oh,  really?”  she  said.  “Well,  that’s  nice.  That’s  lovely.  The 
first  thing  you  say  to  me,  as  soon  as  you  get  me  off  on  a  train 
away  from  my  family  and  everything,  is  that  you  don’t  like  my 
hat.  The  first  thing  you  say  to  your  wife  is  you  think  she  has 
terrible  taste  in  hats.  That’s  nice,  isn’t  it?” 

“Now,  honey,”  he  said,  “I  never  said  anything  like  that.  I  only 

said — ” 

“What  you  don’t  seem  to  realize,”  she  said,  “is  this  hat  cost 
twenty-two  dollars.  Twenty-two  dollars.  And  that  horrible  old 
blue  thing  you  think  you’re  so  crazy  about,  that  cost  three  ninety- 
five.” 

*  “I  don’t  give  a  dam  what  they  cost,”  he  said.  “I  only  said— 
I  said  I  liked  that  blue  hat.  I  don’t  know  anything  about  hats. 
I’ll  be  crazy  about  this  one  as  soon  as  I  get  used  to  it.  Only  it’s 
kind  of  not  like  your  other  hats.  I  don’t  know  about  the  new 
styles.  What  do  I  know  about  women’s  hats?” 

“It’s  too  bad,”  she  said,  “you  didn’t  marry  somebody  that 
would  get  the  kind  of  hats  you’d  like.  Hats  that  cost  three  ninety- 
five.  Why  didn’t  you  marry  Louise?  You  always  think  she  looks 
so  beautiful.  You’d  love  her  taste  in  hats.  Why  didn’t  you 
marry  her?” 

“Ah,  now,  honey,”  he  said.  “For  heaven’s  sakes!” 
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“Why  didn’t  you  marry  her?”  she  said.  “All  you’ve  done, 
ever  since  we  got  on  this  train,  is  talk  about  her.  Here  I’ve  sat 
and  sat,  and  just  listened  to  you  saying  how  wonderful  Louise 
is.  I  suppose  that’s  nice,  getting  me  all  off  here  alone  with  you, 
and  then  raving  about  Louise  right  in  front  of  my  face.  Why 
didn’t  you  ask  her  to  marry  you?  I’m  sure  she  would  have 
jumped  at  the  chance.  There  aren’t  so  many  people  asking  her 
to  marry  them.  It’s  too  bad  you  didn’t  marry  her.  I’m  sure 
you’d  have  been  much  happier.” 

“Listen,  baby,”  he  said,  “while  you’re  talking  about  things  like 
that,  why  didn’t  you  marry  Joe  Brooks?  I  suppose  he  could  have 
given  you  all  the  twenty-two-dollar  hats  you  wanted,  I  suppose!” 

“Well,  I’m  not  so  sure  I’m  not  sorry  I  didn’t,”  she  said. 
“There!  Joe  Brooks  wouldn’t  have  waited  until  he  got  me  all 
off  alone  and  then  sneered  at  my  taste  in  clothes.  Joe  Brooks 
wouldn’t  ever  hurt  my  feelings.  Joe  Brooks  has  always  been  fond 
of  me.  There!” 

“Yeah,”  he  said.  “He’s  fond  of  you.  He  was  so  fond  of  you 
he  didn’t  even  send  a  wedding  present.  That’s  how  fond  of  you 
he  was.” 

“I  happen  to  know  for  a  fact,”  she  said,  “that  he  was  away 
on  business,  and  as  soon  as  he  comes  back  he’s  going  to  give  me 
anything  I  want,  for  the  apartment.” 

“Listen,”  he  said.  “I  don’t  want  anything  he  gives  you  in  our 
apartment.  Anything  he  gives  you,  I’ll  throw  right  out  the  win¬ 
dow.  That’s  what  I  think  of  your  friend  Joe  Brooks.  And  how 
do  you  know  where  he  is  and  what  he’s  going  to  do,  anyway? 
Has  he  been  writing  to  you?” 

“I  suppose  my  friends  can  correspond  with  me,”  she  said.  “I 
didn’t  hear  there  was  any  law  against  that.” 

“Well,  I  suppose  they  can’t!  ”  he  said.  “And  what  do  you  think 
of  that?  I’m  not  going  to  have  my  wife  getting  a  lot  of  letters 
from  cheap  traveling  salesmen!” 

“Joe  Brooks  is  not  a  cheap  traveling  salesman!  ”  she  said.  “He 
is  not!  He  gets  a  wonderful  salary.” 

“Oh,  yeah?”  he  said.  “Where  did  you  hear  that?” 

“He  told  me  so  himself,”  she  said. 

“Oh,  he  told  you  so  himself,”  he  said.  “I  see.  He  told  you 
so  himself.” 
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“You’ve  got  a  lot  of  right  to  talk  about  Joe  Brooks,”  she  said. 
“You  and  your  friend  Louise.  All  you  ever  talk  about  is  Louise.” 

“Oh,  for  heaven’s  sakes!”  he  said.  “What  do  I  care  about 
Louise?  I  just  thought  she  was  a  friend  of  yours,  that’s  all. 
That’s  why  I  ever  even  noticed  her.” 

“Well,  you  certainly  took  an  awful  lot  of  notice  of  her  to-day,” 
she  said.  “On  our  wedding  day!  You  said  yourself  when  you 
were  standing  there  in  the  church  you  just  kept  thinking  of  her. 
Right  up  at  the  altar.  Oh,  right  in  the  presence  of  God!  And 
all  you  thought  about  was  Louise.” 

“Listen,  honey,”  he  said,  “I  never  should  have  said  that.  How 
does  anybody  know  what  kind  of  crazy  things  come  into  their 
heads  when  they’re  standing  there  waiting  to  get  married?  I  was 
just  telling  you  that  because  it  was  so  kind  of  crazy.  I  thought 
it  would  make  you  laugh.” 

“I  know,”  she  said.  “I’ve  been  all  sort  of  mixed  up  to-day,  too. 
I  told  you  that.  Everything  so  strange  and  everything.  And  me 
all  the  time  thinking  about  all  those  people  all  over  the  world, 
and  now  us  here  all  alone,  and  everything.  I  know  you  get  all 
mixed  up.  Only  I  did  think,  when  you  kept  talking  about  how 
beautiful  Louise  looked,  you  did  it  with  malice  and  forethought.” 

“I  never  did  anything  with  malice  and  forethought!”  he  said. 
“I  just  told  you  that  about  Louise  because  I  thought  it  would 
make  you  laugh.” 

“Well,  it  didn’t,”  she  said. 

“No,  I  know  it  didn’t,”  he  said.  “It  certainly  did  not.  Ah, 
baby,  and  we  ought  to  be  laughing,  too.  Hell,  honey  lamb,  this 
is  our  honeymoon.  What’s  the  matter?” 

“I  don’t  know,”  she  said.  “We  used  to  squabble  a  lot  when 
we  were  going  together  and  then  engaged  and  everything,  but  I 
thought  everything  would  be  so  different  as  soon  as  you  were  mar¬ 
ried.  And  now  I  feel  so  sort  of  strange  and  everything.  I  feel 
so  sort  of  alone.” 

“Well,  you  see,  sweetheart,”  he  said,  “we’re  not  really  married 
yet.  I  mean.  I  mean — well,  things  will  be  different  afterwards. 
Oh,  hell.  I  mean,  we  haven’t  been  married  very  long.” 

“No,”  she  said.  #  (( 

“Well,  we  haven’t  got  much  longer  to  wait  now,”  he  said.  I 
mean — Well,  we’ll  be  in  New  York  in  about  twenty  minutes. 
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Then  we  can  have  dinner,  and  sort  of  see  what  we  feel  like  doing. 
Or  I  mean.  Is  there  anything  special  you  want  to  do  to-night?” 

“What?”  she  said. 

“What  I  mean  to  say,”  he  said,  “would  you  like  to  go  to  a 
show  or  something?” 

“Why,  whatever  you  like,”  she  said.  “I  sort  of  didn’t  think 
people  went  to  theaters  and  things  on  their — I  mean,  I’ve  got  a 
couple  of  letters  I  simply  must  write.  Don’t  let  me  forget.” 

“Oh,”  he  said.  “You’re  going  to  write  letters  to-night?” 

“Well,  you  see,”  she  said,  “I’ve  been  perfectly  terrible.  What 
with  all  the  excitement  and  everything,  I  never  did  thank  poor 
old  Mrs.  Sprague  for  her  berry  spoon,  and  I  never  did  a  thing 
about  those  book  ends  the  McMasters  sent.  It’s  just  too  awful 
of  me.  I’ve  got  to  write  them  this  very  night.” 

“And  when  you’ve  finished  writing  your  letters,”  he  said, 
“maybe  I  could  get  you  a  magazine  or  a  bag  of  peanuts.” 

“What?”  she  said. 

“I  mean,”  he  said,  “I  wouldn’t  want  you  to  be  bored.” 

“As  if  I  could  be  bored  with  you!”  she  said.  “Silly!  Aren’t 
we  married?  Bored!” 

“What  I  thought,”  he  said,  “I  thought  when  we  got  in,  we  could 
go  right  up  to  the  Biltmore  and  anyway  leave  our  bags,  and  maybe 
have  a  little  dinner  in  the  room,  kind  of  quiet,  and  then  do  what¬ 
ever  we  wanted.  I  mean.  I  mean — well,  let’s  go  right  up  there 
from  the  station.” 

“Oh,  yes,  let’s,”  she  said.  “I’m  so  glad  we’re  going  to  the  Bilt¬ 
more.  I  just  love  it.  The  twice  I’ve  stayed  in  New  York  we’ve 
always  stayed  there,  Papa  and  Mamma  and  Ellie  and  I,  and  I  was 
crazy  about  it.  I  always  sleep  so  well  there.  I  go  right  off  to 
sleep  the  minute  I  put  my  head  on  the  pillow.” 

“Oh,  you  do?”  he  said. 

“At  least,  I  mean,”  she  said.  “  ’Way  up  high  it’s  so  quiet.” 

“We  might  go  to  some  show  or  other  to-morrow  night  instead 
of  to-night,”  he  said.  “Don’t  you  think  that  would  be  better?” 

“Yes,  I  think  it  might,”  she  said. 

He  rose,  balanced  a  moment,  crossed  over  and  sat  down  be¬ 
side  her. 

“Do  you  really  have  to  write  those  letters  to-night?”  he  said. 
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“Well,”  she  said,  “I  don’t  suppose  they’d  get  there  any  quicker 
than  if  I  wrote  them  to-morrow.” 

There  was  a  silence  with  things  going  on  in  it. 

“And  we  won’t  ever  fight  any  more,  will  we?”  he  said. 

“Oh,  no,”  she  said.  “Not  ever!  I  don’t  know  what  made  me 
do  like  that.  It  all  got  so  sort  of  funny,  sort  of  like  a  night¬ 
mare,  the  way  I  got  thinking  of  all  those  people  getting  married 
all  the  time;  and  so  many  of  them,  it  goes  to  pieces  on  account 
of  fighting  and  everything.  I  got  all  mixed  up  thinking  about 
them.  Oh,  I  don’t  want  to  be  like  them.  But  we  won’t  be, 
will  we?” 

“Sure  we  won’t,”  he  said. 

“We  won’t  go  all  to  pieces,”  she  said.  “We  won’t  fight.  It’ll 
all  be  different,  now  we’re  married.  It’ll  all  be  lovely.  Reach  me 
down  my  hat,  will  you,  sweetheart?  It’s  time  I  was  putting  it 
on.  Thanks.  Ah,  I’m  so  sorry  you  don’t  like  it.” 

“I  do  so  like  it!”  he  said. 

“You  said  you  didn’t,”  she  said.  “You  said  you  thought  it 
was  perfectly  terrible.” 

“I  never  said  any  such  thing,”  he  said.  “You’re  crazy.” 

“All  right,  I  may  be  crazy,”  she  said.  “Thank  you  very  much. 
But  that’s  what  you  said.  Not  that  it  matters — it’s  just  a  little 
thing.  But  it  makes  you  feel  pretty  funny  to  think  you’ve  gone 
and  married  somebody  that  says  you  have  perfectly  terrible  taste 
in  hats.  And  then  goes  and  says  you’re  crazy,  beside.” 

“Now,  listen  here,”  he  said.  “Nobody  said  any  such  thing. 
Why,  I  love  that  hat.  The  more  I  look  at  it  the  better  I  like  it. 
I  think  it’s  great.” 

“That  isn’t  what  you  said  before,”  she  said. 

“Honey,”  he  said.  “Stop  it,  will  you?  What  do  you  want  to 
start  all  this  for?  I  love  the  damned  hat,  I  mean,  I  love  your 
hat.  I  love  anything  you  wear.  What  more  do  you  want  me 
to  say?” 

“Well,  I  don’t  want  you  to  say  it  like  that,”  she  said. 

“I  said  I  think  it’s  great,”  he  said.  “That’s  all  I  said.” 

“Do  you  really?”  she  said.  “Do  you  honestly?  Ah,  I’m  so 
glad.  I’d  hate  you  not  to  like  my  hat.  It  would  be — I  don’t 
know,  it  would  be  sort  of  such  a  bad  start.” 
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“Well,  I’m  crazy  for  it,”  he  said.  “Now  we’ve  got  that  settled, 
for  heaven’s  sakes.  Ah,  baby.  Baby  lamb.  We’re  not  going  to 
have  any  bad  starts.  Look  at  us — we’re  on  our  honeymoon. 
Pretty  soon  we’ll  be  regular  old  married  people.  I  mean.  I  mean, 
in  a  few  minutes  we’ll  be  getting  in  to  New  York,  and  then  we’ll 
be  going  to  the  hotel,  and  then  everything  will  be  all  right.  I 
mean — well,  look  at  us!  Here  we  are,  married!  Here  we  arel” 
“Yes,  here  we  are,”  she  said.  “Aren’t  we?” 
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OVER  one  of  the  college  halls  at  Oxford  University  hung  an 
expectant  silence.  The  fifty  freshmen  gathered  on  the  hard 
benches  for  the  induction  ceremony  realized  that  the  Principal 
was  about  to  arise.  They  sat  stiff  and  self-conscious,  timidly 
glancing  about  at  the  gilt-framed  portraits  on  the  walls  or  looking 
straight  ahead  toward  the  dais  at  the  front.  On  this  platform,  a 
few  steps  above  the  main  floor,  sat  a  row  of  gowned  men  behind 
the  heavy  oak  table.  These — actually  in  the  flesh — were  the  dons 
that  the  freshmen  had  heard  about;  and  in  the  center,  below  the 
intricate  coat-of-arms,  was  the  most  venerable  of  the  group,  the 
Principal,  whose  scholarly  bearing  befitted  this  somber  medieval 
hall. 

One  of  the  new  students — he  seemed  slightly  detached — had  a 
more  mature  cast  of  eye  than  the  eighteen  year  olds  about  him. 
The  rims  of  his  glasses  were  heavier  and  darker  and  his  clothes 
had  a  broad,  un-English  cut.  He  glanced  about  furtively  and  the 
trace  of  a  smile  gathered  at  the  corners  of  his  mouth.  He  was 
contrasting  this  solemn  scene  with  that  at  an  American  college. 
There  you  waited  your  turn  in  the  hubbub  of  your  adviser’s  office 
and  later  filed  hurriedly  past  a  registrar’s  clerk-girl  who  whisked 
papers  about  in  a  wicker  wire  booth. 

This  student  recalled  his  first  American  college,  where  he  had 
got  his  B.A. — a  denominational  institution  in  a  little  Iowa  town. 
It  was  a  small  school,  but  he  had  some  true  friends  on  the  faculty. 
Then  at  the  age  of  twenty-one  he  had  gone  up  to  the  State  Uni¬ 
versity  for  a  year  and  got  a  master’s  degree  in  history.  He  had 
enjoyed  the  work  and  his  adviser  had  liked  his  thesis.  He  had 
proved  that  the  early  Iowa  settlers  were  largely  Southerners,  and 
that  ten  years  before  the  Civil  War  Iowa  would  have  sided  with 

1  Copyright,  1930,  by  The  American  Oxonian. 
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the  Southern  cause.  His  biggest  ordeal  of  the  year  had  been  try¬ 
ing  out  for  the  Rhodes  scholarship  to  come  to  Oxford  University 
and  he  had  trembled  before  the  examining  committee.  But  after 
a  long  discussion  they  had  called  in  the  candidates  and  announced 
their  decision:  “Mr.  Ross.”  Now  Mr.  Ross,  a  freshman  again, 
was  starting  out  at  Oxford,  waiting  for  the  induction  ceremony. 

He  sniffed  at  the  faint  sour  smell  of  beer  that  hung  over  the 
room.  He  would  learn  later  of  sconces  and  convivial  “bump 
suppers.” 

His  eyes  and  those  of  all  others  in  the  room  converged  upon 
the  Principal  as  the  aged  man  put  his  hands  on  the  carved  arms 
of  the  chair  and  lifted  himself  up.  The  long,  swinging  sleeves 
of  his  black  academig  gown  gave  his  figure  a  sort  of  regality.  He 
smiled  in  a  grandfatherly  way  and  squinted  as  if  the  dim  light 
hurt  his  eyes. 

His  informal  words  of  greeting  had  a  smoothness  that  made 
them  seem  perfunctory.  For  many  years,  probably,  they  had 
welcomed  each  new  freshman  group.  “You  will  first  read  this 
Latin  oath,  placing  your  hand  on  the  Bible,”  he  intoned,  “and 
then  sign  your  name  in  the  Buttery  Book.”  He  nodded  toward 
the  Vice-Principal,  who  sat  at  the  end  of  the  table  with  a  double 
sized  ledger  in  front  of  him.  “You  will  then  be  full  members  of 
this  ancient  and  honorable  college.  Now  I  shall  call  the  roll  of 
candidates  for  admission  to  membership.” 

From  the  paper  in  his  hand  he  began  reading  the  names  alpha¬ 
betically:  “Mr.  Adcock.” 

The  word  “Present”  came  shakily  from  a  freshman  off  at  the 
side,  and  every  one  turned  to  look  at  him. 

“Mr.  Alford.” 

The  answer  was  a  guttural  syllable  probably  meant  to  be 
“Here.” 

“Mr.  Arnold.” 

This  was  a  man  with  self-assurance.  He  might  become  president 
of  the  debating  society  before  he  left  college.  With  a  soft-turned 
modulation  he  enunciated,  “Heah.”  His  answer  seemed  to  give 
courage  to  those  who  followed. 

“Mr.  Bartlett.”  “Heah.” 

“Mr.  Broadhead.”  “Heah.” 

The  Iowa  Rhodes  scholar  noticed  that  they  used  the  kind  of 
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“r”  that  he  called  “Eastun.”  He  affected  it  jocularly  when  he 
put  a  note-book  ring  to  his  eye  for  a  monocle  and  pretended  to 
have  “cultuah.”  But  it  seemed  to  come  natural  to  them.  Prob¬ 
ably  it  did  come  natural.  His  own  “r,”  he  reflected,  was  actually 
pronounced  in  a  word. 

There  was  a  long  list  of  c’s,  about  a  dozen,  and  the  answer 
came  with  regularity.  “Heah.”  “Heah.”  “Heah.”  “Heah.” 

With  a  squirm  of  the  tongue  he  formed  the  word  as  he  pro¬ 
nounced  it:  “He-er.”  How  outlandish  it  would  sound  in  this 
group,  he  realized. 

“Mr.  Dallam.”  “Heah.” 

“Mr.  Dunsworth.”  ‘‘Heah.” 

The  Rhodes  scholar  edged  forward  on  the  hard  bench  and  a 
sort  of  panic  came  over  him.  Why,  he  couldn’t  flout  this  whole 
group  of  people,  this  whole  University.  He’d  have  to  give  in  to 
their  pronunciation,  of  course.  He  could  force  himself  to  say 
“Heah”  if  he  wanted  to. 

But  he  was  an  American. 

“Mr.  Edmonds.”  “Heah.” 

And  a  Middle-Westerner  at  that. 

“Mr.  Farrell.”  “Heah.” 

As  the  steady  march  continued,  the  muscles  in  his  shoulders 
tensed.  The  r’s  would  come  along  now  in  a  matter  of  minutes, 
and  he  would  have  to  decide  one  way  or  the  other.  He  loved 
the  Middle  West.  People  seldom  talked  about  it,  but  he  knew 
that  he  did.  He  remembered  his  flare  of  wrath  upon  reading  an 
article  in  a  big  magazine  by  a  man  from  the  Rockies  who  said 
that  prairie  was  monotonous  and  no  one  could  love  it.  Why, 
the  prairie  was  something  you  could  bathe  yourself  in. 

He  remembered  a  certain  afternoon  during  his  high  school 
years  when  the  feeling  had  taken  hold  of  him  possessively.  He 
had  driven  out  with  his  mother  from  their  town  home  to  the  farm 
she  had  inherited.  As  she  talked  about  the  place  with  the  renter, 
the  son  had  climbed  to  the  rear  door  of  the  haymow  that  over¬ 
looked  the  fields  beyond.  The  summer’s  heat  held  the  corn  rows 
in  a  gelatinous  silence  and  pressed  so  heavily  on  the  crumbly 
loam  that  a  soil-whiff  rolled  up  and  sent  a  twinge  deep  in  his 
throat.  These  fruity  undulations  of  prairie  made  a  homeland.  In 
cultivating  these  fields  here — 
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“Mr.  Hassall.”  “Heah.” 

— his  grandfather  had  spent  his  life.  The  boy  had  thought 
of  his  grandfather’s  stories  of  early  days,  stories  of  hardships  and 
failures  and  victories,  stories  that  gave  this  soil  a  history  and  a 
background.  This  was  the  boy’s  region  by  inheritance. 

“Mr.  Huddleston.”  “Heah.” 

But  there  are  circumstances — ,  he  began  to  himself  with  a 
feverish  compression  of  his  lips. 

“Mr.  Janson-Smith.”  “Heah.” 

The  Rhodes  scholar  recalled  the  thesis  he  had  written  for  his 
master’s  degree  at  his  State  University.  He  had  fairly  immersed 
himself  in  the  early  history  of  his  state.  What  fun  it  had  been, 
sitting  in  the  State  Historical  Library,  slowly  working  through 
the  several  panels  of  county  histories.  These  bulky,  old-fashioned 
volumes,  padded  with  Civil  War  rosters  and  records  of  early  busi¬ 
ness  machinations,  had  chapters  that  effervesced  with  pioneers’ 
lives — their  dreams,  their  brawlings,  their  courage  in  breaking 
sod  that  was  matted  with  roots  of  prairie  grass. 

“Mr.  Knox.”  “Heah.” 

The  scholar  gripped  the  bench.  Were  they  already  at  the  n’s? 
No,  a  Knox  was  a  k.  At  that  only  a  few  more  moments  remained 
until  the  fatal  words  “Mr.  Ross.” 

“Mr.  Lansdowne.”  “Heah.” 

Perhaps  he  could  say  “Present”  and  avoid  the  difficulty.  No, 
no  one  had  said  it  since  the  very  first  man,  and  that  would  be 
sidestepping  the  issue  anyway.  He  would  have  to  bend  his  action 
one  way  or  the  other  all  during  his  Oxford  time. 

“Mr.  Lawrence.”  “Heah.” 

He  darted  his  eyes  feverishly  among  the  English  boys.  They 
were  still  and  intent  with  “first-day”  stiffness.  They  all  had  on 
the  little  commoner’s  gown,  like  his  own.  Each  person  in  front 
of  him  was  an  item  of  black  uniformity.  Could  he  stand  out 
against  them  all  with  his  own  kind  of  a  “here”? 

“Mr.  Martin.”  “Heah.” 

Isn’t  it  the  better  part  of  discretion  to  “fit  in”?  Didn’t  his 
grandparent  pioneers  adapt  themselves  to  the  prairie?  Every  one 
had  told  him  not  to  remain  an  outsider  in  Oxford. 

“Mr.  Murray.”  “Heah.” 

He  didn’t  want  to  be  an  outsider. 
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“Mr.  Niblett.”  “Heah.” 

He  was  becoming  part  of  an  “ancient  and  honorable”  college, 
with  centuries  behind  it.  Shouldn’t  he  submit  to  its  ways?  He 
was  sent  here  to  fit  in,  to  get  what  Oxford  was  supposed  to  give. 
Everybody  said  “Heah.”  That  was  the  way.  It  doesn’t  pay  to 
make  a  fool  of  yourself. 

“Mr.  Otley.”  “Heah.” 

He  could  change  his  pronunciation.  People  had  done  it  before. 
But  it  was  nasty  business,  he  realized.  His  teacher  in  freshman 
composition  had  been  brought  up  in  Iowa  and  had  got  her  mas¬ 
ter’s  degree  at  the  State  University,  and  then  after  one  summer 
session  at  Columbia  in  New  York  City  she  had  come  back  with 
a  full-fledged  Eastern  accent.  How  people  had  razzed  her  behind 
her  back  and  recounted  incidents  where  she  had  forgotten  for  the 
moment! 

“Mr.  Padwick.”  “Heah.” 

God,  the  p’s! 

And  there  was  that  fat  returned  Rhodes  scholar  at  his  Ameri¬ 
can  college  whom  everybody  had  disliked.  He  had  lifted  his 
hat  whenever  he  met  another  man.  He  was  the  kind  who  said 
“Heah.” 

The  scholar  formed  the  syllables  on  his  lips,  experimentally — 
“He-ah.”  How — a — perverted  it  sounded.  He  gulped  labori¬ 
ously  and  swayed  forward  with  his  head  bent. 

“Don’t  be  an  outsider,”  he  snarled  at  himself.  “Don’t  make  a 
show  of  yourself  here  at  the  beginning!” 

“Mr.  Partridge.”  “Heah.” 

“But  I’d  be  a  traitor!”  he  gasped.  “I’m  an  American,  and  I 
know  I  love  my  Middle  West,  my  prairie.” 

“Mr.  Pennington.”  “Heah.” 

“Don’t  be  a  fool!” 

“Mr.  Radford.”  “Heah.” 

“Mr.  Ross.” 

The  eyes  of  the  few  who  had  learned  his  name  turned  upon 
him,  and  before  making  his  answer  he  rumbled  his  throat  in  a 
preliminary  way. 


THE  GREAT  HUNTER  OF  THE 
WOODS1 

By  JAMES  STEVENS 

(From  The  Frontier ) 

«T  WAS  thinkin’  of  the  most  famous  hunt  of  history,”  said  old 
1  Larrity  the  bullcook.  “That  was  when  Paul  Bunyan,  the 
first  great  hunter  of  the  woods,  shouldered  his  scatter-cannon  to 
bring  down  the  wing-tailed  turkey  that  had  ravaged  the  Round 
River  country  of  its  game.  A  terrible  turkey  that  was  indade, 
for  even  such  hunters  as  Paul  Bunyan  and  Dublin,  the  wire- 
haired  terror  who  was  tall  as  any  tree.  Such  huntin’  there  was 
in  that  time  long  ago,  a  time  too  far  away  for  even  mention  in 
the  history  books.” 

The  old  logger  stopped  there  for  a  shrewd  glance  at  the  two 
by  his  side.  They  were  Jeff  Gavin,  whose  grandfather  was  the 
owner  of  the  logging  camp,  and  Mike,  the  boy’s  wire-haired  terrier 
pup.  Both  were  staring  mournfully  at  the  flaming  leaves  of  dog¬ 
wood  thickets  up  the  creek.  There  three  men  in  red  caps  and 
brown  coats  with  big  spotted  dogs  sniffing  and  scampering  at 
their  heels,  had  vanished  a  few  moments  before. 

“Whist,  now,  and  you  should  be  glad  your  grandpa  left  you 
with  me.  Pheasants  they  will  be  shootin’,”  said  Larrity  scorn¬ 
fully.  “And  the  huntin’  of  chickens  is  too  triflin’  for  the  bother 
of  old  woodsmen  like  us,  so  it  is.  How  much  better,  Jeff,  to  sun 
ourselves  here  on  the  creek  bank  and  talk  of  the  days  of  real 
huntin’.” 

Curiosity  lightened  the  boy’s  eyes.  On  other  Saturday  after¬ 
noons  he  had  listened  to  stories  of  Paul  Bunyan  from  old  Larrity, 
who  had  learned  them  many  years  ago  in  the  faraway  Michigan 
woods.  Here  in  the  Oregon  timber  the  stories  would  come  to  life. 
The  Gavin  grandson  forgot  his  grief  at  being  left  in  camp  by  the 
hunters.  Mike,  the  terrier  pup,  also  seemed  resigned,  as  he 

1  Copyright,  1931,  by  H.  G.  Merriam. 
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stretched  himself  out  in  the  rusty  grass  of  the  creek  bank,  crossed 
his  paws,  rested  his  chin  on  them  and  shut  his  eyes. 

Old  Larrity  was  telling  of  the  great  hunter  of  the  woods.  As 
his  voice  drawled  on,  the  boy  saw  a  mighty  figure  rising  dimly 
among  the  shadows  of  the  trees.  .  .  .  Paul  Bunyan,  whose  curly 
black  beard  brushed  the  tree  tops  ...  and  at  his  heels  trotted 
Dublin,  wire-haired  terror  of  the  hunting  trails.  .  .  . 

On  the  first  day  of  a  certain  Christmas  week  (said  old  Larrity) 
the  great  hunter  of  the  woods  and  his  dog,  Dublin,  marched  into 
the  Round  River  country.  This  was  the  game  country  in  the 
time  when  Ameriky  was  all  one  big  timberland,  and  Paul  Bunyan 
was  the  ruler  of  it  and  all  the  rest.  In  the  black  wild  woods  cir¬ 
cled  by  Round  River  the  famous  logger  always  did  his  Christmas 
huntin’.  That  was  only  to  provide  rare  holiday  dinners  for  his 
seven  hun’erd  bully  men.  This  huntin’  season  the  reg’lar  game 
was  ruined.  And  all  because  the  terrible  turkey,  the  most  fero¬ 
cious  fowl  of  the  tall  timber,  had  at  last  migrated  to  Round  River 

from  the  mountains  of  the  North. 

Paul  Bunyan  had  no  hint  of  the  trouble  and  grief  ahead  as  he 
tramped  through  the  autumn  woods  for  Round  River.  He  saw 
nothin’  but  a  promise  of  cheer  in  the  keen,  bright  mornin’.  Above 
him  shone  the  clean  blue  sky  and  about  him  blazed  the  fire  colors 
of  leaves  The  frost  made  his  breath  steam  till  white  clouds 
trailed  him.  Sunlight  glinted  from  the  forty-seven  barrels  of  his 
scatter-cannon.  At  his  heels  the  tremendous  terror  was  a  gay  dog, 


ror  raul  rmnyan  uukcu  lu  ^uuuu,  j  ~ 

,„rV,0r,  thp  twn  of  vou  walk  together.  It  was  all  gladness 
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but  his  best  words  were  for  his  seven  hun’erd  men,  who  were  no 
bigger  than  me  or  your  grandfather.  Never  had  his  men  done 
such  fine  loggin’  as  in  this  season.  And  for  a  reward  they  should 
have  the  grandest  Christmas  dinner  ever  heard  of  at  all. 

“What  game  shall  it  be  for  such  a  dinner?”  said  Paul  Bunyan 
to  Dublin,  when  they  were  to  the  bank  of  Round  River.  “The 
best  meat  will  be  none  too  good  for  my  loggers’  Christmas  dinner, 
no,  sir!  Should  we  bag  some  fat  bucks  for  rabbit  stews,  Dublin? 
Or  deer,  to  make  a  great  steak  dinner?  Or  cinnamon  bears  for 
the  spicy  roasts  the  loggers  like  so  well?  What  do  you  say,  you 
wire-haired  terror,  you?” 

Dublin  acted  for  all  the  world  like  he  understood  every  one  of 
Paul  Bunyan’s  words.  He  sat  down,  and  slowly  scratched  his 
ear  with  his  left  foot,  seemin’  to  be  in  the  deepest  thought. 

“I  know  what  you  want  to  be  huntin’,  first,  last  and  all  the 
time,  Dublin,  I  do.”  Paul  Bunyan  smiled  down  through  his 
beard.  “Yes,  sir,  mince-hunter  that  you  are.  You  would  have 
us  go  back  with  nothin’  but  mince  meat  for  the  Christmas  pies, 
you  would.  But  we  must  hunt  other  game  than  minces.” 

Sayin’  that,  he  leaned  restfully  on  his  scatter-cannon  and  gazed 
into  the  black  wild  woods  across  the  river.  Now  he  began  to 
notice  that  they  were  silent,  almost.  Every  other  autumn  the 
woods  had  been  roarin’  with  sounds  of  wild  life.  The  game  of 
the  country  had  never  migrated  beyond  the  river  that  circled 
their  home. 

We  would  think  such  a  stream  as  Round  River  most  peculiar 
nowadays,  but  sure,  in  the  time  of  Paul  Bunyan  rivers  were  young 
and  wild,  and  each  one  would  run  to  suit  itself.  It  suited  this 
river  to  run  always  in  a  circle,  bein’  too  proud,  no  doubt,  to  run 
into  another  river,  or  even  into  the  great  salt  ocean. 

Whatever  the  reason,  I’m  telling  you  now,  that  river  was  round. 
In  its  circle  lived  timber  beasts  like  the  hodag  and  sauger,  which 
are  remembered  only  by  old  loggers.  And  there  were  creatures 
like  our  deer,  rabbits,  bobcats  and  bears,  only  mind  you  they  all 
had  tails  in  those  times  when  the  timberlands  were  young. 

Fine  and  flourishin’  tails  were  on  all  of  them.  The  roarin’ 
rabbit  of  the  Round  River  woods  was  no  such  timorious,  cowerin’ 
and  cringin’  beastie  as  the  rabbit  of  our  time.  Before  he  lost  his 
tail  the  Round  River  rabbit  would  tackle  a  panther,  he  would, 
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noosin’  his  powerful,  long  tail  about  the  beast’s  neck,  jerkin’  him 
down,  then  kickin’  the  life  out  of  the  panther  with  both  hind  feet. 
In  them  days  the  blood-curdlin’  roar  of  a  rabbit  was  the  most 
awful  of  all  the  wild  woods  sounds.  The  rabbits  had  run  all  the 
panthers  out  of  the  woods  when  the  terrible  turkey  come  to  Round 
River. 

The  deer  of  them  woods  also  had  a  fine  tail  for  himself,  one 
like  a  plume  and  the  brightest  spot  of  beauty  in  the  forest.  The 
bobcat’s  tail  was  more  of  a  fightin’  kind,  like  you’d  expect.  It 
was  a  fang  tail,  with  sharp  teeth  in  the  tip,  and  with  them  the 
bobcat  would  strike  like  a  snake  at  birds  and  small  beasts  for 
his  prey.  The  black  and  cinnamon  bears  had  stiff  brushy  tails 
which  they  used  mostly  for  the  sweepin’  of  their  caves.  There 
were  never  cleaner  creatures  than  the  cave  bears  of  Paul  Bun- 
yan’s  time;  always  hustlin’  and  bustlin’  in  every  nook  and  cranny, 

keepin’  everything  spick  and  span. 

Paul  Bunyan  did  not  dream  that  such  a  course  had  befallen  the 
timber  beasts  as  the  loss  of  their  tails.  He  had  never  even  heard 
of  the  wing-tailed  terrible  turkey,  so  of  course  he  did  not  know 
how  this  ferocious  fowl  made  its  meals.  The  dismal  quiet  of  the 
black  wild  woods  was  all  a  mystery  to  Paul  Bunyan,  a  quiet 
broken  only  by  a  whispering  moan  like  the  rustle  of  wind  in  trees 
at  night.  But  this  was  no  wind,  indade ;  it  was  the  timber  beasts 
of  Round  River,  hidin’  away,  and  sighin’  in  sorrow  and  sadness 
for  the  lost  tails  of  them. 

Paul  Bunyan  wondered  and  worried,  as  he  forded  the  river. 
Not  even  the  mutter  of  a  mince  was  heard,  for  that  little  beast, 
whose  meat  was  so  good  for  pies,  was  entirely  gone.  On  no  ot  er 
huntin’  trip  had  Paul  Bunyan  and  Dublin  come  into  the  woods 
without  hearin’  minces  mutterin’  from  their  lairs.  For  the  minces 
of  Round  River  always  muttered,  so  they  did,  just  as  the  rabbits 
roared  and  the  bears  bellowed  and  growled.  That  mutter  was  the 
sweetest  of  music  to  the  wire-haired  terror’s  ears. 

At  last  Dublin  thought  he  heard  it,  when  they  had  reached  the 
inside  bank  of  Round  River.  Paul  Bunyan  leaned  on  his  scatter- 
cannon  again,  and  wondered  and  worried  still  more  a  ou  e 
dismal  quiet  of  the  black  wild  woods,  with  only  that  whisperin 
moan  to  break  it  at  all.  But  something  else  was  soundm  in  the 
terror’s  ears.  He  perked  them  up  and  made  himself  believe  that 
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this  was  a  mince  mutterin’  out  of  the  woods.  So  he  came  to  a 
point,  with  the  blunt  muzzle  of  himself  stuck  out,  and  his  tail 
wavin’  and  waggin’  in  the  wind.  For  Dublin  could  never  point 
a  mince  without  h’istin’  and  waggin’  his  fine  tail,  such  a  gay 
dog  he  was  when  huntin’  his  favorite  game. 

Then  it  happened.  What  Dublin  thought  was  the  mutter  of  a 
mince  suddenly  growed  into  growlin’  thunder.  Paul  Bunyan  stif¬ 
fened  up,  but  before  he  could  bring  the  scatter-cannon  to  his 
shoulder  a  coppery  streak  touched  with  red  at  the  head  of  it  and 
with  a  whirlin’  blur  behind,  flashed  from  sight  along  the  circle  of 
the  river.  In  the  same  instant  there  rose  a  fearful  howl  of  grief 
from  the  wire-haired  terror. 

Pore  dog,  indeed  pore  Dublin,  sure  he  had  a  right  to  howl,  for 
all  but  a  stub  of  his  tail  was  gone,  clipped  clean  away  before  he 
could  wink  an  eye.  Now  he  was  a  sad  dog,  with  tears  tricklin’ 
from  his  eyes  as  he  looked  up  at  Paul  Bunyan.  He  whimpered 
and  moaned  with  a  sound  which  melted  into  that  whisperin’  from 
the  forest,  and  now  that  was  a  mystery  no  longer  to  Paul  Bunyan. 
He  knew  the  reason  for  the  sorrowful  sound.  Certainly  all  the 
timber  beasts  had  been  denuded  of  their  tails,  and  like  Dublin  all 
were  bemoanin’  their  loss.  And  the  robber  of  all  was  none  other 
than  this  red-headed  thunderbolt  in  coppery  feathers,  this  fero¬ 
cious  fowl  who  drove  like  lightnin’  through  the  air  by  the  power 
of  his  whirlin’  wing  tail. 

Paul  Bunyan  figgered  that  out  as  he  doctored  Dublin’s  hurt 
with  arnicky,  stanched  it  and  bound  it.  Then  with  kind  words 
he  comforted  the  grievin’  terror.  As  he  did  so,  he  again  heard 
that  sound  like  the  mutter  of  a  mince  from  its  lair;  and  it  soon 
growed  into  rolls  of  thunder. 

The  great  hunter  of  the  woods  stared  up  at  the  sound,  his  head 
turnin’  back  till  the  tip  of  his  curly  black  beard  waved  at  the  sky. 
And  here  was  the  roar  and  the  rush  again ;  but  now  it  was  Paul 
Bunyan ’s  time  to  howl;  for  all  of  his  beard  was  gone,  so  it  was, 
nipped  and  clipped  slick  away  from  his  chin. 

But  Paul  Bunyan  did  not  howl  with  grief,  nor  did  he  roar  with 
rage  or  sigh  with  sorrow  or  anything  like  that  at  all.  Paul  Bun¬ 
yan  was  not  that  kind  of  a  man.  Enough  had  happened,  indade, 
to  drive  anybody  distracted— the  ruin  of  the  game,  the  loss  of 
the  grand  Christmas  dinner  he  had  planned  for  his  men,  the 
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thievery  of  Dublin’s  fine  tail,  and  the  snippin’  and  pluckin’  away 
of  his  famous  beard.  Disaster  and  disgrace  it  all  was,  enough  to 
make  even  a  hero  like  Paul  Bunyan  despair. 

But  sure  the  great  hunter  would  not  give  up,  not  even  when  he 
realized  that  he  could  do  no  thinkin’  until  his  beard  growed  out 
again.  Paul  Bunyan  could  think  only  when  he  brushed  his  beard 
with  a  young  pine  tree.  Now  he  had  no  beard  to  brush  at  all. 

“If  I  cannot  think,  then  I  must  act,”  said  Paul  Bunyan,  makin’ 
the  best  of  things.  “And  I’ll  do  that  soon  and  sudden.” 

What  to  do  was  plain  enough.  Paul  Bunyan  could  see  it  all 
without  thinkin’.  Both  times  the  wing-tailed  terrible  turkey  had 
flown  in  a  perfect  circle,  follyin’  the  course  of  Round  River.  To 
get  the  feathered  thunderbolt  on  the  wing,  he  must  shoot  in  a 
circle.  So  Paul  Bunyan  first  bent  the  forty-seven  barrels  of  his 
scatter-cannon  so  that  they  would  do  just  that — shoot  their  loads 
of  cannon  balls  in  an  in-curve  that  would  exactly  folly  the  course 
of  Round  River. 

Next,  it  was  plain  that  he  must  set  up  a  lure,  to  bring  the 
ferocious  fowl  swoopin’  down  again.  Paul  Bunyan  fixed  a  lure  by 
pluckin’  a  colossyal  cat  tail  from  the  river  bank  and  bindin’  it  to 
the  pore  stump  left  to  Dublin.  The  dog  whimpered,  and  he  shed 
more  tears  at  such  a  fake  of  a  tail;  he  felt  disgraced,  indade,  to 
have  a  cat  tail  foisted  on  such  a  tremenjus  dog  as  himself,  and 
would  have  stuck  it  betwixt  his  hind  legs  and  crept  off  in  shame. 
But  Paul  Bunyan  spoke  to  him  stern-like,  and  Dublin,  obejient 
wire-haired  terror  that  he  was,  set  up  and  took  notice,  flourishin’ 
the  shameful  fake  of  a  tail  to  please  his  master. 

Well,  the  fake  fooled  the  terrible  turkey,  who  had  no  more 
brains  than  the  small  gobblers  of  our  own  time.  Soon  there  was 
the  mutter  again,  and  then  the  thunder.  A  coppery  streak  bolted 
down  from  the  blue  sky,  and  the  false  tail  was  snipped  up  like 
lightnin’.  So  fast  was  it  grabbed  and  gobbled  that  Paul  Bunyan ’s 
scatter-cannon  would  have  been  no  use  at  all,  had  not  the  terrible 
turkey  gone  red  with  wrath  over  the  deceit  played  on  him.  He 
stopped  in  mid  air  to  spit  the  cat  tail  out  of  his  beak,  and  also  to 
strut  and  pout — and  that  was  the  chance  for  the  great  hunter  to 
bring  him  down. 

For  two  seconds  Paul  Bunyan  took  careful  aim.  The  terrible 
turkey  hovered  low,  and  so  was  on  a  level  with  Paul  Bunyan’s 
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shoulders.  While  he  hovered,  he  puffed  and  swelled,  the  terrible 
turkey  did,  till  only  his  wattles  showed  like  flames  from  his 
ruffles  of  coppery  feathers.  His  wrathy  gobbles  sounded  like 
the  stormiest  thunder  now.  The  wing  tail  of  him,  spread  like  a 
windmill,  whirled  slow,  just  holdin’  him  above  the  trees. 

Paul  Bunyan’s  aim  was  set.  He  squeezed  the  trigger,  and 
the  forty-seven  barrels  roared  as  one  cannon.  The  balls  whistled 
and  screamed,  powder  smoke  fogged  up  like  a  storm  cloud,  the 
earth  shook,  the  timber  shivered,  and  waves  rolled  over  the  river 
from  the  mighty  blast  of  Paul  Bunyan’s  scatter-cannon.  The 
terrible  turkey  took  alarm  in  the  instant  of  an  instant,  so  he  did. 

The  cloud  of  balls  was  hardly  out  of  the  muzzles  before  he  was 
off  at  full  speed,  his  side  wings  spread,  his  wing  tail  a  whirlin’ 
blur  again,  his  body  a  red-headed  coppery  streak. 

“A  second  too  late,”  groaned  Paul  Bunyan.  “He  is  out-flyin’ 
my  cannon  balls,  a  curse  on  me  now  for  bein’  too  careful  and 
slow!  ” 

The  terrible  turkey  was  gone.  The  streak  and  blur  of  him 
disappeared  around  the  curve  of  the  river.  The  cloud  of  cannon 
balls  curved  after  him,  but  slower,  and  they  were  soon  left  behind. 

Paul  Bunyan  was  like  to  give  up  at  that.  He  was  minded  to 
turn  his  back  on  the  huntin’  woods  at  once  and  return  to  his 
loggers  with  an  empty  bag.  Never  had  he  been  so  grieved,  to 
know  that  this  year  he  could  give  his  loggers  no  fine  Christmas 
dinner.  Dublin  stood  by  him  and  licked  his  hand,  tryin’  also, 
pore  dog,  to  wag  the  stub  of  a  tail  which  was  left  to  him. 

“So  we  must  go  back,  Dublin,”  said  Paul  Bunyan  sadly,  “with¬ 
out  even  a  mince  for  the  loggers.  Dear,  oh,  dear,  and  such  a 
curse!” 

He  swung  his  gun  over  his  shoulder  to  go.  Just  then  the  terrible 
turkey  thundered  down  the  river  again.  It  was  roarin’  thunder 
indade  this  trip,  for  the  fowl  had  his  wing  tail  whirlin’  at  the 
speed  limit.  Down  the  river  he  curved,  and  was  gone.  And  now, 
from  away  back  up  the  river,  sounded  the  whistle  and  screech  of 
the  cannon  balls,  too  slow  indade  for  that  feathered  thunderbolt. 
Paul  Bunyan  blushed  with  shame  to  see  them  so  far  behind. 

Now  they  were  beginnin’  to  fall.  White  spouts  of  water  and 
foam  gushed  up  from  the  river  as  spent  cannon  balls  dropped,  the 
spray  flashin’  in  the  sunlight,  makin’  rainbows  bright  to  see.  But 
Paul  Bunyan  took  no  joy  in  the  sight.  He  was  ashamed  to  think 
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that  his  cannon  balls  were  so  slow  that  the  terrible  turkey  might 
catch  ’em  from  behind  in  the  great  circle  of  the  river. 

Paul  Bunyan  raised  his  eyes,  to  look  behind  the  cannon  balls 
which  still  whistled  and  whined  down  the  river.  And  now  Paul 
Bunyan  got  a  hope,  a  flimsy  and  scrawny  hope,  but  he  needed  no 
more.  Paul  Bunyan  was  that  kind  of  a  man. 

“Up  and  ready,  Dublin!”  he  roared.  “Sic  ’em,  boy!  Up  the 
river!” 

That  was  enough  for  Dublin.  What  was  up  the  wire-haired 
terror  didn’t  know,  but  he  lepped  up  river.  And  with  that  Paul 
Bunyan  threw  up  his  scatter-cannon  with  the  forty-seven  barrels 
of  it  curved  like  a  hoop;  and  he  let  fly.  After  the  terrible  turkey? 
Not  at  all.  Sure,  he’d  tried  that  once.  The  bird  was  too  fast  for 
that.  Paul  Bunyan  turned  his  back  and  fired  in  the  opposite 
direction.  For  when  he  said  to  Dublin,  “Up  the  river,  boy,”  he’d 
bent  the  forty-seven  barrels  to  the  other  side.  Down  the  river 
curved  the  big  bird  and  was  gone.  So  up  the  river  curved  the 
shot,  whistling  and  screeching.  And  Dublin  after  them. 

There  was  a  great  sound  as  the  terrible  turkey  flew  head  on  into 
them  new  cannon  balls.  Feathers  flew  in  clouds,  and  the  river 
boiled  and  foamed  as  the  cannon  balls  splashed  down.  The  ter¬ 
rible  turkey  fell,  but  in  a  great  rainbow  curve,  for  his  speed  car¬ 
ried  him  on,  turnin’  him  over  and  over,  while  the  dog  lepped  in 
frantic  chase  of  him. 

Paul  Bunyan,  runnin’  after  both,  saw  the  terrible  turkey  sail 
down  like  a  coppery  cloud,  while  Dublin  lunged  up  like  a  black- 
spotted  white  cloud  to  meet  him.  The  great  hunter  reached  the 
death-grapple  just  in  time.  With  one  snap  Dublin  had  taken  off 
the  terrible  turkey’s  head  in  return  for  his  tail  and  was  goin’  after 
the  rest  of  him.  Paul  Bunyan  had  to  grope  his  way  to  the  dog 
through  a  snowstorm  of  feathers,  but  he  got  there  in  time. 

Dublin  soon  had  the  terrible  turkey  well  plucked.  And  when 
Paul  Bunyan  saw  the  royal  drumsticks  of  the  fowl,  the  rich  meat 
of  his  breast,  the  grandeur  of  his  giblets,  and  all  the  rest,  his  glad¬ 
ness  was  3o  great  that  he  was  like  to  sheddin’  tears  of  joy. 

“Would  you  but  look  at  the  drumsticks  of  him,  Dublin!”  cried 
Paul  Bunyan.  “What  logger  would  ask  for  a  rabbit  stew,  deer 
steak  or  cinnamon  bear  roast,  when  he  can  have  such  fine  eatin’ 
as  this  for  his  Christmas  dinner?  Tender  and  plump,  juicy  and 
drippin’,  crisped  to  a  fine  golden  brown,  stuffed  till  he  bulges, 
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this  behemoth  of  a  bird  will  be  enough  for  twice  seven  hun’erd 
men.  Here  is  the  meat  for  the  finest  Christmas  dinner  ever  heard 
of;  yes,  sir!” 

Yet  the  Dublin  dog  looked  troubled.  And  Paul  Bunyan  knew 
why. 

“Never  mind,”  said  the  great  logger  cheerily.  “I’ll  invent  a 
recipe  for  mince  meat  which  will  beat  that  from  the  mutterin’ 
minces  of  the  Round  River  woods.  You  leave  it  to  me,  Dublin.” 

And  so  Paul  Bunyan  did.  He  invented  such  fine  mince  meat 
that  cooks  have  used  it  ever  since,  and  minces  are  never  hunted 
any  more  for  their  meat  at  all.  And  the  dinner  from  the  terrible 
turkey  was  so  ravishin’  to  Paul  Bunyan’s  seven  hun’erd  men  that 
they  took  his  breast  bone  and  made  a  mountain  out  of  it,  to  stand 
as  a  moniment  to  the  first  Christmas  turkey  dinner. 

And  so  we  have  had  turkey  dinners  for  Christmas  ever  since. 
To  be  sure,  they  are  not  terrible  turkeys  nowadays,  for  Paul 
Bunyan  glued  up  the  tails  of  all  the  young  ones  of  the  turkey 
tribe,  and  soon  they  had  forgot  how  to  fly  with  any  but  their 
side  wings.  But  even  our  tame  turkeys  of  to-day  will  pout  and 
strut  and  spread  their  stiff  tails,  just  like  the  terrible  turkey  of 
old.  And  their  tails  look  like  windmills,  but  never  can  they 
twist  and  turn,  to  make  turkeys  fly  like  lightnin’  and  thunder. 
Nor  can  our  tame  turkeys  bite  off  dogs’  tails,  but  they  will  peck 
at  them  every  chance,  in  memory  of  what  the  daddy  of  ’em  all 
used  to  do. 

There  is  a  bit  of  sadness  to  remember,  too.  For  the  rabbit  was 
made  a  coward  by  the  loss  of  the  tail  with  which  he  choked 
panthers  in  the  old  times,  and  the  rabbit  roars  no  more.  Nor  did 
deer,  bobcats  and  bears  ever  grow  fine  tails  again.  Neither  do 
you  see  tails  worth  the  mention  on  wire-haired  terriers,  these 
tiny  descendants  of  Dublin,  the  tremendous  terror  who  follied  the 
first  great  hunter  of  the  woods. 

But  sure  it  was  worth  it  all  to  discover  the  glory  of  turkey  for 
Christmas  dinner.  For  that  you  must  ever  remember  Paul  Bun¬ 
yan. 

Old  Larrity  was  silent.  Jeff  stroked  his  dog’s  head  and  stared 
out  into  the  tall  timber.  Now,  here  in  the  autumn  woods,  he  can 
imagine  that  he  was  Paul  Bunyan  and  that  Mike  the  pup  was 
Dublin,  a  wire-haired  terror  as  tall  as  a  tree. 
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THE  MODEL  HOUSE1 

By  WILLIAM  HAZLETT  UPSON 

(From  The  Saturday  Evening  Post) 

Alexander  Botts 
European  Representative 
For  the  Earthworm  Tractor 

Hotel  Minerva,  Florence,  Italy, 
September  25,  1928. 

Mr.  Gilbert  Henderson, 

Sales  Manager, 

Earthworm  Tractor  Company, 

Earthworm  City,  Illinois. 

Dear  Henderson:  I  arrived  in  Florence  early  this  afternoon, 
along  with  good  old  Gadget,  who  continues  to  be  the  most  help¬ 
ful  and  efficient  wife  a  tractor  salesman  ever  had,  and  with  Marco 
Manzione,  the  young  Italian  whom  I  have  hired  as  first  assistant 
for  my  big  selling  drive  in  this  country.  Marco  had  sent  word 
ahead,  and  our  prospect  was  here  at  the  hotel  when  we  arrived. 
It  is  most  fortunate  that  we  came,  as  I  am  practically  sure  that 
this  bozo  is  going  to  buy  a  tractor. 

His  name  is  Signor  Taddeo  Ghini.  And  in  spite  of  the  fact 
that  he  is  an  Italian — he  was  born  at  a  little  town  called  Sanzo, 
about  ten  kilometers  from  here — he  is  a  tall  blond  with  light 
hair  and  blue  eyes.  He  seems  to  have  plenty  of  brains  and  lots 
of  money.  He  speaks  English  very  well,  as  he  went  to  America 
twenty  years  ago  at  the  age  of  fifteen,  and  has  lived  there  ever 
since,  gradually  building  up  a  very  prosperous  business  as  a  build¬ 
ing  contractor  in  a  town  in  New  Jersey.  And  he  seems  very  much 
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interested  in  the  Earthworm  tractor.  Take  it  all  around,  he  is 
obviously  a  fine  fellow,  and  one  whose  acquaintance  I  have  a  feel¬ 
ing  may  well  be  cultivated. 

“I  am  in  something  of  a  hurry,”  he  said,  when  we  had  intro¬ 
duced  ourselves.  “I  am  driving  out  to  look  over  a  farm  I  have 
recently  purchased  near  Fiesole.  Could  you  people  come  along? 
If  I  buy  a  tractor,  it  would  be  used  on  this  farm,  so  it  wouldn’t 
hurt  you  to  look  it  over.” 

“We  would  be  delighted  to  come,”  I  said. 

Signor  Ghini  led  us  out  into  the  Piazza  Santa  Maria  Novella 
and  we  all  got  into  his  automobile — a  very  expensive-looking, 
American,  sport  touring  car.  The  chauffeur  started  the  motor, 
and  as  we  drove  along  Signor  Ghini  explained  to  Gadget  and  to 
me  why  he  was  interested  in  a  tractor. 

“I  am  thinking  of  buying  one  of  your  machines,”  he  said,  “as  a 
gift  for  my  father  and  mother.” 

“You  are  very  generous,”  said  Gadget. 

“I’m  afraid  I’m  not,”  he  said.  “Most  of  my  life  I  have  treated 
my  parents  pretty  badly.  I  went  to  America  when  I  was  a  boy, 
and  stayed  over  there  for  twenty  years,  working  hard  and  making 
money  for  myself,  and  forgetting  all  about  the  old  folks  back 
here.  You  know  how  it  is.  When  you  are  away  from  people 
you  forget  about  them.  If  you  don’t  watch  yourself  you  lose 
touch  with  them  completely.” 

“Yes,”  I  said,  “I  suppose  that  is  natural.” 

“It  is  natural,”  he  said,  “but  it’s  not  right.  Well,  one  evening 
last  spring  I  was  reading  a  book.” 

“You  were  reading  a  book?”  said  Gadget. 

Signor  Ghini  smiled.  He  had  a  very  pleasant  smile.  “Yes,” 
he  said.  “Of  course  I  am  nothing  but  a  building  contractor,  but 
in  spite  of  that  I  do  read  a  book  once  in  a  while.” 

“Nothing  to  be  ashamed  of,”  I  said.  “Even  a  tractor  salesman 
has  been  known  at  rare  intervals  to  do  the  same.” 

“This  book  which  I  was  reading,”  he  continued,  “was  the 
Autobiography  of  Benvenuto  Cellini.” 

“I  have  read  it,”  said  Gadget,  who  is  always  right  there  on  this 
highbrow  stuff. 

“Maybe  you  remember,  then,  madam,”  continued  Signor  Ghini, 
“that  this  Benvenuto  was  a  pretty  wild  proposition.” 
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“Yes,”  said  Gadget. 

“He  was  a  good  artist,  and  handy  with  tools,  but  he  was  crazy 
as  a  bedbug.  Anybody  he  didn’t  like,  he  would  stick  a  knife  in 
them,  or  crack  them  over  the  head  as  quick  as  you  or  I  would  swat 
a  fly.  Half  his  life  he  spent  fighting,  for  no  reason  at  all  except 
that  he  had  such  a  vile  temper.  And  yet  this  man — who  had 
practically  no  morals  at  all — was  constantly  sending  money  to 
his  old  father  here  in  Florence.  As  I  read  that  book  I  became 
more  and  more  ashamed  of  myself.  Here  was  this  wicked  Ben¬ 
venuto,  a  self-confessed  murderer,  eking  out  a  difficult  and  un¬ 
certain  living  at  his  goldsmithing,  and  yet  sending  generous 
amounts  to  his  father.  And  there  was  I,  smug,  self-satisfied,  a 
supposedly  respectable  citizen  making  more  money  in  the  house¬ 
building  business  than  I  could  possibly  use,  and  yet  keeping  it  all 
for  myself.  You  wouldn’t  believe  it,  but  I  had  never  sent  my 
parents  a  single  cent.  And  for  several  years  I  hadn’t  even  writ¬ 
ten  them.  It  started  me  thinking.  And  when  I  start  thinking,  I 
usually  do  something  about  it.” 

“And  what  did  you  do?”  I  asked. 

“The  first  thing  I  did,  I  arranged  my  business  so  I  could  take 
a  long  vacation.  Then,  last  June,  I  came  over  here  and  visited 
my  parents.  They  are  very  fine  people,  Mr.  Botts.” 

“I  have  no  doubt  of  it,”  I  said. 

“I  had  come,”  continued  Signor  Ghini,  “with  the  idea  of  doing 
something  rather  substantial  for  my  parents.  I  am  not  exactly  a 
multimillionaire,  but  I  have  been  successful.  And  as  I  am  not 
married,  I  have  more  money  than  I  need  for  myself.  I  had 
thought  of  buying  my  father  and  mother  a  large  castle  or  villa 
somewhere  around  here,  so  that  they  could  spend  the  rest  of  their 
days  in  luxury  and  elegance.  But  as  soon  as  I  had  spent  one 
afternoon  with  them  I  saw  that  this  would  not  do  at  all.” 

“Why  not?”  asked  Gadget. 

“Because  they  are  plain  country  people — peasants,  I  suppose 
you  would  call  them.  They  have  always  lived  very  simply,  and 
they  are  too  old  to  change.” 

“Are  you  sure  about  that?”  I  asked.  “I  doubt  if  anybody  ever 
gets  too  old  to  appreciate  a  little  extra  luxury.” 

“You  are  right,”  said  Signor  Ghini.  “A  little  extra  luxury  is 
all  right,  but  not  too  much.  I  asked  my  parents  one  day,  in  an 
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offhand  manner,  how  they  would  like  to  live  in  a  big  house  with 
lots  of  servants,  and  they  both  laughed  derisively  at  the  idea. 
They  have  been  used  to  doing  their  own  work,  and  a  lot  of  ser¬ 
vants  would  only  be  a  nuisance.  They  absolutely  don’t  want  to 
have  anything  to  do  with  servants.  At  the  same  time,  as  they 
grow  older,  the  housework  and  the  chores  become  more  and  more 
of  a  burden.  Right  now  my  younger  sister  is  with  them,  and  she 
is  a  great  help.  But  she  is  going  to  be  married  pretty  soon,  and 
my  parents  will  be  left  alone.  It  will  be  a  little  hard  for  them, 
but  I  think  I  have  figured  out  a  scheme  that  will  help  them.” 

“And  what  is  the  scheme?”  asked  Gadget. 

Signor  Ghini  smiled  happily.  “I  think,”  he  said,  “I  have  hit  on 
exactly  the  thing.  About  two  months  ago  I  bought  a  small  farm 
with  a  very  simple  little  house  on  it,  and  since  then  I  have  worked 
like  mad  fixing  it  up  as  a  model  servantless  house.” 

“What  a  marvelous  idea,”  said  Gadget. 

“Do  you  really  think  so?” 

“Of  course.” 

“And  do  you  think  my  parents  will  like  it?” 

“Of  course  they  will.” 

“I  certainly  hope  so,”  said  Signor  Ghini.  “I  haven’t  told  them 
anything  about  it.  It  is  going  to  be  a  surprise.  I’m  going  to 
bring  them  over  to-morrow  and  present  it  to  them.  I  am  giving 
the  place  a  last  inspection  this  afternoon.  We  are  almost  there 
now.” 

All  this  time  the  car  had  been  climbing  up  onto  the  high  land 
northeast  of  the  city.  We  passed  through  a  town  called  Fiesole 
and  finally  stopped  in  front  of  a  small  stone  house  a  short  dis¬ 
tance  beyond. 

“Come  on  in,”  said  Signor  Ghini. 

We  entered.  We  looked  around.  And  for  several  minutes  we 
were  speechless  with  astonishment  and  admiration.  It  was  just  a 
little  place,  but  everything  in  it  was  absolutely  perfect.  There 
was  a  small  living  and  dining  room  with  stone  walls,  oak  beams 
overhead,  a  fireplace,  and  ancient  leaded-glass  windows.  The  fur¬ 
niture  was  plain  and  simple.  It  must  have  been  very  old.  The 
wood  looked  as  if  it  had  been  waxed  and  polished  for  hundreds 
of  years,  and  it  had  a  rich,  warm  glow  about  it  that  you  never 
find  in  new  furniture. 
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There  were  two  cute  bedrooms,  each  with  a  bathroom.  At  one 
side  of  the  house  was  a  cool  little  inclosed  garden,  and  a  terrace 
with  a  view  of  the  valley  of  the  Arno,  the  whole  city  of  Florence, 
and  the  hills  beyond.  We  looked  at  this  view  for  at  least  ten 
minutes.  Then  Signor  Ghini  took  us  back  into  the  house  and 
showed  us  the  kitchen. 

“In  furnishing  this  place,”  he  explained,  “I  have  tried  to  com¬ 
bine  the  best  of  Italy  with  the  best  of  America.  The  living  room 
and  the  bedrooms  are  in  the  old  Italian-peasant  style.  The  bath¬ 
rooms  and  the  kitchen  are  pure  American.  I  am  especially  proud 
of  this  kitchen.” 

“I  should  think  you  might  be,”  said  Gadget.  “What  a  kitchen! 
What  a  kitchen!” 

Signor  Ghini  was  much  pleased.  “Practically  all  this  stuff 
came  from  America,”  he  said.  “Look,  the  electric  refrigerator 
was  turned  on  only  this  morning,  and  already  we  have  plenty  of 
ice  cubes.  This  little  door  is  where  you  throw  the  garbage.  It 
drops  down  into  the  incinerator  in  the  cellar.  This  other  door 
is  the  clothes  chute.” 

“And  what’s  this  over  here?”  asked  Gadget. 

“That’s  the  dishwasher  sink.  You  stack  the  dishes  in  this  wire 
basket  right  over  the  little  paddle  wheel.  You  turn  this  handle, 
which  lets  in  hot  water.  You  throw  in  washing  powder.  You 
close  the  lid.  And  you  start  the  paddle  wheel,  which  shoots  the 
water  all  over  the  dishes.  Then  you  drain  out  the  dirty  water, 
rinse  the  dishes,  and  the  job  is  done.” 

“Alexander,”  said  Gadget,  “when  we  get  back  to  California  I 
must  have  one  of  these  things.” 

“Over  here,”  said  Signor  Ghini,  “is  the  electric  mixing  machine; 
it  mixes  dough,  grinds  meat  and  coffee,  slices  vegetables,  beats 
eggs,  whips  cream,  turns  the  ice-cream  freezer,  and  even  grinds 
knives  and  scissors.” 

“Swell!”  said  Gadget.  “I  must  have  one  of  these  too.” 

“The  two  kitchen  cabinets,”  continued  Signor  Ghini,  “are  the 
best  that  can  be  bought.” 

“And  the  arrangement  is  so  good,”  said  Gadget.  “Everything 
is  placed  so  you  don’t  have  to  waste  steps  at  all.” 

“This  thing  here,”  said  Signor  Ghini,  “is  the  electric  wine 
press.” 
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“Is  that  American  too?”  I  asked. 

“Certainly,”  he  said,  “although  over  there  it  is  sold  as  a  grape- 
juice  extractor.  And  now  we  will  look  at  the  cellar.” 

We  descended  the  stairs  and  inspected  the  washing  machine. 
It  had  one  compartment  for  washing,  and  another  where  the 
clothes  could  be  whirled  around  until  dry.  Signor  Ghini  had  put 
in  a  few  old  towels  for  demonstration  purposes.  He  ran  some 
water  over  them,  gave  them  a  spin,  and  then  showed  us  with 
great  pride  how  the  water  had  been  whirled  out  of  them.  After 
this  he  had  us  look  over  the  ironing  machine,  the  garbage  incin¬ 
erator,  the  hot-water  heater  and  the  oil-burning,  steam-heating 
plant.  Then  we  went  out  to  the  barn. 

“My  father,”  explained  Signor  Ghini,  “would  never  be  happy 
without  a  little  farm  work.  There  are  about  ten  hectares  of 
ground  here,  and  as  he  will  probably  want  to  work  it  all,  I  think 
he  ought  to  have  a  tractor.” 

“I  am  sure  of  it,”  I  said. 

“I  have  practically  decided  to  get  one,”  he  went  on,  “but  I  don’t 
know  as  much  about  agricultural  machinery  as  I  do  about  house¬ 
hold  appliances.  I  hate  to  bother  you  too  much,  but  I  was  won¬ 
dering  if  you  could  bring  your  tractor  out  here  to-morrow  and 
demonstrate  it.  I  don’t  want  to  buy  it  until  I  am  sure  that 
it  will  work  out  all  right  on  this  particular  farm.” 

“You  are  absolutely  right,”  I  said.  “We  will  go  back  to  Flor¬ 
ence  at  once,  stop  at  the  freight  station  and  get  the  machine  which 
we  have  had  shipped  down  from  Genoa.  We’ll  grease  it  up  and 
get  it  all  ready  this  afternoon.  And  to-morrow  morning  we’ll  bring 
it  out.” 

“Fine,”  said  Signor  Ghini.  “I  will  drive  you  back  to  Florence 
at  once.” 

As  we  were  leaving,  a  very  pretty  Italian  girl  and  a  nice-looking 
young  Italian  man  appeared,  and  Signor  Ghini  introduced  them 
as  his  sister  and  her  boy  friend.  After  chatting  with  them  a  few 
minutes  our  host  led  us  back  to  his  car  and  we  started  along 
the  road, to  Florence. 

“My  sister  and  her  future  husband,”  he  remarked,  “are  very 
keen  about  this  house.  They  have  encouraged  me  a  lot.  Some¬ 
times  I  get  scared  for  fear  my  parents  won’t  like  it,  but  they 
tell  me  I  am  crazy  and  that  they  are  sure  to  just  love  it.” 
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“Of  course  they  will,”  said  Gadget.  “It  is  a  peach  of  a  little 
place.  And  it  is  a  wonderful  thing  you  are  doing,  fixing  it  up  this 
way  and  giving  it  to  them.” 

“I  am  glad  you  think  so.  A  lot  of  people  think  I  am  all  wrong.” 

“Apple  sauce.  Why  should  they  think  that?” 

“There  is  a  lot  of  criticism  by  people  in  the  neighborhood — 
especially  those  belonging  to  what  you  might  call  the  upper  crust 
of  society.” 

“What  do  they  say?”  asked  Gadget. 

“First  of  all,  they  say  that  in  Florence  and  the  vicinity  there 
are  a  great  many  of  the  fine  old  families  that  were  completely  im¬ 
poverished  by  the  war.  These  people  had  been  used  to  all  the 
luxuries,  and  now  a  lot  of  them  don’t  even  have  the  necessities. 
Some  of  them  have  to  do  their  own  housework.  A  few  have  even 
had  to  find  jobs  to  support  themselves.” 

“That’s  tough  luck  on  them,”  said  Gadget,  “but  what  has  all 
this  to  do  with  your  giving  your  parents  a  house?” 

“They  say  that  it’s  an  insult  to  these  people — these  real  ladies 
and  gentlemen — to  flaunt  in  their  faces  the  spectacle  of  a  couple 
of  uneducated  peasants  enjoying  so  many  luxuries  that  the  real 
aristocrats  now  have  to  do  without.” 

“What  else  do  they  say?” 

“Oh,  they  say  a  lot  more.  Besides  insulting  the  upper  classes, 
I  am  starting  in  to  ruin  the  lower  classes.  They  say  that  even 
the  best  peasants  and  servants  are  completely  ruined  by  too  much 
wealth.  They  become  proud  and  independent.  They  forget  their 
proper  station  in  life.  They  become  impudent  and  refuse  to  work 
for  their  superiors  except  at  outrageously  high  wages.  Besides 
this,  they  misuse  any  luxuries  you  give  them.  They  spend  their 
money  foolishly,  and  in  the  end  are  much  worse  off  than  if  they 
had  been  left  in  their  natural  state  of  healthy  simplicity.” 

“And  these  people  think  that  by  giving  your  parents  this  house 
you  are  going  to  spoil  them  completely — is  that  it?” 

“Apparently  it  is,”  said  Signor  Ghini. 

“If  I  were  you,”  said  Gadget,  “I  would  go  right  ahead  and  spoil 
them  as  much  as  possible.  I  think  they ’ll  enjoy  it.” 

“Of  course  they  will,”  I  said. 

“Well,”  said  Signor  Ghini,  “I’m  going  ahead  with  it  anyway, 
and  I  hope  it  turns  out  all  right.” 
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When  we  reached  Florence  we  had  the  chauffeur  drop  Marco, 
Gadget  and  me  at  the  freight  station.  We  claimed  the  tractor 
and  the  plow,  and  got  them  all  ready  for  the  demonstration. 
To-morrow  morning  we  will  get  under  way  early,  and  by  to¬ 
morrow  night  I  hope  to  write  you  that  we  have  made  a  sale  and 
contributed  our  bit  toward  the  ruination  of  Signor  Ghini’s  re¬ 
spected  old  father  and  mother. 

Most  sincerely, 

Alexander  Botts. 


Alexander  Botts 
European  Representative 

EOR  THE 

Earthworm  Tractor 

Hotel  Minerva,  Florence, 

Wednesday  evening,  September  26,  1928. 

Mr.  Gilbert  Henderson, 

Earthworm  Tractor  Company, 

Earthworm  City,  Illinois. 

Dear  Henderson:  What  a  day  this  has  been!  And  this  eve¬ 
ning  we  absolutely  don’t  know  where  we  are  at.  Last  night  I 
had  rather  laughed  at  Signor  Ghini’s  fears  that  he  might  fail  to 
please  his  parents  or  that  he  might  in  some  mysterious  way  ruin 
them.  But  to-night  there  is  nothing  to  laugh  at  at  all.  For  it 
appears  that  Signor  Ghini  has  not  only  ruined  his  parents;  he 
seems  to  have  annihilated  them  entirely.  Furthermore,  our 
chances  of  selling  the  tractor  seem  to  be  fairly  slim — and  all 
through  no  fault  of  mine,  or  Gadget’s,  or  Marco’s. 

Early  this  morning  I  drove  the  tractor  out  of  the  city,  up  the 
hill,  through  Fiesole,  and  on  to  the  little  villa.  Gadget  rode  be¬ 
side  me  and  Marco  occupied  the  seat  on  the  plow.  We  arrived 
about  nine  o’clock,  and  found  that  Signor  Ghini’s  sister  and  the 
boy  friend  were  already  there.  They  were  both  much  excited. 
Signor  Ghini  had  gone  in  his  car  to  his  old  home  in  the  village 
of  Sanzo,  about  ten  kilometers  distant  over  the  hill.  He  was 
going  to  bring  the  old  father  and  mother  to  their  beautiful  new 
house.  He  was  apt  to  arrive  at  any  moment. 
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We  drove  the  tractor  out  past  the  barn  to  the  edge  of  the  field 
which  was  to  be  plowed.  Here  we  left  it  and  returned  to  the 
house,  arriving  just  as  Signor  Ghini  and  his  parents  came  in. 

The  father  was  as  fine  a  looking  old  bozo  as  I  have  ever  seen. 
He  was  tall  and  blond  like  his  son,  but  he  was  much  more  inter¬ 
esting-looking.  His  face  had  been  toasted  so  many  years  in  the 
blazing  Italian  sun  that  it  was  brown  and  tough  and  wrinkled  like 
a  baked  apple.  He  was  lean  but  powerful,  and  he  strode  into 
the  house  with  an  air  of  dignity  and  grandeur  that  would  be  hard 
to  beat.  The  mother  also  was  big  and  strong,  and  her  face  was 
almost  as  tanned  and  weather-beaten  as  that  of  her  husband. 

Signor  Ghini  had  told  his  parents  to  come  prepared  to  spend 
the  night,  so  they  had  brought  a  large,  dilapidated  valise  and  a 
small  basket  which  held  the  family  cat — a  splendid  coal-black 
creature  by  the  name  of  Mefisto. 

We  all  entered  the  house  and  stood  around  while  Signor  Ghini 
made  a  little  speech  of  presentation. 

At  first  the  old  patriarch  and  his  wife  couldn’t  understand  what 
it  was  all  about,  but  when  they  finally  realized  that  this  beautiful 
place  was  all  their  own,  their  faces  lighted  up  with  broad  smiles 
of  childlike  delight.  They  grabbed  their  son  and  hugged  him 
and  kissed  him  with  gratitude,  and  then  did  the  same  to  their 
daughter  and  their  prospective  son-in-law.  Signor  Ghini  glowed 
with  pleasure  and  satisfaction,  and  we  all  joined  in  with  congrat¬ 
ulations. 

“I  told  you  they’d  like  it,”  said  Gadget,  “and  they  do.” 

“Yes,”  said  Signor  Ghini.  “Isn’t  it  wonderful?” 

Everybody  seemed  completely  happy,  and  even  Mefisto,  the 
cat,  who  had  been  let  out  of  his  basket,  wandered  delightedly 
about  the  room,  rubbing  himself  against  the  furniture  and  regard¬ 
ing  everything  with  a  benign  eye. 

Signor  Ghini  started  to  take  the  new  owners  on  a  tour  of  in¬ 
spection  of  their  house,  and  Gadget  and  Marco  and  I  slipped  out 
to  start  up  the  tractor  and  get  the  plowing  under  way.  I  had 
Marco  drive  the  machine,  and  Gadget  and  I  stood  beside  the  field 
and  watched  the  work.  What  a  beautiful  picture  it  was!  Over¬ 
head,  the  brilliant  blue  Italian  sky.  In  the  distance,  the  valley  of 
the  Arno  and  the  noble  city  of  Florence.  A  little  nearer,  the 
church  tower,  the  villas,  the  cypress  trees  and  the  gardens  of  the 
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ancient  town  of  Fiesole.  And  in  the  foreground,  our  ten-horse¬ 
power  Earthworm  tractor  plowing  sturdily  along,  the  very  picture 
of  efficiency  and  beauty. 

“Look,”  I  said  proudly,  “we  have  here  the  same  thing  that 
Signor  Ghini  has  in  his  house — a  combination  of  all  that  is  love¬ 
liest  and  most  beautiful  in  Italy  and  in  America.” 

“How  true  that  is!”  said  Gadget. 

After  watching  the  plowing  for  a  while,  Gadget  and  I  strolled 
back  to  the  house  to  invite  the  other  people  to  come  out.  We 
found,  however,  that  they  were  all  helping  prepare  dinner  in  the 
elegant  new  kitchen.  They  invited  us  to  stick  around.  We  did 
so,  and  about  twelve  o’clock  there  was  a  fine  meal  on  the  table. 
Mefisto  had  a  special  plate  of  delicacies  in  the  cellar. 

The  two  old  people  had  been  doing  a  lot  of  helpless  puttering 
around,  but  none  of  the  real  work.  As  I  remarked  to  Gadget, 
they  seemed  to  be  bewildered  by  all  the  machinery  and  appli¬ 
ances.  I  began  to  wonder  whether  they  really  liked  this  new¬ 
fangled  house,  or  whether  they  were  just  pretending,  so  as  not  to 
hurt  the  feelings  of  their  son.  All  through  the  meal  they  talked 
and  laughed  pleasantly  enough,  but  it  seemed  to  me  they  were  not 
entirely  at  their  ease. 

After  dinner  I  relieved  Marco,  so  he  could  have  something  to 
eat.  And  when  he  had  finished,  I  turned  the  machine  back  to 
him  and  rejoined  the  rest  of  the  people  at  the  house.  When  I 
arrived  I  found  that  Mother  Ghini  was  getting  a  mild  bawling- 
out  for  having  thrown  the  garbage  down  the  clothes  chute  instead 
of  the  incinerator. 

“You  had  better  all  come  out  and  see  the  tractor,”  I  said. 

“Fine,”  said  Signor  Ghini.  “Let’s  go.” 

He  followed  me  out  to  the  field,  and  Gadget  and  the  sister  and 
the  boy  friend  also  came  along.  The  parents  seemed  more  in¬ 
terested  in  the  house,  however,  so  we  left  them  behind.  As  we 
watched  the  tractor,  I  delivered  one  of  my  snappiest  little  sales 
talks,  proving  conclusively  that  the  Earthworm  was  the  perfect 
machine  for  this  farm. 

Just  as  I  was  bringing  my  remarks  to  a  close,  there  came  a 
series  of  shouts  and  a  very  strange  and  very  loud  rattling  noise 
from  the  house.  We  all  rushed  back.  In  the  garden  we  found 
Father  and  Mother  Ghini  looking  very  much  startled.  From  in- 
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side  the  house  there  came  a  crashing  and  clattering  the  like  of 
which  I  had  never  heard.  I  ran  into  the  kitchen.  The  unholy 
racket  seemed  to  be  coming  from  the  dishwasher  sink.  I  leaped 
across  the  room  and  turned  off  the  switch.  The  uproar  stopped. 
I  lifted  the  lid  and  peered  inside  at  a  mass  of  broken  dishes. 
The  rest  of  the  company  came  crowding  in,  and  before  long  we 
found  out  what  had  happened.  It  was  very  simple.  As  soon  as 
father  and  mother  found  themselves  alone,  they  decided  to  do  a 
little  experimental  dishwashing.  They  put  a  lot  of  dishes  into  the 
machine.  But  they  left  out  the  wire  basket,  so  all  the  handsome 
crockery  was  piled  directly  on  top  of  the  paddle  wheel  at  the 
bottom.  And  when  the  paddle  wheel  started  whirling  it  was  just 
too  bad. 

[Note:  If  any  of  you  bozos  back  there  in  Earthworm  City  buy 
one  of  these  dishwashers — which  you  are  very  apt  to  do,  as  they 
are  wonderful  machines — you  had  better  tell  your  wives  to  be 
sure  to  use  the  wire  basket.  Otherwise  it  is  just  like  throwing  the 
plates  into  a  high-powered  electric  fan.] 

After  the  wreckage  had  been  cleared  away,  Gadget  and  I  drifted 
back  to  see  how  the  tractor  was  getting  along.  It  was  still  plow¬ 
ing  smoothly  and  steadily. 

“I  am  awfully  sorry,”  said  Gadget,  “that  they  had  that  acci¬ 
dent.  It  is  too  bad.” 

“The  guy  has  money,”  I  said;  “he  can  buy  more  dishes.” 

“It  isn’t  that,”  said  Gadget.  “Father  and  Mother  Ghini  aren’t 
any  too  well  sold  on  this  house  as  it  is.  And  it  wouldn’t  take 
many  accidents  like  that  to  discourage  them  completely.  And, 
besides,  it  takes  everybody’s  mind  off  our  tractor  demonstration. 
And  that  is  very  bad  for  us.” 

“Yes,”  I  agreed.  “It  is.” 

“After  all  the  excitement,”  said  Gadget,  “it  is  very  possible 
that  we  won’t  be  able  to  get  any  of  them  to  come  out  and  even 
look  at'  the  tractor.” 

But  she  was  wrong  about  that.  A  few  moments  later,  Signor 
Ghini,  with  the  sister  and  the  boy  friend,  joined  us.  We  were 
pleased  to  see  that  they  were  still  interested  in  our  machine. 

“I  am  sorry  you  did  not  bring  your  father  and  mother  out,” 
said  Gadget.  “I’d  like  them  to  see  this  demonstration.” 
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“They  are  so  much  interested  in  the  house,”  said  Signor  Ghini, 
“that  they  wanted  to  stay  behind.” 

“You  are  not  afraid  to  leave  them  alone  with  all  that  unfa¬ 
miliar  machinery?” 

“Oh,  no,”  he  said.  “They’ll  be  all  right.” 

From  the  direction  of  the  house  we  heard  loud  screams  and 
calls  for  assistance.  Mingled  with  the  human  cries  were  a  few 
frantic  yowls  that  could  only  have  come  from  Mefisto,  the  cat. 

“Good  Lord! ”  said  Gadget.  “What  have  they  done  now?” 

We  all  ran  as  fast  as  we  could,  but  by  the  time  we  reached  the 
house  the  calls  for  help  had  ceased.  All  was  quiet.  Not  a  person 
was  to  be  seen.  We  entered  the  kitchen.  Nobody  was  there.  We 
went  through  the  rest  of  the  house,  looking  in  closets,  under  beds 
— everywhere.  No  result.  Everything  was  in  order;  nothing, 
apparently,  had  been  disturbed;  but  there  was  no  sign  of  the 
Ghini  parents.  And  there  was  no  trace  of  Mefisto. 

“They  called  for  help,”  said  Signor  Ghini.  “They  were  in 
trouble.  They  needed  assistance.  Where  are  they?” 

We  inspected  the  cellar,  but  found  nothing. 

“We’ve  got  to  find  them!”  said  Signor  Ghini.  “And  we’ve  got 
to  hurry!  This  may  be  serious!  ” 

We  went  out  into  the  garden.  We  peered  under  the  rosebushes. 
We  looked  over  the  terrace.  No  trace  of  father.  No  trace  of 
mother.  No  trace  of  Mefisto. 

By  this  time  the  neighbors  had  begun  to  appear.  They  had 
heard  the  bloodcurdling  cries  for  help,  and  had  come  to  see  what 
was  the  matter.  The  first  arrival  was  a  little  fat  man  from  next 
door.  He  had  big  black  mustaches.  Behind  him  came  two 
elderly  ladies,  a  small  boy  and  a  couple  of  dogs,  but  none  of 
them  seemed  to  be  able  to  do  anything  but  ask  foolish  questions 
and  rush  hither  and  thither  about  the  garden  and  add  to  the  gen¬ 
eral  excitement. 

Signor  Ghini  became  more  and  more  agitated.  “We’ve  got  to 
do  something,”  he  kept  repeating.  “We’ve  got  to  do  something.” 

But  none  of  us  could  think  of  anything  much  to  do.  At  last 
a  couple  of  carabinieri  arrived.  Under  their  direction  a  number 
of  searching  parties  were  organized.  The  news  of  the  strange  dis¬ 
appearance  spread,  and  there  were  plenty  of  volunteer  helpers. 
With  a  force  of  at  least  a  hundred  people  we  worked  hard  all 
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afternoon,  beating  around  through  the  beautiful  gardens,  vine¬ 
yards,  fields,  roads  and  lanes  on  all  the  slopes  about  Fiesole.  But 
all  without  any  result  whatever.  The  old  couple  and  the  black 
cat  had  vanished  without  leaving  a  trace. 

At  six  o’clock  Gadget  and  Marco  and  I  returned  here  to  the 
hotel,  leaving  the  search  in  the  hands  of  the  authorities  and  the 
numerous  volunteers.  We  had  some  thought  of  going  back  this 
evening,  but  decided  that  they  had  plenty  of  help  and  that  we 
would  not  be  needed. 

I  have  been  spending  the  evening  writing  this  report.  Nat¬ 
urally,  there  has  been  no  chance  for  us  to  discuss  tractors  with 
Signor  Ghini,  so  I  will  have  to  close  without  letting  you  know 
whether  or  not  we  have  any  chance  to  make  a  sale.  So  no  more 
at  present  from  your  tired  salesman, 

Alexander  Botts. 


Alexander  Botts 
European  Representative 
por  THE 

Earthworm  Tractor 

Hotel  Minerva,  Florence,  Italy. 
Thursday,  September  27,  1928. 


Mr.  Gilbert  Henderson, 

Earthworm  Tractor  Company, 

Earthworm  City,  Illinois. 

Dear  Henderson:  While  we  were  eating  breakfast  this  morn¬ 
ing,  who  should  walk  in  on  us  but  Signor  Taddeo  Ghini  himself. 

“Well,”  he  said,  as  he  sank  wearily  into  a  chair,  “we  found 
them  at  last.” 

“Are  they  all  right?”  asked  Gadget. 

“They  are,”  he  said. 

“What  happened?  Where  are  they?” 

“It  is  very  disappointing,”  said  Signor  Ghini. 

“But  what  happened?” 

“It  is  a  bit  complicated.  You  remember  Mefisto?” 

“The  big  black  cat?”  Gadget  asked  him. 

“Yes,”  said  Signor  Ghini. 
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“Did  you  find  him  too?”  asked  Gadget. 

“We  did.” 

“And  he’s  all  right?” 

“He’s  all  right  now.  But  yesterday  he  had  a  little  accident. 
Probably  you  remember  that  we  gave  him  a  big  meal  down  the 
cellar.  When  he  finished  he  probably  felt  a  bit  sleepy.  He  began 
looking  for  a  good  place  to  take  a  nap.  And  he  discovered  those 
towels  that  I  had  left  in  the  drying  compartment  of  the  washing 
machine.  So  he  jumped  in.  And  that  is  where  he  made  a  mis¬ 
take.” 

“How  so?” 

“He  is  a  big,  clumsy  brute,”  explained  Signor  Ghini.  “When 
he  leaped  into  the  drying  compartment  he  must  have  bumped 
into  the  hinged  cover  in  such  a  way  that  he  knocked  it  shut  after 
him.  The  cover  has  a  spring  catch.  So  there  was  Mefisto — in¬ 
side  the  machine,  with  no  way  to  get  out.” 

“But  if  that’s  all  that  happened,”  said  Gadget,  “I  don’t  see—” 

“That  isn’t  all,”  said  Signor  Ghini.  “When  Mefisto  woke  up 
from  his  nap  and  found  he  was  a  prisoner  he  began  mewing  gently 
but  pitifully.  My  father  and  mother  heard  him  and  went  down 
the  cellar  to  see  what  was  the  matter.  They  tried  to  open  the 
cover,  but  they  are  not  used  to  machinery  and  they  made  an 
error.” 

“What  did  they  do?” 

“They  monkeyed  around,  trying  to  release  the  catch.  And  be¬ 
fore  they  realized  what  they  were  doing  they  had  turned  on  the 
electric  switch  and  started  the  dryer  rotating.” 

“With  the  cat  in  there?” 

“Yes,”  said  Signor  Ghini.  “Unfortunately  for  him,  Mefisto  was 
in  the  dryer.  And  it  certainly  took  him  for  a  ride.  What  a  whirl 
he  must  have  had.” 

“Did  it  kill  him?”  asked  Gadget. 

“Oh,  no.  You  can’t  kill  a  cat  so  easy  as  that.  But  he  didn’t 
like  it.  It  was  then  that  he  set  up  the  frantic  yowling  that  we 
heard  away  out  in  the  field.  My  parents  shouted  for  help  and 
worked  on  the  machine  as  fast  and  as  furious  as  they  could.  They 
finally  succeeded  in  getting  the  current  turned  off  and  the  lid 
opened. 

“And  they  took  Mefisto  out?” 
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“They  didn’t  have  to.  He  came  out  himself.  And  my  parents 
say  that  never  have  they  seen  that  animal  so  active.  He  bounded 
out  so  vigorously  that  he  almost  hit  the  ceiling.  And  as  soon  as 
he  landed  on  the  floor  he  started  traveling.” 

“Where  did  he  go?” 

“At  first  he  didn’t  go  anywhere.  He  had  plenty  of  strength 
and  energy,  but  apparently  he  was  so  dizzy  he  couldn’t  coordinate 
his  movements  very  well.  All  he  could  do  was  circle  around  and 
around  on  the  cellar  floor  at  an  amazing  speed.  But  finally  he 
shot  up  the  cellar  stairs,  did  a  couple  of  figure  8’s  in  the  kitchen, 
skidded  out  the  door,  veered  and  looped  through  the  shrubbery, 
and  finally  worked  his  way  around  the  house  and  out  into  the 
road  in  front.” 

“And  what  were  your  father  and  mother  doing  all  this  time?” 
asked  Gadget. 

“They  were  following,  trying  to  catch  him.  But  he  was  too 
quick  and  his  course  was  too  shifty.  By  the  time  he  reached  the 
road,  he  could  handle  himself  a  little  better.  He  was  still  doing 
ellipses  and  parabolas  from  time  to  time,  but  his  general  direction 
took  him  straight  down  the  road.  And  this  all  happened  so  fast 
that  Mefisto  and  my  father  and  mother  were  some  distance  away 
by  the  time  we  reached  the  house.  That  is  why  we  missed  them. 
And  as  the  road  is  hidden  by  stone  walls,  none  of  the  neighbors 
saw  them  either.” 

“Did  they  finally  catch  the  poor  animal?” 

“Yes.  Before  long  he  began  to  get  tired  and  they  grabbed  him. 
They  sat  down  under  a  tree  and  held  him  in  their  arms  and  petted 
him.  And  before  long  he  was  all  right  again.  But  my  father  and 
mother  were  completely  discouraged.  They  decided  not  to  come 
back,  for  fear  I  would  try  to  persuade  them  to  stay  in  the  new 
place.  They  took  Mefisto  and  walked  all  the  way  back  to  their 
old  home  at  Sanzo.  I  found  them  there  last  night,  very  much  re¬ 
freshed  by  their  little  hike,  and  tickled  to  death  to  get  home 
agan.  And  Mefisto  was  as  happy  as  they  were.” 

“We  are  awfully  glad  to  hear  it,”  said  Gadget.  “Everything  is 
all  right  again.” 

“I  wouldn’t  say  that,”  said  Signor  Ghini.  “Of  course,  it’s  a 
great  relief  to  find  them  safe  and  sound.  But  I  am  a  very  disap¬ 
pointed  man,  Mrs.  Botts.  A  very  disappointed  man.” 
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“How  so?” 

“My  parents  have  decided  that  they  would  never  be  happy  in 
the  new  house.  They  say  it  would  be  too  much  trouble  for  them 
to  try  to  learn  how  to  run  all  the  machinery.  They  have  always 
lived  in  the  old  home  at  Sanzo,  and  they  say  they  are  too  old 
to  change.” 

“So  it’s  all  off?”  asked  Gadget. 

“It’s  all  off,”  he  answered  sadly.  “Perhaps  these  upper-crust 
people  are  right,  and  it  is  a  mistake  to  give  luxuries  to  what  they 
call  the  lower  classes.” 

“Boloney!  ”  said  Gadget.  “The  only  trouble  with  your  parents 
is  that  they  are  so  old  they  are  set  in  their  ways.  Their  position 
in  society  has  nothing  to  do  with  it.  If  they  belong  to  the  lower 
classes,  so  do  you,  and  so  do  I,  and  my  husband,  and  your  sister, 
and  that  young  guy  she  goes  around  with.  But  we  all  appreciate 
good  things.  If  you  don’t  believe  it,  just  offer  that  house  to  your 
sister,  and  see  what  she  says.” 

“As  a  matter  of  fact,”  said  Signor  Ghini,  “I  offered  it  to  her 
this  morning,  and  she  took  it.  She  and  her  husband  will  move  in 
next  month,  right  after  their  wedding.  They  are  both  so  crazy 
about  the  place  that  I  decided  it  would  be  better  to  give  it  to  them 
than  to  sell  it  to  strangers.” 

“Good  for  you!”  said  Gadget.  “The  more  I  see  of  you,  the 

more  I  like  you.”  _ 

“As  long  as  I  am  giving  a  present,”  continued  Signor  Ghini,  “I 
might  as  well  do  it  right.  So  I  am  going  to  buy  your  tractor 
to  go  along  with  the  place.” 

“Splendid!  ”  said  Gadget.  “My  regard  for  you  increases  all  the 
time.  In  my  opinion,  you  are  a  credit  both  to  Italy  and  to 
America.” 

And  I  may  add  that  this  opinion  is  concurred  in  by 

Yours  truly. 


THE  THRESHING  RING* 

By  LEO  L.  WARD 

(From  The  Midland ) 

1ARRY  MARTIN,  the  station  agent  at  Flora,  stood  with  a 
J  hand  shading  his  eyes  in  the  door  of  the  little  dull  green 
station.  Scattered  in  little  groups  along  the  platform  were  the 
blue  shirts  and  wide  straw  hats  of  many  farmers.  The  men  were 
gazing  into  the  distance  where  they  could  see  nothing  except  the 
glint  and  quiver  of  the  two  rails  which  joined  and  disappeared 
just  before  they  reached  the  cleft  in  the  bluish  line  of  woods  a 
half-mile  away  on  the  prairie. 

“Forty-eight  just  left  Shelby,”  the  agent  was  saying  in  a  loud, 
hearty  voice  meant  for  everybody  on  the  platform.  “Ought  to  be 
cornin’  any  minute  now.  Phelps  over  at  Shelby  said  she  pulled 
out  of  there  already.”  There  was  a  short  silence;  then  a  murmur 
of  eager  talk  swept  along  the  station  platform.  “Yeah,  yeah, 
there  she  is!  Smoke  up  there  in  the  woods  now.  And  she’s 
coalin’  hard,  looks  like.  I  tell  you,  boys,  haulin’  threshing  ma¬ 
chines,  takes  coal  for  that.”  Larry  Martin’s  loose  blue  shirt 
quivered  as  he  chuckled  and  looked  at  three  or  four  farmers  stand¬ 
ing  near  him  on  the  platform.  All  the  squinted  faces  in  front  of 
the  station  suddenly  broke  into  pleased  grins. 

“About  the  first  threshin’  rig  you  ever  unloaded,  ain’t  it, 
Larry?”  It  was  Jay  Westwright  who  spoke  in  an  even,  con¬ 
trolled  tone  from  where  he  stood  beside  the  station  agent.  West¬ 
wright  was  a  tall,  straight  man,  with  a  strip  of  grayish  hair  show¬ 
ing  beneath  his  wide  hat  on  either  side  of  his  long,  thin  face. 

“Yeah,  first  threshing  rig  we  ever  put  down  here.  What  is  it? 
Red  River,  didn’t  you  say?” 

“Yeah,  Red  River  Special.  Farmer’s  Friend,  they  call  it.” 
Jay’s  long  face  turned  to  gaze  proudly  up  the  track  again. 

A  short  distance  up  the  platform  and  out  at  the  very  curb, 

1  Copyright,  1930,  by  John  T.  Frederick. 

Copyright,  1931,  by  Leo  L.  Ward. 

283 


284 


LTHE  THRESHING  RING 

stood  a  little  man  with  a  slight  bump  high  on  his  back.  This  was 
Burl  Teeters,  and  he  was  gazing  very  fixedly  and  very  thought¬ 
fully  up  the  track,  his  sweat-stained  straw  hat  tilted  far  back  on 
his  little  bald  head  and  his  hands  shoved  deeply  into  his  belt. 
Beside  him  were  the  two  Hamel  boys,  both  also  looking  into  the 
distance.  Burl  seemed  to  pay  no  attention  to  the  excited  talk 
going  on  all  about  him,  except  to  throw  an  occasional  scowl  over 
his  shoulder  when  Jay  Westwright  was  talking.  From  time  to 
time  Lar  and  Zeb  Hamel  turned  bearded  faces  to  listen  to  what 
the  station  agent  was  saying. 

“Where  you  goin’  to  set  her  down,  Larry?”  Jay  Westwright 
asked.  “Marley  Simms  over  at  the  elevator  said  we  could  get 
all  the  water  we  wanted  right  there  at  the  engine  room.  Wonder 
if  we  could  set  her  down  over  there  beside  the  engine  room.” 

“Sure,  Jay.  We’ll  set  that  rig  down  just  anywhere  you  boys 
want.” 

“Think  that  would  give  us  room,  Mr.  Kenyon?  Right  in  there 
between  the  grain  office  and  the  engine  room.”  It  was  in  a  quiet, 
respectful  tone  that  Westwright  asked  the  question  of  a  youngish 
but  serious-looking  man  who  stood  beside  him.  The  youngish 
man  wore  a  pair  of  neat  blue  overalls,  above  the  bib  of  which  a 
white  collar  and  a  narrow  dark  tie  showed.  He  was  Mr.  Kenyon, 
the  expert  who  had  arrived  yesterday  from  the  factory. 

“Yes,  that  will  be  all  right.  That  will  give  us  plenty  of  room.” 
Kenyon  spoke  in  a  firm,  quiet  voice,  and  with  a  thin,  quick  smile. 

“It’s  a  pretty  big  machine  though,  ain’t  it?”  asked  Larry  Mar¬ 
tin.  Everybody  turned  again  at  the  sound  of  the  agent’s  loud 
voice — everybody  except  Burl  Teeters,  who  had  now  moved  a 
few  steps  farther  up  the  platform. 

“Yeah,  it’s  a  forty-five  inch  rig,”  Jay  said.  “Thirty,  forty- 
five,  of  course.  Had  to  be  that  big  for  a  ring  our  size.” 

“Well  now,  if  that  ain’t  enough  room  .  .  .” 

“Oh,  yes,  that  will  be  plenty  of  room,  boys — plenty.”  The 
youngish  man  in  the  neat  blue  overalls  shook  his  head  decisively. 

Inside  the  station  a  thin  insistent  ringing  suddenly  drowned 
the  monotonous  chatter  of  the  telegraph,  and  the  agent,  as  he 
turned  to  the  door  with  a  wave  of  his  black  satin  half-sleeve, 
shouted  back  to  every  one  on  the  platform,  “Well,  there  she  is, 
boys.  She’s  cornin’  right  in.” 
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The  wild,  prolonged  shrill  of  a  whistle  came  from  up  the  tracks. 
Little  clusters  of  men  edged  farther  out  on  the  platform,  and  there 
was  a  murmur  of  subdued  talk.  Piggy  Bailey  jumped  down  from 
his  perch  beside  a  striped  canvas  mail  bag  on  the  station  truck, 
and  pushed  the  truck  out  to  the  low  curb  of  the  platform,  where 
he  stood  with  one  arm  resting  jauntily  on  the  mail  bag  as  the 
tall  black  bulk  of  the  engine  came  rolling  and  grinding  toward 
the  station.  The  little  clusters  of  men  suddenly  shrank  back 
closer  to  the  station  as  the  engine  came  nearer. 

Piggy  Bailey  was  shouting  at  the  engineer.  “Got  any  thrashin’ 
machines  on  this  here  train?  We  don’t  want  nothin’  smaller 
than  thrashin’  machines  in  this  man’s  town.”  The  engineer  merely 
waved  a  big  glove  genially  as  the  engine  went  hissing  and  grind¬ 
ing  past  the  station. 

The  crowd,  which  had  become  quite  silent,  was  now  watching 
the  box  cars  go  swaying  slowly  past,  one  after  another.  At  last 
a  glint  of  shiny  steel  appeared  above  the  red  top  of  a  box 
car.  Then  everybody  suddenly  saw  the  hood  of  a  threshing 
blower,  and  a  moment  later  the  threshing  machine  loomed  beside 
the  station  platform.  As  the  cars  moved  slowly  past,  the  thresh¬ 
ing  engine  became  sharp  and  black  against  the  blue  sky  and  the 
separator  incredibly  huge  and  shiny.  The  flat  car  came  slowly 
to  a  stop,  blocking  the  street  that  ran  past  the  station.  Then  the 
men — all  except  Westwright,  Kenyon,  the  station  agent  and  Piggy 
Bailey — began  pushing  and  pulling  each  other  off  the  platform 
into  the  street.  Soon  a  chorus  of  jumbled  talk  arose  out  around 
the  flat  car. 

A  trainman  came  running  along  the  tracks.  Larry  Martin  was 
shouting  to  him  to  set  the  threshing  machine  over  beside  the 
elevator.  In  just  a  little  while  a  series  of  clankings  came  along 
the  cars,  and  the  whole  train  seemed  to  shudder  once  or  twice. 
Then  the  great  black  engine  and  the  red,  shiny  separator  moved 
slowly  away  from  the  station  on  the  long  flat  car. 

It  was  only  a  short  time,  however,  before  the  threshing  machine 
came  floating  back  on  the  side  tracks  with  a  brakeman  riding  in 
front  of  it.  Then  Burl  Teeters  went  hopping  across  the  two  sets 
of  tracks  toward  the  engine  room  at  the  elevator  where  he  began 
waving  direction  to  the  brakeman.  With  a  shriek  of  brakes  the 
long  flat  car  came  to  a  stop  just  beyond  the  low  red  engine  room. 
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A  moment  later  Burl  was  clambering  over  the  edge  of  the  car. 
Though  his  hat  fell  backwards  on  to  the  tracks,  he  seemed  not  to 
notice  it.  Now  he  was  up  on  the  car.  Without  his  big  hat  he 
looked  ridiculously  small  beside  the  tall  wheels  of  the  threshing 
engine.  He  edged  his  way  around  one  of  the  great  wheels.  Sud¬ 
denly  he  reached  up,  grasped  the  flange  of  the  big  steel  belt  wheel 
and  tugged  at  it  violently  once  or  twice.  The  wheel  turned 
slightly,  and  Burl  stood  back  looking  at  it  quizzically  as  though 
only  half  satisfied.  Then  Piggy  Bailey  whistled  shrilly  through 
his  teeth  from  the  station  platform.  The  whistle  came  clear  and 
high  above  the  mumble  of  talk  from  the  crowd  now  gathered 
about  the  flat  car.  “Hey  there,”  Piggy  was  shouting.  “Hey, 
Burl,  you  the  engineer?  Thought  you  were  goin’  to  be  blower 
man.”  Burl  grinned,  a  bit  sheepishly.  The  crowd  laughed.  Then 
Burl  shouted  back  at  Piggy,  “No,  sir,  I’m  the  engineer  on  this  rig. 
I’m  not  no  blower  man.”  He  turned  again  to  examine  the  engine. 
Then  he  climbed  up  to  the  high  seat  on  the  tool  box.  With  one 
hand  on  the  steering  wheel,  he  pushed  a  lever  with  the  other. 
Now  some  one  shouted  at  him  again.  “What  do  you  think  of  her, 
Burl?  Hey,  Burl,  think  she’ll  run  all  right?”  It  was  Ambrose 
Mull,  a  huge  man  with  faded  green  suspenders  curving  tight  over 
his  blue  stomach,  who  stood  half  way  across  the  tracks.  Ambrose 
chuckled  to  himself  and  turned  to  grin  at  Jay  Westwright  back  on 
the  station  platform.  Burl  seemed  at  first  to  pay  no  attention  to 
the  shouting,  but  finally  he  turned  to  yell  over  his  shoulder, 
“Yeah,  guess  maybe  she’ll  run  all  right.”  Then  he  started  climb¬ 
ing  down  from  the  engine,  but  stopped  to  open  the  fire  box  and 
peer  inside.  When  at  last  he  was  on  the  ground  he  turned  to  Bert 
Helker,  a  tall  man  with  slouched  shoulders,  and  one  of  the 
Hamels,  who  was  standing  very  near  the  car,  and  pointed  a 
crooked  outstretched  thumb  up  at  the  engine.  He  was  telling 
them  that  the  only  trouble  might  be  the  boiler.  It  didn’t  seem 
built  back  over  the  fire  box  quite  far  enough.  “But  I  reckon  it’ll 
work  good  enough.  Work  all  right  if  you  get  the  right  feller 
firin’  it.” 

Soon  there  were  many  men  working  busily  about  the  flat  car. 
Kenyon,  the  expert,  was  over  there  now  and  he  was  explaining  to 
the  men  how  to  brace  some  huge  timbers  against  the  car.  But 
above  all  the  other  noises,  the  hammering  and  talking  and  laugh- 
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ing,  came  the  shrill  voice  of  Burl  Teeters  in  almost  constant  ques¬ 
tions  and  suggestions.  He  kept  asking  Kenyon  particularly 
whether  he  thought  the  timbers  were  large  enough  for  “an  engine 
as  big  as  that.” 

After  a  little  while  Jay  Westwright  and  the  station  agent  came 
slowly  across  the  tracks  from  the  platform,  the  agent  carrying  a 
piece  of  paper  in  his  hand.  Then  Kenyon  moved  out  from  among 
the  men,  and  the  three  stood  talking  together  in  the  shade  of  a 
maple  tree  over  beside  the  grain  office,  while  the  work  went 
steadily  on  about  the  flat  car. 

But  Burl  also  left  the  car  and  went  over  to  the  three  men 
standing  beside  the  grain  office.  He  faced  Westwright.  “Well,” 
he  said,  “how  about  some  coal,  Mr.  Jay?  Ain’t  you  supposed  to 
be  gettin’  the  coal?  A  man  can’t  fire  no  engine  on  hot  air.” 

“The  coal’ll  be  here  in  plenty  of  time.  Don’t  you  be  worryin’ 
about  the  coal,  Teeters.” 

“Yeah!  You  think  you’re  runnin’  the  whole  works.  Well, 
I’ll  tell  you  one  thing  you’re  not  runnin’.  An’  that’s  the  engine. 
I’m  the  one  that’s  running  that  engine.”  Burl’s  voice,  as  always 
when  he  grew  excited  or  angry,  had  risen  so  shrill  and  high  that 
it  was  almost  like  a  frantic  tinkle  above  the  noises  back  around 
the  flat  car. 

Jay  Westwright ’s  thin  face  became  still  narrower  and  very 
hard,  then  slowly  broke  into  a  faint  grin  as  he  turned  to  con¬ 
tinue  talking  to  Kenyon.  Burl  wheeled  about  contemptuously 
and  went  back  toward  the  other  men. 

The  lifting  and  bracing  and  wedging  of  the  great  beams  went 
steadily  on,  amidst  the  constant  loud  talk  and  the  shouted  laugh¬ 
ter  of  the  men.  But  it  was  almost  two  hours  later  before  the 
threshing  outfit,  by  means  of  several  heavy  ropes  and  pulleys, 
was  finally  got  off  the  flat  car. 

And  it  was  now  standing  out  in  the  street,  directly  in  front  of 
the  grain  office.  Wisps  of  steam  were  playing  about  the  clean 
new  cylinders,  and  black  smoke  was  tumbling  up  lazily  from  the 
wide  funnel  of  the  engine  over  the  street  and  across  the  roof  of 
the  grain  office.  Kenyon,  the  expert,  stood  between  the  engine 
and  the  separator,  with  one  foot  resting  on  the  big  red  separator 
tongue,  while  he  talked  briskly  with  Jay  Westwright  and  Bert 
Helker.  He  was  asking  about  Teeters,  whether  they  were  going 
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to  let  him  try  to  run  the  engine,  and  Jay  was  saying  that  Burl 
could  probably  learn  to  run  it  all  right,  if  Mr.  Kenyon  would  just 
keep  a  close  watch  on  him  for  a  while.  It  would  be  easier  than 
trying  to  stop  him  from  going  on  the  engine,  once  he  got  it  in 
his  head  this  way.  Bert  Helker’s  wide  hat  rim  flapped  agree¬ 
ment  with  Jay.  But  already  Burl  was  up  on  the  high  platform  of 
the  engine,  bent  forward  examining  the  water  gauge.  By  this  time 
a  large  group  of  men  had  gathered  on  the  sidewalk  in  front  of 
the  grain  office,  and  on  both  sides  of  the  street  little  clusters 
of  women,  and  clerks  in  aprons,  stood  watching  the  threshing 
machine. 

Suddenly  the  brass  whistle  on  the  engine  spurted  steam.  There 
was  a  deafening  blast.  With  Kenyon  standing  just  behind  him 
on  the  engine  platform,  Burl  Teeters  slowly  pulled  a  lever  and 
the  big  belt  wheel  began  to  race  idly.  A  moment  later  the  engine 
moved  forward  with  a  great  clank.  The  separator  lurched  once 
or  twice.  And  then  the  threshing  machine  was  going  up  the  street 
under  a  cone  of  dense  black  smoke.  Burl  Teeters  kept  turning 
the  steering  wheel,  now  one  way,  now  the  other.  The  low,  wide 
wheels  of  the  separator  wandered  slightly  to  the  right,  then  back 
to  the  middle  of  the  street  again,  and  as  the  great  machine 
moved  on,  the  lugs  of  the  engine  wheels  left  a  waving  track  be¬ 
hind  them.  From  the  door  of  the  butcher  shop  Hunk  Keller  in 
his  splotched  white  apron  shouted  to  Burl  above  the  puffing  of 
the  engine  and  the  rumble  of  the  separator.  “Hold  her  down 
there,  Burl.  You  better  watch  the  speed  limit.”  Farther  up  the 
street  Joe  Neff,  standing  on  the  curb  in  front  of  the  pool  room, 
lifted  his  shrill,  whining  voice  to  ask,  “Where’s  your  firin’  cap, 
Burl?  An’  say,  you  ought  to  wear  gloves  for  that.  Where’s  your 
gloves,  Burl?”  Burl  Teeters  seemed  hardly  to  hear  the  shouting, 
but  only  turned  from  time  to  time  to  say  something  to  Kenyon, 
whose  eyes  never  left  the  engine  all  the  way  up  the  street. 

The  threshing  machine  had  soon  passed  from  between  the  two 
rows  of  little  wooden  store  buildings  and  had  entered  the  lane 
of  dense  maple  trees  beyond.  Through  the  trees  the  smoke  floated 
upward,  fading  into  the  clear  blue  sky  above  Flora.  At  last  it 
was  becoming  smaller  and  smaller  out  at  the  end  of  the  street, 
and  then  on  the  road  that  led  away  from  the  town.  But  some 
of  the  men  in  front  of  the  stores  kept  watching  the  threshing  ma- 
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chine  until  it  was  only  a  black  dot  out  in  the  level  haze  of  the 
wheatfields. 

The  threshing  was  beginning  at  Bert  Helker’s  place,  for  Bert 
was  at  the  north  end  of  the  ring  and  it  was  his  turn  this  year. 
They  had  started  in  the  afternoon  when  the  grain  would  be  quite 
dry,  and  by  two  o’clock  they  had  already  threshed  off  four  loads 
of  bundles. 

Now  two  more  wagons  pulled  in  very  close  to  the  sides  of 
the  machine  and  the  men  began  pitching  the  sheaves  off  their 
tall  loads  onto  the  conveyor,  where  the  sheaves  went  leaping,  one 
after  another,  into  the  dusty  mouth  of  the  separator,  to  be  swal¬ 
lowed  behind  the  flashing  knives  which  fed  the  cylinder.  In  a 
little  while  three  or  four  other  loads  came  up,  to  await  their  turn 
back  behind  the  engine.  The  drivers  all  climbed  down  from  their 
wagons  and  gathered  in  the  shade  of  one  of  the  loads,  where  they 
watched  the  threshing  with  pleased  grins  on  their  faces. 

Over  beside  the  engine  stood  one  of  the  Hamel  boys,  leaning 
on  a  pitchfork  and  talking  to  Burl  Teeters,  who  sat,  bent  far  for¬ 
ward,  on  the  high  box  of  the  engine,  directly  behind  the  big  belt 
wheel.  Burl  was  wearing  a  little  black  cap  with  a  celluloid  bill. 
With  one  hand  resting  lightly  on  a  tilted  lever,  he  watched  the 
separator  closely,  giving  only  occasional  quick  glances  down  at 
Hamel  as  he  answered  a  question  or  asked  the  other  man  how  he 
liked  the  “exack  line  on  that  belt  there.”  Burl’s  eye  followed 
the  belt  intently,  where  it  dipped  and  twisted  and  came  racing  and 
flashing  constantly  back  to  the  whirling  drive  wheel  directly  in 
front  of  him.  Once  he  leaned  far  out  and  down  toward  Hamel, 
and  with  one  hand  pointing  to  the  big  belt  wheel  said,  “See  that 
belt  there,  Zeb — right  in  the  same  place  on  that  wheel  all  the  time. 
Tell  you  y’  got  to  keep  a  good  line  on  a  belt  for  that.”  Then  he 
quickly  pulled  himself  up  on  his  seat  again,  and  the  little  black 
cap  was  craned  far  forward  as  before. 

Up  at  the  other  end  of  the  racing  belt,  the  two  men  at  the 
engine  could  see  the  big  red  separator  only  as  a  great  blur  of 
dust.  Beyond  that  the  flashing  hood  of  the  blower  was  belching 
forth  its  clotted  stream  of  dust  and  straw  in  a  slow  semi-circle. 
But  high  above  the  nearer  blur  of  dust,  three  men  stood  together 
on  top  of  the  tall  separator.  They  were  Kenyon,  the  expert,  Jay 
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Westwright,  and  Bert  Helker.  They  were  gazing  into  the  dust 
below  them,  at  the  wheels  and  belts,  and  the  sheaves  that  kept 
leaping  into  the  mouth  of  the  separator.  From  time  to  time  Ken¬ 
yon  and  Westwright  shouted  to  each  other  above  the  noise  of  the 
machine  and  Kenyon  made  frantic  gestures,  while  Bert  Helker 
listened  curiously  and  nodded  his  straw  hat  until  its  wide  brim 
would  begin  to  flap.  At  last  Kenyon  leaned  very  close  to  the 
other  two  men  and  again  shouted  above  the  roaring  whir  beneath 
him.  Westwright’s  and  Helker’s  straw  hats  were  tossed  upward 
as  if  in  laughter,  and  Kenyon  lifted  his  hand  to  slap  Jay  on  the 
back.  But  suddenly  Kenyon  reeled  violently  backward.  He 
saved  himself  from  falling  from  the  top  of  the  separator  by  fran¬ 
tically  grasping  Westwright’s  arm  with  his  uplifted  hand.  West¬ 
wright  himself  staggered,  and  Helker  had  fallen  in  a  clump  where 
he  stood.  The  separator  had  suddenly  lurched  under  them,  had 
literally  jumped  and  then  fallen  back  under  them  with  a  dull, 
loud  clank. 

There  was  wild  shouting  everywhere.  But  the  three  men  on 
the  separator  did  not  hear  it.  They  heard  only  the  great  clank 
of  the  machine  beneath  them,  and  then  a  sharp  snap,  followed  by 
a  clap  as  of  thunder  very  near  them,  just  in  front  of  the  separator 
itself.  At  the  same  instant  Kenyon  saw  what  seemed  to  be  the 
broken  end  of  a  belt  flying  through  the  sky  above  him;  while 
Jay  Westwright  saw  two  wagons  turning  rapidly  in  sharp  circles 
away  from  the  machine.  Now  the  moan  and  whir  of  the  machine 
suddenly  ceased,  and  the  men  on  the  separator  again  heard  the 
wild  shouting  of  other  men  all  about  them.  Then  Kenyon,  the 
expert,  and  Jay  Westwright,  the  shrewd  leader  of  his  neighbors, 
and  Bert  Helker,  who  was  curious  and  indolent  above  most  men  in 
this  world,  saw  an  extremely  strange  and  monstrous  thing.  They 
saw  the  great  black  nose  of  the  threshing  engine  coming  straight 
toward  them.  Close  below  them  now,  directly  in  front  of  the  sep¬ 
arator,  they  heard  the  quick  panting  of  the  engine.  The  next 
moment  Kenyon,  the  expert,  was  only  a  blur  of  arms  and  legs 
waving  and  tossing  through  the  air— he  had  jumped  from  the  top 
of  the  separator.  The  tall  form  of  Bert  Helker  had  shrunk  into 
a  ball  on  the  high  back  of  the  separator.  And  now  Jay  West¬ 
wright  was  stepping  backward  in  stiff  jerks  until  he  almost  fell 
over  Helker  crouching  behind  him.  Jay  stopped  rigidly,  legs 
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braced  wide,  one  long  arm  stretched  out  desperately  as  if  to  de¬ 
fend  himself,  his  narrow  face  lengthened  into  a  stricken  stare. 
Then  he  heard  again  the  quick,  sharp  pant  of  the  engine.  He  saw 
black  tumbling  smoke.  For  an  instant  he  smelt  hot  grease  and 
steam  .  .  . 

He  remembered,  an  indefinite  while  later,  having  seen  a  sudden 
glint  of  something  beside  him,  almost  beneath  him  .  .  .  like  the 
shifting,  shiny  flash  of  a  piston  .  .  .  And  something  huge  and 
dark  had  passed  by  him.  And  nothing  had  hit  the  separator. 
There  had  been  no  terrific  bump,  no  crashing  of  any  kind.  .  .  . 

Suddenly  he  knew  he  could  see  more  clearly.  He  turned  his 
head  slowly,  tautly  sidewise.  What  he  saw  was  strangely  real 
and  clear.  It  was  the  threshing  engine  moving  rapidly  away,  cir¬ 
cling  out  from  the  separator.  As  it  moved  away  he  saw  somebody 
running  after  it.  And  he  heard  some  one  shouting  wildly.  He 
heard  many  men  shouting. 

The  engine  was  stopped  now.  It  was  stopped  out  there  be¬ 
yond  the  low  yellow  slope  of  the  straw  stack.  And  Kenyon,  the 
expert,  was  standing  on  the  engine.  One  of  Kenyon’s  hands  was 
on  a  lever  and  his  head  was  turned  sharply  toward  the  small 
humped  figure  of  Burl  Teeters  on  the  platform  beside  him.  But 
Burl’s  arms  were  folded  lightly  and  the  shiny  bill  of  his  little 
black  cap  was  pushed  carelessly  up  on  his  forehead  as  he  stood 
there  looking  impertinently  up  into  Kenyon’s  face.  Neither  of 
the  two  men  was  speaking  at  all,  but  simply  staring  at  the  other, 
until  finally  Kenyon  turned  abruptly  to  the  levers  and  started 
the  engine.  He  was  soon  bringing  the  engine  around  in  a  wide 
circle,  and  was  half  way  back  to  the  separator  when  Teeters 
burst  into  a  wild  shrieking  almost  in  his  ear.  Above  the  loud 
rumble  and  pant  of  the  engine  there  would  occasionally  rise  a 
shrill  word  or  two  .  .  .  “belt  loose  .  .  .  tighten  it  .  .  .  push  too 
far  .  .  .”  Though  Kenyon  hardly  seemed  to  hear  all  this,  when 
at  last  he  had  brought  the  engine  to  a  stop  back  near  the  sep¬ 
arator  Burl  was  still  yelling  into  his  ear.  He  seemed  to  be  say¬ 
ing  something  about  a  “lever  slippin’.”  Kenyon,  apparently  not 
listening  at  all,  looked  critically  down  at  the  broken  belt  that  lay 
twisted  and  sprawling  along  the  ground.  Several  other  men  came 
slowly  up.  One  after  another  they  looked  at  the  belt,  then  doubt¬ 
fully  up  at  Kenyon,  then  back  at  the  belt  again.  Then  every 
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face  suddenly  turned  again  toward  Burl  Teeters,  who  was  now 
leaning  far  out  over  the  engine’s  tool  box  and  shaking  his  short 
arm  up  at  Jay  Westwright,  who  still  stood  on  top  of  the  sep¬ 
arator.  Burl  was  all  but  screaming  at  Westwright,  in  a  voice 
that  sounded  more  than  ever  like  the  wild  tinkling  of  a  little  bell. 
“Now  you’re  satisfied,  eh?”  He  kept  repeating  this  almost  in 
the  same  words. 

Jay  Westwright’s  head  jerked  backward.  He  looked  at  first 
startled,  then  bewildered.  But  slowly  his  long  face  shortened  in 
a  sneer,  only  to  widen  finally  in  a  look  of  mingled  contempt  and 
pity. 

Then  with  a  quick  leap  Burl  was  on  the  ground.  He  came  to¬ 
ward  the  separator  in  a  half  run  and  stopped  just  below  the  end 
of  the  conveyer.  The  yelling  began  again.  “What  you  have  to 
say  about  it?  I’m  just  darin’  you  to  say  somethin’.  I  just  dare 
you.” 

Finally  Jay  started  to  answer,  and  Burl  stopped  abruptly  in  a 
challenging  silence.  Jay’s  voice  was  strangely  calm  and  steady. 
“No,  I  ain’t  got  nothin’  to  say,  Burl.  I  ain’t  sayin’  anything  to 
you.  You  just  be  quiet,  an’  let’s  not  have  any  trouble.  ’Nough 
trouble,  as  it  is.” 

Burl  stepped  back  from  the  separator  a  pace  or  two,  then  burst 
into  a  thin,  piercing  laugh.  The  laughter  continued,  growing 
higher  and  more  shrill  until  at  last  it  suddenly  dropped  to  a  sort 
of  jerky  cackle.  Then  Burl’s  face  became  smaller  and  menacing 
as  he  said,  “Yeah,  you  won’t  say  anything!  You  don’t  dare, 
that’s  what  you  don’t.  You  don’t  dare  say  anything  about  my 
runnin’  that  engine.  It’s  your  fault  anyway,  an’  you  know  it. 
You  bought  that  engine  an’  you  got  slippin’  levers,  that’s  what 
you  did.  That’s  what  caused  all  this.”  Burl’s  short  crooked  arm 
straightened  a  little  as  it  swept  the  belt  lying  on  the  ground.  “I 
ain’t  goin’  to  have  nothin’  to  do  with  it.  It’s  your  fault  anyways, 
’tain’t  mine.  Buyin’  that  engine  ...  it  was  all  your  doin’s. 
Now  just  fix  her  up  if  you  want  to.  That’s  what  you  can  do.” 

Burl  Teeters  turned  from  the  separator  and  started  walking 
away  in  the  direction  of  Bert  Helker’s  barn  up  beyond  the  pas¬ 
ture.  The  slight  bow  in  his  legs  seemed  very  wide  as  he  went  on 
with  a  kind  of  short  stamping  stride.  Half  way  to  the  barn  he 
wheeled  about  and  suddenly  yelled  back  wildly  at  Jay  West- 
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wright,  “If  I  hear  of  you  sayin’  anything  .  .  His  voice  rose 
so  shrill  it  became  unintelligible.  He  turned  again  and  went  on 
toward  the  barn.  And  a  little  while  later  the  men  standing  about 
the  threshing  machine  saw  Burl  leave  Bert  Helker’s  farmyard  in 
a  buggy  amidst  a  cloud  of  dust  that  kept  following  the  buggy 
until  it  was  beyond  the  hedge  at  the  other  side  of  the  orchard. 

That  evening  Jay  Westwright,  Kenyon,  Ambrose  Mull  and 
three  or  four  other  men  who  had  come  over  to  Bert’s  after  their 
chores,  sat  smoking  and  talking  around  the  feedway  door  of  Bert’s 
barn.  Kenyon  and  Westwright  were  seated  in  the  doorway.  Bert 
Helker  sat  on  a  milk  stool  in  front  of  them,  and  the  others  were 
squatting  about  on  the  ground  amidst  a  litter  of  corn  cobs  that 
had  been  thrown  out  from  the  feed  boxes.  Occasionally  a  glow 
would  come  to  the  end  of  Kenyon’s  cigar,  and  then  the  glow 
would  drop  to  his  knee.  The  lights  from  three  or  four  pipes  kept 
brightening  now  and  again. 

“So  you  don’t  think  it’d  do  any  good  to  splice  it,  Mr.  Kenyon?” 
Bert  Helker  asked. 

“No,  wouldn’t  do  a  bit  of  good.”  There  was  a  prolonged  glow 
at  the  end  of  Kenyon’s  cigar.  “Splicin’  couldn’t  fix  it.  That 
belt  was  ripped,  if  you  noticed.  All  along  one  side.  And  splicin’ 
wouldn’t  do  a  ripped  belt  any  good.  Can’t.  Fabric’s  gone. 
Splicin’  can’t  fix  fabric  like  that.” 

“Looks  like  they  ain’t  no  way  out  of  it.  We’ll  just  have  to  lay 
off  a  day.”  Jay  Westwright  spoke  in  a  tone  of  reasoned  finality. 

“Yes.  It’ll  take  a  day  anyway  to  get  a  new  belt  in  here.  Even 
with  telegraphing  for  it  right  off  like  I  did  there  this  afternoon.” 

“Funny,  but  I  don’t  think  I  see  yet  just  how  he  did  it  exactly, 
Mr.  Kenyon.”  Bert  Helker’s  head  lolled  slightly  to  one  side  as 
he  looked  at  Kenyon  and  asked  the  question. 

“Well,  as  I  was  tellin’  you  boys  there  this  afternoon  just  after 
he  stamped  off  like  that  .  .  Ambrose  Mull,  whose  fat  shoul¬ 
ders  leaned  back  against  the  barn,  started  to  laugh,  and  the  others 
followed  him.  Even  after  the  other  men  had  stopped,  Ambrose 
still  chuckled  gutturally  to  himself  over  beside  the  door.  “As  I 
was  saying  this  afternoon,  Teeters  must  have  been  monkeyin’ 
with  the  levers.  It’s  the  only  thing  could  have  caused  it.  Of 
course  you  heard  him  tryin’  to  make  out  the  lever  slipped.”  Ken¬ 
yon  broke  into  a  short,  dry  laugh,  but  none  of  the  other  men 
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laughed  now.  They  were  all  listening  intently  and  silently,  all 
except  Ambrose  Mull  who  was  still  chuckling.  “Why,  a  lever 
couldn’t  slip  like  that.  No,  sir,  not  on  a  Red  River  engine  it 
couldn’t.” 

“Yeah,  I  kind  of  think  I  see  now,”  Bert  Helker  said  slowly. 
“He  just  kind  of  pulled  a  lever,  and  then  maybe  pushed  it  too 
much.  Got  excited  like  when  the  belt  broke.  And  as  con- 
s’quence  .  .  .” 

“Exactly.  He  was  just  itchin’  around  the  levers  there. 
Couldn’t  keep  his  hands  off  them.  Pulled  one  ju-u-ust  a  little, 
you  know.  Course  the  engine  started  to  backin’,  nacherly.  Then 
the  belt  snapped,  you  see.  And  then — then  he  got  good  and 
scared,  and  pushed  the  lever.  Probably  pushed  it  clear  over. 
And  then  .  .  .  well,  the  next  thing  we  knew  that  engine  was 
cornin’  straight  for  the  separator.  And,  boys,  how  it  ever  missed 
that  separator  is  more  than  I  know.  Some  things  are  just  queer, 
that’s  all — I’ve  always  said  that.  Simply  no  way  of  explainin’ 
them.  And  it  sure  seems  like  that  was  one  of  them,  right  there 
this  afternoon.  .  .  .” 

Kenyon  was  silent  for  a  while,  shaking  his  head  solemnly  while 
he  looked  down  at  the  ground  between  his  knees.  Bert  Helker 
on  his  milk  stool  pulled  at  his  chin  with  a  big  hand.  Ambrose 
Mull  did  not  chuckle  now,  but  only  breathed  laboriously  over 
beside  the  door. 

At  last  Kenyon’s  cigar  glowed  again,  and  he  said,  “Boys,  I  tell 
you  if  that  engine  had  hit  that  separator  .  .  He  paused. 
“Well,  it  wouldn’t  just  mean  gettin’  a  new  belt.  Why,  if  you 
used  it  for  kindlin’  there  wouldn’t  be  enough  of  that  separator  left 
to  start  fire  in  the  morning.” 

In  the  stillness  that  followed,  the  dusk  seemed  to  become  in¬ 
stantly  darker.  In  the  west,  very  low  and  far  away,  only  a  faint 
blush  was  left  along  the  sky.  The  men  sat  for  a  while  in  silence, 
watching,  watching  this  patch  of  light. 

At  last  Kenyon  stirred  as  if  to  get  up  from  where  he  was  sitting 
in  the  doorway,  then  with  one  hand  grasping  the  jamb  of  the 
door  he  said  in  a  matter  of  fact  tone,  “Well,  I  reckon  we’ve  lost 
an  engineer  anyway.” 

“No,  sir.”  Bert  Helker  had  spoken  up  impulsively.  “He’ll  be 
right  back  here,  Mr.  Kenyon.  You  wait  an’  see  if  he  ain’t.” 
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Ambrose  Mull  started  sputtering  and  wheezing  over  beside  the 
door.  “Why,  I’ll  bet  ya  he’ll  be  right  back  here  in  the  mornin’ 
again,  first  thing.  Sure  as  daylight  he  will.  I  tell  ya,  you  don’t 
know  them  Teeterses,  Mr.  Kenyon.  Ya  can’t,  unless  you  live 
right  over  there  beside  ’em  like  I  do.  Oh,  I  knows  ’em,  ever’  last 
one  of  ’em.  Knowed  their  dad  afore  ’em.  An’  they’re  all  just  the 
same.  The  whole  lot  of  ’em  always  tryin’  things  they  ain’t  got 
no  business  at.  Messin’  things  all  up  ever’  time.  But  you  can’t 
tell  ’em  nothin’.  Can’t  never  tell  a  Teeters  nothin’.  They’re  all 
half  crazy,  that’s  what  they  are.  An’  Burl,  he’s  just  about  the 
worst  of  the  whole  keeboodle.” 

Another  deep  voice  sounded,  detached,  as  though  the  speaker 
was  talking  to  himself,  as  it  came  out  of  the  dusk  before  the 
barn.  “Yeah,  Teeters’ll  be  back  around  that  engine  again.  I 
just  knows  he  will.” 

After  a  moment  Kenyon  spoke  up  again,  speaking  in  a  helpless, 
complaining  tone.  “But,  boys,  what  we  goin’  to  do?  Can’t  have 
that  fellow  back  on  that  engine  again.” 

“Yes,  but  you’ll  never  keep  him  off,  Mr.  Kenyon,”  said  Jay 
Westwright.  “He’ll  cause  no  end  of  rumpus  to  all  the  rest  of  the 
ring  if  we  try  it.” 

“Why,  there  ought  to  be  some  way  of  gettin’  rid  of  him.  We’ve 
just  got  to  keep  him  away  from  that  machine,  boys.” 

“Can’t  never  do  it,  Mr.  Kenyon,”  Jay  Westwright  said,  and 
Bert  Helker  repeated  it. 

“You  never  can,”  Bert  said.  “No  use  talkin’.  You  can’t  keep 
him  away  nohow.  He’s  bound  to  be  back.” 

“But  couldn’t  you  just  kind  of  ease  him  out  some  way?  Maybe 
get  him  out  of  the  ring  some  way.  Might  buy  up  his  share  in  the 
machine,  boys.  Couldn’t  you  do  that?” 

“Oh,  I  don’t  know,  Mr.  Kenyon,”  said  Jay.  “I  don’t  hardly 
think  we’d  ought  to  push  him  out  of  the  ring  that  way.  Don’t 
see  how  we  could  do  it  very  easy  even  if  we  wanted  to.  He 
wouldn’t  sell  his  share  to  none  of  us.  Wouldn’t  sell  it  now  any¬ 
ways.” 

“No,”  Bert  Helker  said,  “I  don’t  see  how  we  could  do  that, 
Mr.  Kenyon.  Don’t  think  the  boys’d  want  to  put  him  out  ex¬ 
actly.” 

Then  Jay’s  voice  came  in  slow,  measured  tones.  “Fact,  there’s 
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only  one  way  I  see  of  doin’  it.  I  know  it’ll  be  mighty  awkward, 
but  the  only  way  I  see  is  for  you  to  stay  right  around  that  en¬ 
gine.  Just  practically  run  it  yourself,  Mr.  Kenyon.  It’s  the  only 
thing  I  see  we  can  do.” 

“Well,  you  boys  ought  to  know  best,  of  course,”  said  Kenyon. 
“It  will  make  it  kind  of  bad.  I’d  ought  to  be  up  around  the  sep¬ 
arator  most  of  the  time.  But  if  that’s  the  way  you  boys  look  at 
it  I  suppose  it’s  the  only  way.  You  know,  I  want  to  be  accom¬ 
modating.  That’s  what  I’m  here  for.  I  want  you  boys  to  be 
satisfied.” 

“That’s  about  the  only  way  we  can  do  it,  Mr.  Kenyon — the 
way  Jay  said,”  said  Bert  Helker.  “Fer  he’ll  be  right  back  here, 
wantin’  to  run  that  engine  again,  sure  as  shootin’.  You  can’t 
stop  Burl  Teeters,  onct  he  gets  somethin’  like  that  in  his  head. 
An’  he  won’t  ferget  it  either,  like  you  might  think  after  this  after¬ 
noon.  No  way  under  blue  heaven  a  gettin’  it  out  a  his  head. 
He’s  a  Teeters,  that’s  all,  just  as  Ambrose  says.” 

There  was  absolute  silence  for  a  while.  Then  away  on  the 
prairie,  from  the  direction  of  the  patch  of  light  at  the  edge  of  the 
sky,  there  arose  a  thin,  distant  calling.  The  voice  seemed  very 
far  away,  yet  it  came  very  clear  through  the  damp  dusk. 

Ambrose  Mull  grunted.  “There  he  is  now.  That’s  him,  I 
hearn  him  lots  a  times  like  that.  It’s  just  like  him.  That’s  a 
Teeters  for  you,  callin’  his  hogs  this  time  a  night  when  ever’bodv 
else  has  his  chorin’  done  an’  forgot  about  it  couple  hours  ago.” 
Ambrose  snorted  and  grunted  a  few  times,  and  then  was  silent. 
Kenyon  suddenly  laughed,  very  briefly  and  as  though  to  himself. 

The  thin  distant  calling  continued,  and  now  it  seemed  to  be 
growing  constantly  clearer  and  stronger  as  it  came  out  of  the 
dusk.  The  men  sat  for  a  while,  silently  listening.  Moment  after 
moment  the  calling  grew  still  clearer  and  louder.  But  it  was. 
shrill  and  thin,  somehow  like  an  impudent,  insistent  challenge 
too  distant  to  be  answered  at  all. 

Suddenly  Jay  Westwright  rose  impatiently  to  his  feet.  The 
others  were  getting  up  now,  one  after  another,  Ambrose  Mull 
puffing  and  wheezing  as  he  did  so.  Ambrose’s  puffing  was  the 
only  sound  made  by  any  of  the  men,  except  a  scuffling  of  feet 
and  a  light  rattle  of  corn  cobs  here  and  there  on  the  ground.  The 
faint  distant  calling  came  again,  more  distinct  than  before.  Then 


LEO  L.  WARD 


297 

Jay  Westwright’s  voice,  lifted  slightly  as  if  with  irritation,  seemed 
to  be  saying  something  about  a  belt.  Kenyon  made  some  vague 
answer  about  “losing  only  a  day  or  two.”  Other  voices  out  in 
front  of  the  bam  were  moving  away  slowly.  But  above  the  mut¬ 
ter  and  mumble  of  voices  the  thin  calling  continued  to  come,  shrill 
and  clear. 

In  a  little  while  two  or  three  buggies  and  one  Ford  were  leav¬ 
ing  Bert  Helker’s  farmyard.  The  rattle  of  wheels  and  the  quick 
fluttering  purr  of  a  small  motor  soon  died  away.  Then  the  call¬ 
ing  could  be  heard  again,  and  it  seemed  even  more  distinct  than 
it  had  yet  been,  a  thin  distant  ringing  that  pierced  the  darkness 
which  was  settling  everywhere  over  the  prairie. 


THE  MIRACLE1 

By  ANNE  ELIZABETH  WILSON 

(From  Scribner’s  Magazine ) 

“'“p'OM,”  growled  the  General,  who  was  still  lying  abed,  “what 

X  the  devil  are  you  mumbling  about?” 

Tom  Hodge,  one  of  the  blackest  and  also  one  of  the  most  in¬ 
destructible  of  the  Darnell  niggers,  straightened  his  back  from 
the  business  of  fire-laying  to  look  languidly  toward  the  four- 
poster.  “I  ain’t  feelin’  so  good  dis  mornin’,  suh.  Might’  nigh 
didn’t  git  here  ’tall.” 

The  General’s  eyes  lifted  with  faint  interest.  “Where’s  your 
misery  now?”  he  inquired.  “And  you  might  pull  the  curtains.” 

“No  immejiate  misery,  suh,”  replied  Tom  with  hesitant  dig¬ 
nity,  “only — well,  you  know  dat  consarned  black  bull,  suh?” 

“Merely  by  sight,”  snapped  the  bed’s  occupant,  shaking  off  the 
comforter. 

“De  fac’  is,”  pursued  Tom,  almost  unwilling,  “de  fac’  is,  de 
dutty  varmint  done  killed  me  daid.” 

The  General’s  face  smoothed  out  into  an  utter  absence  of  ex¬ 
pression.  “Indeed?”  he  nodded. 

Tom  bowed  slightly.  “Yassuh,”  he  confirmed  the  statement, 
“fo’  five  minutes.” 

The  sweet  damp  of  a  Kentucky  morning  was  blowing  in  through 
the  half-open  windows,  but  the  fire  had  begun  to  cast  its  warmth. 
Tom  continued  to  dig  it  solicitously. 

“  Twas  ’twixt  de  woodhouse  an’  de  kitchen,  ’bout  six  to-day,” 
he  went  on  to  explain,  “as  I  wuz  jes’  easin’  de  wheelbarrow  roun’ 
de  cistern  fo’  to  dump  it  by  de  do’,  when  lippity  splick,  I  heahs 
de  cloven  hoof.” 

“The  devil?”  inquired  the  General. 

“Yassuh;  guess  it  twuz.” 

1  Copyright,  1930,  by  Charles  Scribner’s  Sons. 

Copyright,  1931,  by  Anne  Elizabeth  Wilson. 
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“Did  you  die  then?" 

“Not  dat  time,”  Tom  admitted,  “but  ’twuz  right  den  and  dere 
I  denied  de  wheelbarrow.” 

“Proceed.”  The  voice  emanated  from  behind  the  fluttering 
folds  of  a  silk  bedkerchief. 

“Fum  dat  place  I  p’oceeded  to  de  quarters,”  Tom  continued, 
“but  dey  ain’t  no  use  axin’  me  how  I  got  dere.” 

“I  am  not  inquiring.” 

“Nawsuh.  It  was  jes’  like  you  wuz  to  tech  a  match  to  one 
dem  fizz-bangs,  an’  den  ax  how  come  it  done  shift  its  position.” 

“I  understand  perfectly.” 

Tom  nodded  and  swallowed.  “De  fust  thing  /  know,  dey  wuz 
a  kind  of  a  light  wind  singin’  thu  ma  legs  an’  de  groun’  flyin’  be- 
hime  me.  De  bull  he  beller  like  to  bust  hisself,  ’cause  he  knew 
well  as  I  did  he  ain’t  goin’  to  be  able  to  fetch  up  wid  me  lessen  I 
let  him.” 

“Oh,  then  it  was  the  bull?” 

“Yassuh,  dat  red-eyed  Blackie.” 

“Not  tethered,  eh?” 

“Nawsuh;  free  as  grass.  ’Twouldn’t  been  no  p’edicament  what¬ 
ever,  though,  if  de  groun’  hadn’  been  wet,  but  de  Lawd  nevah 
made  me  fo’  no  mud  ho’se.” 

“I  am  sure  of  that.  Continue.” 

“Wall,  suh,  me  an’  Blackie  went  on  fo’  some  little  piece  ’fo  he 
ovehtook  me.  ’Fo  I  knew  it,  I  wuz  lyin’  flat  on  de  groun’  an’  be 
sailin’  pas’.  Seems  like  he  couldn’t  stop  up  in  time.” 

“You  were  not  dead?” 

“Nawsuh,  but  I  was  pluralized  wid  feah.” 

“Go  on.” 

“So  after  dat,  seein’  how  de  caht  had  kinda  got  befo’  de  ho’se,  I 
lit  out  arfter  Blackie.” 

“With  an  eye  to  securing  him,  I  presume?” 

Tom  hesitated  as  he  struggled  for  veracity.  “Nawsuh,  dat  ain’t 
exactly  whut  entered  ma  mind.  Whut  I  calclated  wuz  dat  if  I 
chase  him  fur  enough,  I’d  have  a  better  chance  to  git  away  if  I 
run  in  de  udder  direction.” 

“Escape  was  your  only  motive?” 

“Yassuh,  escapement  was  ma  wish.  Wall,  den  arfter  I  leap’ 
out  into  de  pasture,  Blackie  he  stand  still  kinda  twistin’  his  tail. 


300 


THE  MIRACLE 


He  lift  it  up  and  fling  it  down,  and  den  wrench  it  backwards  like 
as  though  he’s  tryin’  to  make  up  his  min’,  and  all  de  time  he  keep 
shakin’  his  hornery  haid  an’  snortin’  like  he  wuz  goin’  to  bust 
loose  any  minute.  Somepin’  tole  me  to  move  back  agin,  so  I 
stahts  to  kinda  glide  ma  feet  behime  me  widout  takin’  ma  eyes 
offn  de  bull.  Fuhst  thing  I  knew,  I  done  backed  maself  into  de 
sink  hole.” 

“Did  you  die  then?” 

“Nawsuh,  but  I  come  mighty  nigh  it.” 

“I  have  often  spoken  to  you  niggers  about  keeping  the  sink 
hole  fenced  around.” 

“Yassuh.  Seems  like  dey’s  a  kind  of  ledge  ’bout  fo’  feet  down, 
and  dere  I  stuck.  Blackie  come  looking  over  de  edge,  an’  I  wuz 
dat  sickened  wid  de  whole  fight,  damn  if  I  didn’t  chuck  a  hand¬ 
ful  of  duht  right  splam  in  his  face.”  Tom  paused  in  deference 
to  the  very  memory  of  it. 

“Lawdy,  he  wuz  de  maddes’  bull  I  evah  see!” 

“Well?” 

“Den  de  gravel  begin  to  move  sideways  where  I  wuz  holdin’ 
on,  an’  I  done  sunk  some  mo’.  By  dat  time  I’s  so  decimated  wid 
weakness  an’  app’ehension,  dat  I  had  to  keep  ma  eyes  shet  so’s 
not  to  relapse  to  de  bottom,  but  I  jes’  had  ’bout  strength  enough 
lef’  to  holler.  ’Long  ’bought  half  a  hour  later,  Buck  Dudley  done 
fotch  me  out  wid  his  suspenders.” 

“Were  you  dead?” 

“Nawsuh,  not  yit,  but  I  was  feelin’  might’  po’ly.  Howsome- 
ever,  I  didn’t  see  Blackie  ’round  nowhere,  an’  I  ’lowed  I  wouldn’t 
say  nothin’  to  Buck.  Eatin’  seemed  ’bout  de  bes’  thing  I  ought 
to  do,  so  I  mosied  on  back  to  de  quarters.  Oh,  Lawd!  ” 

Tom’s  face  grayed  as  he  called  to  mind  the  moment  of  that 
dread  decision. 

“Well,  what’s  the  matter;  did  you  die  then?” 

“Yassuh,  it  wuz  jes’  ’bout  dat  time  I  begin  to  fail.” 

The  half-wet  logs  sputtered  violently  as  Tom  prodded  them 
anew.  The  General  blew  his  nose  desperately,  and  at  last  the 
narrative  went  on. 

“Jes’  as  I  rounded  de  quarters  yard  I  seen  him.  Dere  he  wuz, 
madder  n  Jehosophat — layin’  fo’  me.  You’d  think  he  wuz  on 
wires  de  way  he  jump  aroun’,  and  his  black  legs  as  thin  as  tar- 
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twine.  Hes  face’s  still  duhty  where  I  done  lambaste  him  wid  de 
mud  outn  de  sink  hole,  an’  his  eyes  redder ’n  a  turtle’s. 

“  ‘Look  out!’  yells  F’licity  Samson — de  yaller  wench.  She  jes’ 
took  dat  time  to  spy  me  out.  'Looks  like  Blackie  got  his  eye  on 
yew.’ 

“Wid  dat  all  de  consarned  niggers  in  de  quarters  come  cranin’ 
dey  necks  fo’  to  see  whut  de  rumpus  about,  an’  I  breaks  fo’ 
F’licity  do’. 

“Blackie,  he  break  too.  F’licity  stand  dere  hollerin’  like  a 
Comanche  an’  won’t  git  out  de  way.  Natchely,  I  ain’t  goin’  to 
stop  and  neither  ain’t  Blackie,  so  I  circles  fo’  de  pasture  agin. 
Roun’  de  field  we  goes,  an’  arfter  I  git  back  to  de  place  where  I 
reconnize  de  lay  of  de  land  agin,  I  got  to  goin’  so  fas’  I  cain’t 
stop.  Blackie  he  rampsin’  along  ’bout  six  feet  behime  an’  de 
snorts  he’s  lettin’  outn  him  throw  de  sod  up  in  lumps.  'Hi!’  I 
yells  to  F’licity,  'by  de  time  I  runs  aroun’  dis  fohty-acre  field  a 
couple  times  mo’  maybe  I  git  slowed  down  enough  to  _git  thu  de 
do’.’  ” 

Tom  paused  for  the  breath  which  even  in  the  telling  of  the  tale 
forsook  him.  “Gawd  a’mighty,  I  sho’  did  suffer!” 

“Sit  down,”  sympathized  the  General. 

“Yassuh;  thank  you,  suh.  Wall,  suh,  seems  like  once  mo’ 
roun’  dat  field  wuz  ’bout  enough.  F’licity  she  come  to  by  dat 
time  and  git  de  yard  cleared  so’s  I  could  git  a  straight  parf  to  de 
do’,  an’  I  bust  thu.  If  it  hadn’t  been  fo’  de  wall  on  de  udder 
side,  I  reckon  I  be  goin’  yet.” 

“Doubtless.” 

“I  jes’  fall  down  on  de  bed  and  lie  dere.  De  roof  wuz  flyin’ 
roun’  an’  de  flo’  heavin’  like  a  porpoise.  If  you  wuz  to  have  axed 
me  could  I  put  up  wid  anything  mo’,  I’d  have  cried  like  a  bebby.” 

“Awful,”  agreed  the  General. 

“Den — den — ”  Tom’s  voice  wavered. 

“Some  one  asked  you,”  prompted  the  General. 

“Nawsuh,  ’twuz  was’n  dat.  Blackie  done  stick  his  haid  in  de 
do’!  He  jes’  stood  dere  fo’  a  minute  lookin’  at  me,  an’  den  he 
give  a  kind  of  a  squat  an’  a  flutter  .  .  .” 

“Good  Gad!” 

“Yassuh,  an’  dat’s  how  he  come  to  kill  me  daid.” 

“Oh,  you  did  die  then?” 
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“Yassuh,  ma  heaht  stopped  heatin’.” 

“How  long  did  you  say  it  stopped  beating?” 

“  ’Bout — ’bout — f-i-v-e  minutes.” 

There  was  a  brief  silence.  The  General  coughed  once  or  twice 
as  he  turned  restlessly  in  bed. 

“Tom,”  he  bawled  at  last,  “you’re  a  damned  liar!  You  know 
as  well  as  I  do  that  you  can’t  kill  a  Darnell  nigger.” 

Tom  raised  his  eyes  in  woful  rebuke.  “Yassuh,”  he  murmured 
huskily.  “I  ’membered  dat  arfter  I’d  been  lyin’  dere  fo’  a  while. 
.  .  .  De  fac’  is,  dey  cain’t  no  Darnell  nigger  lie  up  in  peace 
knowin’  yo’  fire  ain’t  made,  suh.  Not  even  if  he’s  done  daid.” 

The  General  started,  “Tom,”  he  snorted,  “pour  my  bath. 
Give  me  my  linen.  And  Tom  .  . 

“Yassuh?” 

“Give  me  your  hand.” 
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WHITE  MAN’S  TOWN 1 

By  LOWRY  CHARLES  WIMBERLY 

(From  The  Forum) 


I 

YOU  don’t  like  a  small  town?  Well,  now  that’s  odd.  You 
can  give  me  one  every  time.  In  a  big  place  you  can  be  born 
and  grow  up  and  marry  a  fortune  and  then  die  maybe  and  leave 
it  all,  and  nobody  is  any  the  wiser  or  gives  a  damn.  But  in  a 
little  burg  you’ve  got  everybody  spotted  and  they’ve  got  you  spot¬ 
ted.  If  there’s  a  low-down  buzzard  in  town,  you  know  it.  Or  if 
there’s  a  good  man  or  a  saint,  you  know  that,  too.  You  can  bank 
on  just  how  each  person  will  act  at  a  revival  or  a  dog  fight  or 
an  election.  There  was  Deb  Gurney.  You  always  knew  he’d  vote 
Democrat  and  go  clear  off  his  base  at  a  fire  but  show  the  levelest 
head  on  earth  at  a  funeral,  especially  if  he  was  related  to  the 
corpse. 

Deb’s  grandmother  on  his  father’s  side,  and  as  nice  an  old 
lady  as  you’d  want  to  see,  was  hit  by  a  car  and  passed  away  the 
next  morning  without  coming  to.  She  was  buried  on  Sunday. 
The  church  was  jammed  at  the  funeral,  particularly  with  old- 
timers,  and  everybody  bawled  and  bellowed  and  blew  their  noses 
until  you  couldn’t  help  joining  in.  And  you  couldn’t  catch  a 
cussed  word  of  the  sermon,  for  all  the  preacher  was  laying  into  it 
in  a  way  that  was  enough  to  make  the  old  lady  rise  up  out  of 
her  coffin.  But  Deb,  who  was  her  nearest  of  kin  and  not  five 
feet  from  the  corpse,  just  sat  there  calmer  even  than  the  under¬ 
taker  himself  and  didn’t  bat  an  eye.  There  was  a  stranger  in 
town  at  the  time,  and  Mell  Rascom  got  up  a  bet  with  him  on  how 
Deb  would  act  at  the  funeral.  It  was  an  ornery  thing  to  pull  on 
anybody,  for  of  course  the  stranger  lost. 

1  Copyright,  1931,  by  The  Forum  Publishing  Company. 

Copyright,  1931,  by  Lowry  Charles  Wimberly. 


304 


WHITE  MAN’S  TOWN 


That  only  goes  to  show  how  well  you  have  things  sized  up  in  a 
small  place.  But  now  and  then  something  comes  along  and 
stumps  you  no  matter  how  much  you  sit  around  trying  to  figure 
it  out.  It  was  Lum  Zither  that  got  me  guessing — and  still  has, 
for  that  matter. 

You  say  you’ve  been  over  in  my  town  lately  and  was  wanting 
to  ask  me  about  Lum?  Now,  that  is  odd,  ain’t  it,  when  you  think 
I  was  just  going  to  tell  you  about  him?  No,  I  reckon  there’s 
nothing  much  you  can  do  for  me,  mister.  Thanks,  anyway.  It 
ain’t  so  bad  here.  The  warden’s  been  good  enough.  Anyhow, 
I’m  satisfied.  That  is,  except  for  trying  to  get  this  thing  straight¬ 
ened  out. 

Sometimes  it  looks  as  clear  as  day,  and  then  again  it’s  all  foggy 
and  jumbled  up.  And  I  lay  awake  nights  until  people  from  over 
at  my  town  appear  to  be  sitting  around  in  my  head,  so  to  speak, 
shoving  their  chairs  about  and  trying  to  jabber  their  way  through 
the  fog.  I  reckon  I  jabber,  too,  mister,  and  it  may  be  I’d  go 
crazy  if  there  wasn’t  one  idea  that  I  get  clear  enough.  It’s  an 
idea  I  always  wind  up  with  and  that  I  try  to  keep  hanging  on  to. 
What  is  the  idea?  It’s  this.  I  couldn’t  take  any  chances.  I  had 
to  do  what  I  did.  You  would  have  done  the  same  even  if  you 
knew  you’d  swing  for  it,  just  as  I’ve  got  to.  As  I  say,  I  couldn’t 
take  any  chances  any  more  than  any  other  white  man  could  have. 

II 

Lum  was  my  best  friend,  the  only  real  one,  I  reckon,  that  I 
ever  had.  He  grew  up  in  my  town  from  a  kid,  but  he  was  adopted 
from  way  off  South  somewhere.  The  Zithers  claimed  they  had 
all  the  papers  on  him,  and  I  expect  they  did  have.  Anyway, 
when  he  was  around  twenty  they  died  and  he  got  everything  they 
owned,  which  wasn’t  much — a  patch  of  ground  and  a  shack  down 
by  the  river.  It  wasn’t  long,  though,  before  the  river  ate  the 
land  away  and  left  only  the  shack.  But  the  shack  was  enough. 
You  couldn’t  have  hired  Lum  to  work  the  ground. 

Now,  that’s  just  what  I  thought.  When  you  was  over  there 
you  heard  considerable  rot  about  him.  And  all  that  talk  about 
his  hair  is  part  of  the  rot.  The  truth  is,  mister,  that  his  hair  was 
only  full  of  little  curls,  of  a  shiny  black,  that  played  around  over 
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his  head,  as  you  might  say,  and  halfway  down  to  his  shoulders. 
Nobody  but  a  fool  would  call  it  kinky.  And  he  was  good-looking, 
Lum  was.  His  rags  and  tatters  couldn’t  hide  the  fact.  You  took 
to  him  the  minute  you  saw  him.  “He’s  got  good  eyes,”  you’d  say. 
Or  maybe  it  was  his  loafish  ways  that  drew  you,  or  his  banjo  and 
his  singing.  Many  a  night  you  could  hear  his  voice  come  rolling 
up  off  the  river,  strong  and  velvety.  He  was  the  most  good- 
natured  and  no-account  cuss  you  ever  saw,  the  finest  person  in 
the  world  to  be  around  with. 

Dark?  Sure  he  was,  but  not  a  damn  bit  darker  than  I  am,  or 
you,  mister,  begging  your  pardon.  Say,  do  you  suppose  I’d  have 
fished  and  drank  with  him,  ate  and  even  slept  with  him,  lived 
with  him,  you  might  say,  down  there  in  his  shack,  if  I’d  thought 
for  a  minute  he  wasn’t  as  white  as  you  or  me? 

You’re  like  the  rest  of  them.  You’ve  got  this  thing  all  fogged 
up.  Her?  My  sister?  There  you  go  again.  Would  I  have  stood 
for  her  being  around  with  him  if  I’d  thought  that?  And  then  get¬ 
ting  married  to  him?  There  was  the  Colonel,  too.  Maybe  you 
might  have  met  him.  One  of  the  biggest  men  in  the  state.  Colo¬ 
nel  Dolliver  Toombs.  That’s  him.  Just  about  owns  the  town. 
The  Colonel  didn’t  think  but  what  Lum  was  white  enough.  And 
if  anybody  could  scent  out  colored  blood,  the  Colonel  could. 

You  heard  that  the  Colonel  shot  a  nigger  once  at  the  polls? 
Well,  that’s  right,  though  it  was  a  little  before  my  day.  It  was 
then,  they  claim,  that  the  niggers  all  pulled  out  across  the  river. 
The  Colonel’s  a  little  oldish  now  and  walks  with  a  cane,  a  gold¬ 
headed  cane.  He’s  dressy  and  noble-looking  and  tries  to  keep  the 
town  the  same  way.  And,  as  I  say,  he’s  death  on  niggers.  Yes, 
sir,  we’ve  got  a  white  man’s  town. 

Ever  since  I  was  a  kid  I’ve  watched  the  Colonel  send  strange 
niggers  down  the  road  or  have  the  marshal  send  them — niggers 
good  and  bad  alike,  some  you  wouldn’t  mind  having  around  if 
they’d  keep  their  place.  But  he’d  laugh  in  your  face  if  you’d  tell 
him  Lum  wasn’t  as  white  as  the  whitest  man  in  Missouri.  And 
he  said  I  was  a  damn  fool  and  ought  to  hang  for  doing  what  I 
did.  But  I  couldn’t  take  any  chances,  Colonel  or  no  Colonel. 
I’ll  stick  to  that  to  the  last,  which  won’t  be  long  now.  Say, 
what’s  your  notion  of  preachers,  mister?  There’s  one  been  com¬ 
ing  in  here  lately  reading  the  Bible  and  claiming  I  ought  to  own 
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up  to  being  in  the  wrong  and  so  get  ready  to  .  .  .  My  nerve? 
Oh,  it’s  good  enough. 

That’s  right.  I  knew  you’d  bring  those  songs  of  Lum’s  up. 
Everybody  does.  But  what’ve  his  songs  got  to  do  with  it;  that 
is,  except  when  you  get  to  looking  back  over  it  all?  Of  course, 
you  can’t  get  around  the  fact  but  that  there  was  something  about 
his  singing  that  kind  of  carried  you  in  over  your  head.  Especially 
along  towards  the  end,  after  he’d  been  down  South.  Two  or  three 
claim  he  was  down  there  looking  up  his  real  folks.  But  I  don’t 
know  anything  about  that.  And  I  could  maybe  forget  his  nigger 
songs  if  it  wasn’t  for  a  couple  of  things.  One  of  them  was  a 
dream,  and  I  reckon  the  dream  had  something  to  do  with  the 
other.  Dreams  are  damn  foolishness  in  a  way.  The  trouble  is, 
I’ve  had  this  one  more  than  once. 

It  must  have  been  a  week  after  he  came  home  that  I  was  down 
to  his  place  mending  a  net.  He  was  fixing  some  other  tackle.  A 
hook  jabbed  his  finger,  and  a  little  blood  came.  It  was  a  rusty 
hook,  and  I  told  him  he’d  better  tend  to  his  finger.  But  he  just 
sat  there  looking  at  the  blood  like  he  saw  something  out  of  the 
way  about  it,  and  saying,  “My  God!  Oh,  my  God!”  After  a  lit¬ 
tle  he  wiped  the  blood  off  and  went  over  and  leaned  up  against  the 
house. 

Did  he  think  at  the  time  that  he  had  mixed  blood  in  him? 
That’s  a  thing  I  ain’t  sure  about,  mister.  Maybe  he  only  felt  it 
or  suspicioned  it,  you  might  say.  I  went  over  by  him,  but  he 
wouldn’t  talk.  He  just  stood  there  looking  off  across  the  river. 

He  was  deadish  white,  but  after  a  while  he  appeared  to  get  bet¬ 
ter.  He  went  in  and  brought  out  his  banjo  and  sitting  on  a  stump 
he  started  plunking  around  after  a  tune.  Of  course  there  was 
nothing  in  particular  to  that.  We’d  sat  just  that  way  hundreds 
of  times,  with  him  playing  and  usually  singing,  and  both  of  us 
rubbering  across  towards  the  other  shore,  so  far  away  the  trees 
were  purplish  and  made  you  want  to  be  over  where  they  were. 
Then  maybe  on  our  side  a  tree  would  topple  towards  the  water 
and  we’d  jump  up  in  time  to  see  the  bank  cave  off,  carrying  the 
tree  with  it,  and  go  melting  away  downstream.  So,  as  I  say,  there 
was  nothing  in  particular  about  his  playing;  that  is,  not  at  first. 

But  after  a  while,  right  in  the  middle  of  a  song,  he  slid  off  onto 
a  nigger  time  and  stuck  to  it  over  and  over  until  the  thing  got  to 
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moaning  around  in  my  own  head.  The  worst  of  it  was  that  every 
now  and  then  his  old  dog  would  sit  there  and  howl  the  way  a  dog 
will  when  you  hit  the  right  note.  It  made  you  want  to  join  in, 
too,  dog  or  no  dog,  and  you  might  have,  but  there  was  something 
about  it  all  that  went  deeper  than  the  singing.  It  was  something 
you  didn’t  want  to  get  mixed  up  in. 

You  can  think  I’m  clear  off,  mister,  but  that  darky  tune  seemed 
to  be  a  sort  of  wavy,  mourning  blackness  stretching  out  clear  over 
the  river.  And  while  Lum  was  singing  I  got  the  feeling  that  he 
was  a  thousand  miles  from  me.  Yes,  sir,  I  could  have  reached 
over  and  touched  him,  but,  as  I  say,  he  seemed  on  the  other  side 
of  the  world.  Sis  came  to  the  door  and  laughed  at  us  sitting  there. 
I  had  a  feeling,  though,  that  she  oughtn’t  to  be  laughing.  “You 
two  come  to  supper,”  she  said,  and  we  went  inside. 

But  after  only  a  mouthful  or  so  he  shoved  his  chair  back  and 
went  outdoors  and  started  plunking  away  again.  And  I  couldn’t 
eat  any  more,  either.  Sis  called  to  him,  but  he  didn  t  answer.  So 
we  sat  there  listening  to  him,  his  voice  lonesome  and  sad  and  far¬ 
away.  It  made  you  feel  there  was  something  wrong  in  the  world 
and  that  you  wanted  to  get  away  from  it  all— wanted  to  die, 
maybe,  and  go  to  heaven  or  the  other  place.  Anywhere,  just  so 
you  were  pulling  out. 

Ill 


No,  I  didn’t  get  the  idea  from  his  singing  that  he  might  be  col¬ 
ored.  ’  Why  the  hell  should  I?  It  was  only,  as  I  say,  that  he 
seemed  a  thousand  miles  from  me.  It  wasn’t  till  a  couple  or  three 
weeks  afterwards,  on  that  day  at  the  carnival,  that  the  idea  you  re 
studying  about  first  shot  into  my  head.  And  I  sometimes  think 
that’s  the  first  time  it  really  shot  into  his  head,  too. 

The  carnival  was  along  in  .  .  .  Oh,  the  dream  I  had?  Well, 
as  I  said,  dreams  are  fool  things.  Or  maybe  you  take  some  stock 
in  them.  That’s  right.  They  do  appear  to  have  a  kind  of  sense 
to  them  sometimes;  that  is,  when  you  go  back  over  them  and 
begin  hooking  them  up  with  things  that  came  along  afterwards. 
And  they  get  you  to  stewing,  particularly  when  you  have  the 
same  one  more  than  once.  The  first  time?  It  was  that  night 
after  Lum  jabbed  his  finger  and  then  kept  harping  on  that  darky 

tune. 
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I  went  swirling  down  into  some  damned  place  or  other,  inky 
black  except  for  little  floating  specks  of  reddish  light.  I  started 
walking  along,  going  nowhere  that  I  know  of,  and  pretty  soon 
here  was  Lum  and  his  dog  walking  along  with  me.  And  while  we 
was  walking  you  could  hear  Sis’s  voice  crying  and  calling  from 
somewhere  up  above.  In  a  minute,  though,  you  couldn’t  hear  it 
any  more.  We  came  to  a  river.  It  was  running  full  with  black 
water,  but  with  those  specks  of  light  floating  over  the  blackness 
of  it.  Then  we  were  standing  over  this  blackness  ourselves,  teeter¬ 
ing  at  the  end  of  a  bridge  that  didn’t  reach  clear  across.  I  tried 
to  step  back  from  the  end  of  that  bridge,  but  I  couldn’t,  and  I 
thought  for  a  minute  that  Lum  wasn’t  with  me  any  longer.  Then 
I  heard  him  strike  up  an  old  nigger  tune.  “You  got  shoes;  I  got 
shoes;  all  God’s  chillun  got  shoes.” 

And  while  he  was  singing,  that  other  shore  began  to  lighten  up 
until  over  there  it  was  the  brightest  kind  of  day.  There  were 
buildings,  tall  and  fine,  miles  of  them,  and  shining  like  gold.  It 
was  a  city,  you  might  say,  and  there  was  a  golden  street  coming 
right  down  through  the  middle  of  it  clear  to  the  river.  And  the 
longer  Lum  kept  that  song  going,  the  closer  we  crept  to  the  city. 
I  could  hear  far-away  voices,  answering  back  to  him  and  singing, 
“Gonna  walk  all  over  God’s  heaven.”  A  little  more  and  we  would 
have  been  there.  But  the  voices  changed  all  at  once  to  a  yelling, 
and  down  from  the  upper  end  of  the  street  a  man  came  tearing 
along  towards  us.  It  was  a  nigger,  naked  to  the  waist  and  as 
black  as  pitch.  And  in  a  second  there  came  a  running  whiteness, 
filling  that  street  and  sweeping  down  after  him.  It  was  a  mob, 
pure  white — snow-white  faces  and  clothes.  The  nigger  stumbled, 
and  all  that  whiteness  was  just  about  on  him  when  I  woke  up. 

Well,  that  dream  comes  back  to  me,  spreads  itself  out  in  my 
sleep  many  a  night— the  river  and  Lum  with  his  dog  and  that 
golden  city  with  the  nigger  tearing  along  ahead  of  the  yelling 
whiteness  of  that  mob.  No,  as  I  say,  I  don’t  reckon  there’s  any 
sense  to  it,  but  just  the  same  it  sticks  to  me  like  it  wanted  to  fin¬ 
ish  itself.  Well,  it’ll  have  to  hurry.  Do  I  feel  O.K.?  Sure. 
White,  kind  of?  That’s  nothing.  You’d  be  the  same  with  sit¬ 
ting  in  here  and  waiting.  But  that  dream— I  expect  there  is  a 
sort  of  sense  to  it.  I  get  to  thinking  that  if  I  could  figure  out 
exactly  what  happened  at  the  carnival,  then  this  dream  would  fin- 
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ish  itself.  Maybe  that  sounds  crazy,  mister.  I  reckon  it  is  crazy, 
just  like  everything  is  crazy  that  comes  along  and  busts  you  when 
you  ain’t  looking. 

The  carnival?  That’s  what  I  was  coming  to.  They  must  have 
told  you  about  the  day  Lum  chased  those  two  niggers.  But  did 
Lum  chase  them?  That’s  just  the  point. 

It  was  a  one-horse  carnival,  but  plenty  good  for  a  small  town. 
There  was  a  merry-go-round  and  a  Ferris  wheel  and  some  of  the 
other  usual  stuff,  with  kids  swarming  all  over  everything  and 
grown  people  too.  No,  Sis  wasn’t  there.  And  Lum  wasn’t  either. 
That  is,  not  at  first  he  wasn’t.  She  was  going  to  have  a  kid  and 
Lum  had  sent  her  up  to  Ma’s  to  stay  a  month  or  so.  Presh  Wat¬ 
kins  and  I  went  through  the  whole  string  of  stuff,  including  a 
pretty  bum  leg-show,  which  we  took  in  twice.  But  dinky  as  it  all 
was,  the  carnival  would  have  been  as  good  as  you’d  expect  if  on 
the  last  day  a  couple  of  niggers  and  a  little  tan  mule  hadn’t 
showed  up. 

The  niggers  roped  off  a  spot  a  short  ways  from  the  merry-go- 
round  and  at  the  top  of  the  slope  that  runs  down  across  the  tracks 
to  the  river.  The  little  fat  one — he  was  as  black  as  tar — began 
clowning  around  with  the  mule,  making  the  crowd  fall  all  over 
itself  laughing.  You  can’t  beat  a  nigger  when  it  comes  to  play¬ 
ing,  mister.  Personally,  I  like  to  see  them  around,  especially 
around  a  carnival  or  a  ball  game  or  even  a  revival.  They  get  all 
there  is  out  of  such  a  thing  and  make  a  good  time  for  other  people. 
As  I’ve  told  you,  they  don’t  worry  me  as  long  as  they  keep  their 
place. 

But  the  minute  I  laid  eyes  on  those  niggers  I  began  to  feel  un¬ 
easy.  To  make  it  worse,  Presh  came  along  pretty  soon  and  said 
there  was  a  white  woman  and  a  nigger  kid  with  them.  He  pointed 
her  out.  She  was  off  to  our  left — a  big,  frowzy  blonde  dressed  in 
loudish  red  with  splotches  of  yellow  in  it.  And  in  her  arms  was 
the  blackest  little  nigger  you  ever  saw.  It  was  cute,  too,  or  would 
have  been  if  she  hadn’t  been  holding  it.  “They  claim  she’s  the 
big  shine’s  woman,”  Presh  said. 

Well,  it  turned  me  sick  to  see  that  white  woman  there  with 
that  black  kid.  I  tried  to  get  Presh  to  go  up  and  tell  the  niggers 
they’d  better  beat  it.  But  he  wouldn’t,  and  said  there  wasn’t 
anything  to  stew  about.  Still,  I  knew  there  was,  or  I  felt  there 
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was,  which  is  worse.  You  know  how  it  is,  mister.  You  have  a 
feeling  inside  of  you  and  you  ain’t  sure  just  what  it’s  all  about. 
I  commenced  looking  around  for  Lum,  I’d  saw  him  early  that 
morning  putting  out  across  the  river;  so  I  reckoned  he  hadn’t 
gotten  back. 

Maybe  I  had  a  notion  that  Lum  could  do  something  with  the 
niggers  or  maybe  I  didn’t.  All  I  can  say  is  that  I  was  worried 
because  he  wasn’t  there  with  me,  or  maybe  I  don’t  know  what  the 
hell  I  did  think.  Maybe,  as  you  might  say,  I  had  those  nigger 
tunes  in  the  back  of  my  head  without  knowing  it,  or  that  dream. 
But  he  wasn’t  anywhere  around,  and  I  wished  I  had  tipped  those 
niggers  off  myself.  I’m  glad  now,  though,  that  I  didn’t.  In  the 
long  run  I  reckon  those  coons  did  me  a  good  turn. 

IV 

It  would  have  been  too  late,  anyhow.  For  things  hadn’t  much 
more  than  got  going  when  here  came  Colonel  Toombs  elbowing 
people  this  way  and  that  and  with  a  look  in  his  eye  that  brought 
him  right  up  to  the  niggers.  The  little  coon  was  on  his  feet  again 
after  the  mule  had  thrown  him,  and  with  his  mouth  so  wide  open 
you  couldn’t  hardly  see  his  face;  he  was  letting  out  a  funny  ai-yai 
sort  of  yell  that  always  brought  a  laugh.  But  right  in  the  middle 
of  the  yell  the  Colonel  reached  over  the  ropes  and  poked  him  in 
the  ribs  with  his  walking  stick.  “You  niggers  pick  up  and  clear 
out,”  he  said. 

As  I  say,  a  nigger’s  good  enough  in  his  place,  but  I  don’t  like  to 
see  them  stand  up  to  a  white  man  the  way  that  big  buck  stood  up 
to  the  Colonel.  This  coon  was  a  yellow  nigger  as  tall  or  taller 
than  the  Colonel  himself,  and  was  dressed  in  a  long-tailed  black 
outfit,  a  starched  shirt,  and  a  high  hat.  His  part  was  to  stand  out¬ 
side  of  the  ropes  and  blow  a  crazy  blast  on  a  trombone  that 
sounded  a  good  deal  like  a  jack  braying.  In  this  way  he  drew  the 
crowd  and  got  them  to  loosen  up  with  their  dimes  and  nickels 
before  the  other  coon  would  commence  capering  around  with  the 
mule.  He  and  the  little  nigger  didn’t  make  a  bad  team,  and  if 
he’d  kept  his  trap  shut  maybe  nothing  much  would  have  hap¬ 
pened,  for  you  could  see  that  the  crowd,  especially  the  out-of- 
town  fellows,  were  riled  at  the  Colonel  for  butting  in. 
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But  you  get  a  coon  diked  out  the  way  this  one  was  and  he  has 
oceans  of  brass.  Anyhow,  instead  of  keeping  still,  this  nigger 
hardly  waited  for  the  Colonel  to  get  done  talking  when  he  gave  a 
couple  of  those  braying  sounds.  Then  the  damn  fool  stuck  his 
mug  out  at  the  Colonel  and  said  the  Colonel  wasn’t  talking  to 
them,  that  they  was  part  and  parcel  of  the  carnival  and  wasn’t 
aiming  to  pull  out,  not  for  anybody.  He  turned  to  the  other 
coon,  expecting  him  to  speak  up,  too,  I  reckon,  but  the  little  nig¬ 
ger  was  scared  stiff.  He  just  stood  there  twisting  the  ends  of  his 
red  sash  and  seemed  to  be  looking  for  a  hole  in  the  crowd,  which 
kept  closing  in. 

You’d  think  that  coon  had  done  enough  damage,  but  when  the 
Colonel  didn’t  say  anything  and  only  stiffened  a  little  and  got 
whiter  and  whiter,  I  believe  the  nigger  thought  he’d  bluffed  him 
out.  He  lit  a  big  cigar  and  rolled  it  around  in  his  mouth  until  it 
stuck  out  at  a  sassy  angle.  Then  he  called  over  to  that  white 
woman,  “Come  here,  honey,  and  listen  to  this  man.” 

But  he  hadn’t  more  than  got  the  words  out  when  the  Colonel 
up  with  his  cane  and  whammed  him  across  the  side  of  the  head. 
It  was  enough  to  knock  a  mule  over,  but  all  it  did  was  to  spin  the 
nigger  around  and  into  the  crowd  a  little.  His  hat  didn’t  even 
come  off. 

I’ll  never  get  any  of  that  day  off  my  mind.  Lum  had  bobbed 
up  from  somewhere.  I  saw  him  for  a  second  standing  not  more 
than  a  foot  or  two  from  that  nigger  after  the  Colonel  had  socked 
him.  But  he  didn’t  seem  to  have  noticed  what  had  happened. 
That  is,  he  wasn’t  looking  at  the  Colonel  or  the  nigger  but  at  the 
woman  and  the  kid.  He  was  bare-headed,  making  you  think  he’d 
come  up  there  in  a  hurry.  And  he  was  the  same  deadish  white 
that  he  was  that  day  down  on  the  river.  I  would  have  gone  over 
to  him,  but  the  nigger  had  caught  himself  and  whirled  around 
with  a  most  ungodly  look  on  his  face.  You  could  see  that  he  was 
going  for  the  Colonel,  but  he  hadn’t  taken  a  step  when  that 
woman  let  out  a  scream  that  froze  everybody  in  his  tracks,  the 
nigger  included. 

She  held  that  scream,  it  must  have  been,  for  a  full  minute, 
though  it  seemed  an  hour.  Then,  when  you  felt  that  the  world 
had  just  about  come  to  an  end,  she  gave  a  gulping  sound  and 
collapsed.  Everything  went  dead  still,  and  in  the  midst  of  the 
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stillness  I  looked  around  for  Lum.  He  was  gone.  He  must  have 
shoved  out  before  she  screamed.  Or  was  he  gone?  Anyhow,  I 
couldn’t  see  him,  but  I  kept  asking  myself  if  the  woman  had  let 
out  that  yell  because  Lum  had  stared  at  her  so.  Or  was  she  only 
thinking  of  the  nigger? 

It  wasn’t  ten  seconds,  though,  after  she  went  down  that  some¬ 
thing  flashed  through  that  crowd  like  lightning,  and  your  blood 
came  churning  up  out  of  your  heart  into  your  head.  Somebody 
yelled  “Get  that  nigger!”  Then  hundreds  were  yelling  it.  But 
the  niggers  must  have  felt  ahead  of  the  yell  what  was  coming,  for 
before  you  knew  it  they  had  busted  through  the  crowd  and  were 
tearing  down  the  hill  towards  the  river,  the  tall  nigger  in  the  lead 
and  his  stovepipe  sticking  on  all  the  time.  In  a  second  we  went 
pouring  down  after  them. 

But  just  when  we  were  crossing  the  tracks  by  the  elevator, 
somebody  seemed  to  spring  right  up  out  of  the  ground  and  went 
tailing  close  in  behind  those  niggers.  It  was  Lum,  mister,  run¬ 
ning  like  hell.  His  popping  up  that  way  slowed  the  crowd  a  little 
and  they  began  yelling  for  him  to  head  the  niggers  off.  But  when 
I  caught  sight  of  Lum,  I  wasn’t  a  part  of  that  mob  any  more, 
though  I  kept  on  running — running  harder  than  ever.  I  had  the 
idea  that  I  had  to  do  something  to  help  Lum.  He  had  looked 
back  at  us  for  a  second  with  a  horrible  fear  on  his  face.  It  was  a 
fear  that  shot  him  past  the  little  nigger  and  almost  up  with  the 
yellow  one  in  no  time  at  all.  My  heart  dropped  down  into  me, 
but,  as  I  say,  I  kept  running,  thinking  I  had  to  save  him  from 
something,  though  I  didn’t  know  what. 

For  a  minute  it  looked  like  Lum  and  the  niggers  were  headed 
towards  his  place,  but  they  tore  right  on  past  it  and  made  the 
river  a  good  hundred  feet  ahead  of  the  mob.  When  I  got  to  the 
bank  they  were  pretty  well  out  and  a  little  downstream,  with  the 
yellow  coon  swimming  the  strongest  and  Lum  close  behind. 

Well,  mister,  it  was  then  I  reckon  that  things  began  coming 
over  me.  I  started  to  yell  at  Lum  to  turn  back.  Then  some¬ 
thing  told  me  not  to  yell,  that  maybe  he  oughtn’t  to  come  back, 
that  maybe  I  wouldn’t  want  him  to  come  back.  So  I  didn’t  yell. 
All  I  did  was  to  stand  there  or  be  shoved  along  with  the  crowd, 
but  watching  him  all  the  time. 

The  crowd  surged  up  and  down  swearing  and  looking  for  a 
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boat,  or  they  followed  along  the  bank,  throwing  rocks  and  even 
tin  cans  and  sticks  out  at  the  niggers.  And  all  the  time  they 
were  yelling  and  screaming  for  Lum  to  get  the  big  nigger.  A  rock 
must  have  hit  the  little  coon,  for  he  went  under  and  didn’t  come 
up  again.  But  the  other  one  and  Lum  kept  cutting  farther  and 
farther  out,  Lum  diving  every  other  minute  but  the  shine  never 
diving  at  all.  It  looked  like  the  nigger  would  make  it,  and  he 
would  have  if  a  gun  hadn’t  started  cracking  away  at  him.  Maybe 
he  did  make  it,  who  knows?  But  after  a  little  all  you  could  see 
was  his  hat  floating  along  next  to  a  big  log.  And  Lum  was  gone, 
too.  A  hand  had  come  up  over  the  log  from  the  far  side  and  had 
hung  on  for  a  minute  and  then  let  go.  It  was  Lum’s  hand. 

That  brought  the  crowd  to  its  senses.  It  had  worked  its  will 
with  those  niggers.  Now  it  was  just  as  wild  to  get  out  there  and 
save  Lum.  Why  didn’t  I  go  out  there  and  try  to  save  him? 
That’s  just  it.  Things  commenced  ripping  through  my  head  and 
I  began  figuring  he  had  been  running  from  that  crowd,  mister. 
And  the  idea  took  hold  of  me  that  he  wouldn’t  have  run  if  he 
hadn’t  been  a  nigger  himself.  As  I  say,  the  notion  came  to  me 
and  grew  on  me  that  there  was  some  nigger  in  him  and  that  that 
was  why  he  was  running. 

V 

Well,  some  boats  went  out,  but  they  didn’t  find  him.  I  reckon 
I  was  glad  of  it.  Then  another  thing  came  over  me.  I  tried  to 
keep  this  thing  out  of  my  head,  mister.  I  swore  at  it  and  did 
drive  it  off.  But  you  can’t  drive  a  thing  like  that  off  very  far. 
No  white  man  could  have.  I  started  back  towards  town,  and 
it  was  waiting  for  me  at  the  top  of  the  hill. 

There  was  a  bunch  of  women  close  to  the  merry-go-round,  chat¬ 
tering  the  way  women  will  no  matter  what’s  up.  A  couple  of  them 
waved  for  me  to  come  over.  So  I  did.  In  the  midst  of  them  was 
that  big  shine’s  woman.  She  was  sitting  on  the  ground  with  the 
kid  hugged  close  to  her  and  was  rocking  back  and  forth,  making  a 
low,  moaning  sound. 

“What’ll  become  of  her?”  the  women  kept  saying.  I  went  over 
and  shook  her.  She  stopped  rocking  and  looked  up.  “Does  this 
young  one  belong  to  you  and  that  nigger?”  I  asked  her.  I  had  to 
shake  her  good  and  hard  again  before  she  nodded  her  head.  But 
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when  she  did  nod  it,  that  thing  I  had  to  do  was  as  clear  as  day. 
So  I  started  off  to  get  it  done  and  over  with. 

You  want  to  know  whether  I’m  still  sure  Lum  was  running  from 
that  mob  and  not  with  it?  Well,  there  you  are,  mister.  At  the 
time,  as  I  say,  I  was  sure  enough,  but  now  when  you  ask  me, 
things  start  getting  foggy  again.  If  Lum  was  chasing  the  niggers, 
that’s  one  thing.  If  he  thought  he  was  being  chased  himself, 
that’s  another.  There  was  that  fear  on  his  face  and  then  .  .  . 
Oh,  her?  Sis?  Now,  that’s  different.  That  part  of  it  ain’t  trou¬ 
bling  me.  Not  a  bit.  That’s  the  idea  that’s  clear  as  day  and 
that  I  keep  hanging  on  to.  Anybody  but  a  fool  could  see  that 
I  had  to  do  what  I  did,  whether  I  was  absolutely  sure  about  him 
or  not.  You  say  that  maybe  Lum  was  white  after  all?  But  how 
could  I  tell  that?  After  he  had  gone  and  died  I  could  never  be 
sure.  So  there  was  only  one  thing  to  do  and  I  did  it.  As  I’ve 
already  said,  any  white  man  that  is  a  white  man  would  have  done 
the  same. 

You  can’t  figure  out  yet  that  there  was  any  sense  in  me  doing 
for  Sis?  Why,  she  would  have  wanted  me  to  do  for  her,  mister. 
There’s  a  heap  worse  things  than  dying,  and  I  would  have  killed 
Sis  whether  she  wanted  me  to  or  not.  I  told  you  there  was  going 
to  be  a  young  one.  Just  put  yourself  in  my  place.  Would  you 
have  taken  any  chances  on  that  young  one  of  hers  not  being  the 
right  color  and  turning  out,  maybe,  as  black  as  they  make  ’em? 
You  still  don’t  see?  Well,  where  was  you  raised,  mister?  Where 
in  the  name  of  God  was  you  brought  up? 
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Tamb . 

Tan . 

T  ex . 

Tor . 

Transit . 

V.  F . 

Va . 

W. H.C.  ... 

W.  H.  M.  .. 
W.  T . 

w.w . 

Wester . 

Westm . 

Yale  . 
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(2: 161) 


. .  Short  Stories. 

. .  South  Atlantic  Quarterly. 

. .  St.  Nicholas. 

. .  Standard. 

. .  Story. 

. .  Stratford  Magazine. 

. .  Symposium. 

. .  This  Quarter. 

. .  Tambour. 

. .  Tanager. 

. .  University  of  Texas  Studies  in  English. 
..Toronto  Star  Weekly. 

. .  Transition. 

. .  Vanity  Fair. 

. .  Virginia  Quarterly  Review. 

..Woman’s  Home  Companion. 

..Western  Home  Monthly. 

..Weird  Tales. 

..Woman’s  World. 

.  .Westerner. 

..Westminster  Magazine. 

..Yale  Review. 

..Page  161. 

..Volume  2,  Page  161. 


II.  BOOKS 


Aiken  C. . Aiken.  Gehenna. 

Aldington . Aldington.  Roads  to  Glory. 

Aldington  B . Aldington.  At  All  Costs.  (English  edition.) 

Aldington  C . Aldington.  Last  Straws.  (Paris  edition.) 

Anderson  G.  . Anderson.  American  County  Fair. 

Bates  D . Bates.  Mrs.  Esmond’s  Life.  (English  edition.) 

Bates  E . Bates.  The  Tree.  (English  edition.) 

Beck  D . Beck.  The  Openers  of  the  Gate. 

Becker  B . Becker,  editor.  Golden  Tales  of  the  Old  South. 

Benet  . . Benet.  Litter  of  the  Rose  Leaves. 

Best . My  Best  Story. 

Blumenfeld  . Blumenfeld.  Shrimps  for  Tea. 

Bone  . Bone.  The  Cope.  (English  edition.) 

Boyle  B . Boyle.  Wedding  Day. 

Bromfield  B . Bromfield.  Tabloid  News. 

Buchan  E . Buchan.  The  Pathway  of  the  King. 

Burke  E . Burke.  A  Tea-shop  in  Limehouse. 

Byrne  D . Byrne.  Stories  Without  Women. 

Caldwell . Caldwell.  American  Earth. 

Caravan  D . American  Caravan  IV. 

Chesterton  G . Chesterton.  Four  Faultless  Felons. 

Chinese . The  Tragedy  of  Ah  Qui. 

Coates . Coates.  Black  Cherries. 

Connell  D. . Connell.  Ironies. 

Coppard  J. . Coppard.  The  Hundredth  Story.  (English  edition.) 

Copy  G . New  Copy,  1931. 
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Cournos  D . Cournos.  Wandering  Women. 

Crane  . Crane.  Maggie. 

Davies  C . Davies.  Arfon.  (English  edition.) 

Davies  E . Davies.  A  Pig  in  a  Poke.  (English  edition.) 

Davis  B . Davis.  Morals  for  Moderns. 

De  la  Mare  E.  ...De  la  Mare.  On  the  Edge.  (English  edition.) 

Delafield  C. . Delafield.  Women  Are  Like  That. 

Dreiser  E . Dreiser.  Fine  Furniture. 

Erskine . Erskine.  Cinderella’s  Daughter. 

Erskine  B . Erskine.  Peter  Kills  the  Bear.  (English  edition.) 

Frank  D . Frank,  editor.  Tales  from  the  Argentine. 

Gale  B . Gale.  Bridal  Pond. 

Galsworthy  F . Galsworthy.  On  Forsyte  ’Change. 

Gibbs  B . Gibbs.  The  Wings  of  Adventure. 

Gilpatric . Gilpatric.  Scotch  and  Water. 

Grove  . Grove,  editor.  The  Omnibus  of  Adventure. 

Hanley  . Hanley.  The  Last  Voyage.  (English  edition.) 

Hart  B . Hart  and  Perry,  editors.  Representative  Short  Stories. 

Hudson  C. . Hudson.  Celeste.  (English  edition.) 

Huxley  C . Huxley.  Brief  Candles. 

Kessler  . Kessler,  editor.  Treasure  Trove  of  Pirate  Stories. 

Keyserling  C.  ....  Keyserling.  The  Man  of  God. 

Komroff  D . Komroff.  The  Fool  and  Death. 

Lawrence  F.  . Lawrence.  The  Virgin  and  the  Gypsy. 

Lawrence  G . Lawrence.  Love  Among  the  Haystacks.  (English 

edition.) 

Mackenzie  . Mackenzie.  Whitegates. 

Manhood  B . Manhood.  Little  Peter  the  Great.  (English  edition.) 

Mann  E . Mann.  Mario  and  the  Magician. 

Manning . Manning.  Scenes  and  Portraits. 

Mauriac  . Mauriac.  The  Family. 

Maurois  B . Maurois.  The  County  of  Thirty-six  Thousand  Wishes. 

M'eine  . Meine,  editor.  Tall  Tales  of  the  Southwest. 

Melville  D.  . Melville  and  Hargreaves,  editors.  Great  English 

Short  Stories. 

Merrick  E . Merrick.  The  Little  Dog  Laughed. 

Milburn  . Milburn.  Oklahoma  Town. 

Mitchison  C . Mitchison.  The  Hostages.  (English  edition.) 

Moore  C . Moore.  Flood. 

Morley  C. . Morley.  The  Goldfish  Under  the  Ice.  (English 

edition.) 

Mottram  D. . Mottram.  The  New  Providence.  (English  edition.) 

Mottram  E . Mottram.  The  Old  Man  of  the  Stones.  (English 

edition.) 

O’Brien  Z . O’Brien,  editor.  The  Best  Short  Stories  of  1930. 

O’Brien  AA . O’Brien,  editor.  The  Best  British  Short  Stories  of 

1930. 

O’Brien  BB . O’Brien,  editor.  The  Twenty-five  Finest  Short  Stories. 

Parker  . Parker.  Laments  for  the  Living. 

Post  G . Post.  The  Silent  Witness. 

Powys  F . Powys.  The  Only  Penitent.  (English  edition.) 

Powys  G . Powys.  Uncle  Dottery.  (English  edition.) 

P owys  H . Powys.  Uriah  on  the  Hill.  (English  edition.) 


Powys  J.  .. 
Pritchard  . . 
Prize  M.  ... 

Rhys  K.  ... 

Sand  . 

Sigmund  C.  , 
Sinclair  C.  . . 
Sitwell  B.  ... 
Strong  C.  ... 
Svevo  B. 

Thompson  . , 
Tinker  A.  ... 
Tinker  B.  .. . 
Tinker  C.  ... 
Tinker  D.  ... 

Upson  . 

Van  Vechten 

Walker . 

War . 

Warner  B.  . . 
Warren  .. ... 
Wescott  B.  . . 
Wharton  F.  . 
Williams  G.  . 
Williams  H.  . 
World  F.  ... 
Wylie  D.  .. . 
Young  . 
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- - £°.wys-  ,The  White  Paternoster.  (English  edition.) 

. . Pritchard,  editor.  Short  Stories  of  Yesterday. 

..... .Williams,  editor.  0.  Henry  Memorial  Award.  Prize 

Stories  of  1930. 

. Rhys  and  Dawson- Scott,  editors.  Tales  from  Far  and 

Near. 

......Sand.  Tales  of  a  Grandmother. 

Sigmund.  The  Ridge  Road. 

. Sinclair.  Tales  Told  by  Simpson. 

.....  Sitwell.  Dumb  Animal. 

. Strong.  The  Big  Man.  (English  edition.) 

.....Svevo.  The  Nice  Old  Man  and  the  Pretty  Young 
Girl.  (English  edition.) 

.....Thompson.  In  Araby  Orion. 

. Tinker.  Widows  Only. 

. Tinker.  Strife. 

. Tinker.  Closed  Shutters. 

. Tinker.  Mardi  Gras  Masks. 

. Upson.  Earthworms  in  Europe. 

B.  ..Van  Vechten.  Fine  Feathers. 

. Walker.  Our  Gods  Are  Not  Born. 

. Minchin,  editor.  Best  Short  Stories  of  the  War. 

. Warner.  Elinor  Barley. 

. Warren,  editor.  A  Modern  Galaxy. 

. Wescott.  The  Babe’s  Bed. 

. Wharton.  Certain  People. 

.....Williams,  editor.  New  Narratives. 

. Williams.  Great  Oaks. 

. World’s  Best  Short  Stories  of  1930. 

. Wylie.  Some  Other  Beauty. 

.....Young,  The  Street  of  the  Islands. 


ADDRESSES  OF  MAGAZINES 
PUBLISHING  SHORT  STORIES 

I.  American  and  Canadian  Magazines 

Adventure,  Butterick  Building,  New  York  City. 

Agora,  Box  801,  Chapel  Hill,  N.  C. 

All’s  Well,  Care  of  Mr.  Charles  J.  Finger,  Gayeta  Lodge,  Fayetteville, 
Ark. 

Amazing  Stories,  53  Park  Place,  New  York  City. 

American  Boy,  550  West  Lafayette  Boulevard,  Detroit,  Mich. 

American  Caravan,  Care  of  Mr.  Paul  Rosenfeld,  77  Irving  Place,  New 
York  City. 

American  Hebrew,  71  West  47th  Street,  New  York  City. 

American  Magazine,  250  Park  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

American  Mercury,  730  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

American- Scandinavian  Review,  25  West  45th  Street,  New  York  City. 
Atlantic  Monthly,  8  Arlington  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 

Black  Swan,  15  North  Sixth  Street,  Richmond,  Va. 

Blue  Book  Magazine,  230  Park  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Bookman,  386  Fourth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Canadian  Forum,  Aldine  House,  224  Bloor  Street  W.,  Toronto,  Ont,, 
Canada. 

Canadian  Home  Journal,  Richmond  and  Sheppard  Streets,  Toronto,  2, 
Ont.,  Canada. 

Canadian  Magazine,  345  Adelaide  Street  W.,  Toronto,  Ont.,  Canada. 
Catholic  World,  411  West  59th  Street,  New  York  City. 

Chatelaine,  143  University  Avenue,  Toronto,  2,  Ont.,  Canada. 

Chicago  Tribune,  Chicago,  Ill. 

College  Life,  570  Seventh  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Collier’s  Weekly,  250  Park  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Columbia,  New  Haven,  Conn. 

Commonweal,  Grand  Central  Terminal,  New  York  City. 

Cosmopolitan,  57th  Street  and  Eighth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Country  Gentleman,  Independence  Square,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Delineator,  161  Sixth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Detective  Story  Magazine,  79-89  Seventh  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Elks  Magazine,  50  East  42nd  Street,  New  York  City. 

Farm  and  Fireside,  250  Park  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Forum,  441  Lexington  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Front,  Care  of  N.  V.  Servire,  15  Rietzangerlaan,  The  Hague,  Holland. 
Frontier,  Care  of  Mr.  H.  G.  Merriam,  State  University,  Missoula,  Mont. 
Golden  Book,  55  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Good  Housekeeping,  57th  Street  and  Eighth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 
Harper’s  Bazar,  572  Madison  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Harper’s  Magazine,  49  East  33rd  Street,  New  York  City. 

Hesperian,  Care  of  James  D.  Hart,  1055  California  Street,  San  Fran¬ 
cisco,  Cal. 
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Holland’s  Magazine,  Dallas,  Texas. 

Hound  and  Horn,  Box  A,  Cambridge,  Mass. 

Household  Magazine,  Topeka,  Kansas. 

Jewish  Forum,  40  West  32nd  Street,  New  York  City. 

Jewish  Tribune,  570  Seventh  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Ladies’  Home  Journal,  Independence  Square,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 

Liberty,  1926  Broadway,  New  York  City. 

McCall’s  Magazine,  230  Park  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

MacLean’s  Magazine,  143  University  Avenue,  Toronto,  Ont.,  Canada. 
Menorah  Journal,  63  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Midland,  801  Monadnock  Building,  Chicago,  Ill. 

Munsey’s  Magazine,  280  Broadway,  New  York  City. 

Nativity,  1414  Madison  Avenue,  Columbus,  Ohio. 

New  Masses,  112  East  19th  Street,  New  York  City. 

New  Mexico  Quarterly,  University  of  New  Mexico,  Albuquerque,  N.  M. 
New  Republic,  431  West  21st  Street,  New  York  City. 

New  Review,  42  bis  Rue  du  Plessis,  Fontenay-aux- Roses,  Seine,  France. 
New  Yorker,  25  West  45th  Street,  New  York  City. 

North  American  Review,  9  East  37th  Street,  New  York  City. 
Opportunity,  1133  Broadway,  New  York  City. 

Outdoor  America,  222  North  Bank  Drive,  Chicago,  Ill. 

Overland  Monthly,  1024  Phelan  Building,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

Pagany,  109  Charles  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 

Pictorial  Review,  222  West  39th  Street,  New  York  City. 

Popular,  79  Seventh  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Prairie  Schooner,  Station  “A,”  Lincoln,  Neb. 

Real  Detective  Tales,  1050  North  La  Salle  Street,  Chicago,  Ill. 

Red  Book  Magazine,  230  Park  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

St.  Nicholas,  155  East  44th  Street,  New  York  City. 

Saturday  Evening  Post,  Independence  Square,  Philadelphia,  Pa. 
Scribner’s  Magazine,  597  Fifth  Avenue,  New  York  City. 

Short  Stories,  Doubleday,  Doran  &  Company,  Garden  City,  L.  I.,  N.  Y. 
Southwest  Review,  Dallas,  Texas. 

Story,  Poetzleinsdorferstrasse  16,  Wien  (xviii),  Austria. 

Stratford  Magazine,  289  Congress  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 

Tanager,  Box  66,  Grinnell,  Iowa. 

This  Quarter,  4  rue  Delambre,  Paris,  France. 

Toronto  Star  Weekly,  Toronto,  Ont.,  Canada. 

Vanity  Fair,  Graybar  Building,  420  Lexington  Avenue,  New  York 
City. 

Virginia  Quarterly  Review,  8  West  Lawn,  University,  Va. 

Weird  Tales,  840  North  Michigan  Avenue,  Chicago,  Ill. 

West  Virginia  Review,  Charleston,  W.  Va.  _  . 

Western  Home  Monthly,  Bannatyne  and  Dagmar,  Winnipeg,  Manitoba, 
Canada. 

Woman’s  Home  Companion,  250  Park  Avenue,  New  York  City. 
Woman’s  World,  4223  West  Lake  Street,  Chicago,  Ill. 

Yale  Review,  125  High  Street,  New  Haven,  Conn. 

Young’s  Magazine,  112  East  19th  Street,  New  York  City. 

II.  British,  Irish  and  Colonial  Magazines 
Adelphi,  58  Bloomsbury  Street,  London,  W.  C.  1. 

All-Story  Magazine,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
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Argosy,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
Blackwood’s  Magazine,  45  George  Street,  Edinburgh,  Scotland. 

Blue  Magazine,  13  Whitefriars  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 

Blue  Peter,  12  St.  Mary  Axe,  London,  E.  C. 

Britannia  and  Eve,  Inveresk  House,  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Bulletin,  214  George  Street  North,  Sydney,  N.  S.  W.,  Australia. 
Bystander,  346  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Cassell’s  Magazine,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
Chambers’  Journal,  38  Soho  Square,  London,  W.  C.  1. 

Colour,  31  Craven  Street,  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Corner  Magazine,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
Cornhill  Magazine,  50  Albemarle  Street,  London,  W.  1. 

Criterion,  24  Russell  Square,  London,  W.  C.  1. 

Dublin  Magazine,  2  Crow  Street,  Dublin,  Irish  Free  State. 

English  Review,  6  Great  New  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 

Everyman,  13  Great  Queen  Street,  Kingsway,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
Experiment,  Care  of  G.  F.  Noxon,  Trinity  College,  Cambridge. 
Fortnightly  Review,  13  Buckingham  Street,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

G.  K.’s  Weekly,  2  Little  Essex  Street,  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Good  Housekeeping,  153  Queen  Victoria  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 

Grand  Magazine,  8-11  Southampton  Street,  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
Graphic,  346  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Happy  Magazine,  8  Southampton  Street,  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
Harper’s  Bazar,  9  Stratton  Street,  Piccadilly,  London,  W.  1. 

Home  Magazine,  18  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
Hutchinson’s  Magazine,  34-36  Paternoster  Row,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
Illustrated  London  News,  346  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

John  O’London’s  Weekly,  8  Southampton  Street,  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
Lady,  39-40  Bedford  Street,  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Lady’s  World,  Lennox  House,  Norfolk  Street,  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
Life  and  Letters,  10  Great  Queen  Street,  Kingsway,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
London  Magazine,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
London  Mercury,  229  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Manchester  Guardian,  3  Cross  Street,  Manchester. 

Nash’s-Pall  Mall  Magazine,  153  Queen  Victoria  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
New  Age,  70  High  Holborn,  London,  W.  C.  1. 

New  Magazine,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
New  Statesman  and  Nation,  10  Great  Queen  Street,  Kingsway,  London, 
.  C.  2. 

Novel  Magazine,  18  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
Outspan,  P.  O.  Box  245,  Bloemfontein,  Orange  Free  State,  South  Africa. 
Outward  Bound,  Edinburgh  House,  2  Eaton  Gate,  London,  S.  W.  1. 
Pearson’s  Magazine,  18  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
Premier,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 

Queen,  Windsor  House,  Bream’s  Buildings,  London,  E.  C.  4. 

Quiver,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 

Red  Magazine,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
Romance,  3  Lancaster  Place,  Wellington  Street,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Royal  Magazine,  18  Henrietta  Street,  Covent  Garden,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
Saturday  Review,  9  King  Street,  Covent  Garden,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Scots  Observer,  7  Royal  Bank  Place,  Buchanan  Street,  Glasgow,  C.  1. 
Scotland. 

Sketch,  346  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
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Spectator,  99  Gower  Street,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Sphere,  346  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Story-Teller,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
Strand  Magazine,  8-11  Southampton  Street,  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 
Sydney  Mail,  38  Hunter  Street,  Sydney,  N.  S.  W.,  Australia. 

Tatler,  346  Strand,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Time  and  Tide,  32  Bloomsbury  Street,  London,  W.  C.  1. 

Truth,  Carteret  Street,  Queen  Anne’s  Gate,  London,  S.  W.  1. 

20-Story  Magazine,  93  Long  Acre,  London,  W.  C.  2. 

Violet  Magazine,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
Windsor  Magazine,  Warwick  House,  Salisbury  Square,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
Woman,  34-36  Paternoster  Row,  London,  E.  C.  4. 

Woman’s  Journal,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 
Yellow  Magazine,  Fleetway  House,  Farringdon  Street,  London,  E.  C.  4. 


ROLL  OF  HONOR 

MAY  1,  1930,  TO  APRIL  30,  1931 
Note.  This  list  excludes  reprints. 
I.  American  Authors 


Adamic,  Louis. 

“Assassin”  of  Wilson. 

Enigma. 

Man  with  the  Big  Head. 

Aiken,  Conrad. 

Mr.  Arcularis. 

Allen,  Sally  Elliott. 

In  League  with  the  Stars. 
Anderson,  Sherwood. 

Dead  Dog. 

These  Mountaineers. 

Armfield,  Eugene. 

Edge  of  the  Nest. 

Barber,  Solon  R. 

Sound  That  Frost  Makes. 

Story  of  Joe. 

Bercovici,  Konrad. 

Song  of  the  Eagle. 

Bessie,  Alvah  C. 

Only  We  Are  Barren. 

Boyle,  Kay. 

Episode  in  the  Life  of  an  An¬ 
cestor. 

Kroy  Wen. 

Rest  Cure. 

Brennan,  Louis. 

Way  Home. 

Bromfield,  Louis. 

Tabloid  News. 

Brush,  Katharine. 

Good  Wednesday. 

Burnett,  Whit. 

Day  in  the  Country. 

Herr  Qualla. 

Caldwell,  Erskine. 

Automobile  That  Wouldn’t  Run. 
Dorothy. 

Mating  of  Marjorie. 

Calmer,  Edgar. 

Watcher. 


Calverton,  V.  F. 

After  Dark. 

Chapman,  William. 

Old  Gentleman. 

Chase,  Mary  Ellen. 

Salesmanship. 

Coates,  Grace  Stone. 

Pine  Tree. 

Stubborn  Thistles. 

Corley,  Donald. 

Dance  of  the  Drowned. 
Croghan,  Harold. 

Good  Boy. 

Davis,  H.  L. 

Shiloh’s  Waters. 

De  Jong,  David  Cornel. 
Hip-Boots. 

Last  Night. 

Two  Days  Yet. 

Dobie,  Charles  Caldwell. 

Daughter  of  a  Princess. 
Draper,  Edythe  Squier. 

As  Grass. 

Fourteen. 

Dumont,  J.  R. 

You  Must  Forget. 

Edmonds,  Walter  D. 

Itching  Bear. 

Water  Never  Hurt  a  Man. 
Faulkner,  William. 

That  Evening  Sun  Go  Down. 
Fitzgerald,  F.  Scott. 

Babylon  Revisited. 

Fletcher,  Frances. 

Sister  Mary  Carmen. 

Foley,  Martha. 

One  with  Shakespeare. 
Friedman,  Favius. 

Table  d’Hote. 
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Gale,  Zona. 

Charity  Comes  Home. 

Mallard’s  Vacation. 

Gilkyson,  Walter. 

Prisoner  of  Memory. 

Gilpatric,  Guy. 

Bold  Man  of  Dunvegan. 

Flaming  Chariot. 

Odds  and  Ends. 

Gowen,  Emmett. 

Fiddlers  of  Moon  Mountain. 
Grant,  George  H. 

Ship  Goes  Down. 

Halper,  Albert. 

Race. 

Hartman,  Lee  Foster. 

Master  Builder. 

Hemingway,  Ernest. 

Wine  of  Wyoming. 

Herbst,  Josephine. 

I  Hear  You,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Brown. 

Hess,  Leonard. 

White  Cabin. 

Heth,  Edward  Harris. 

Hesper  Garland. 

Holt,  Achilles. 

Rain  Cometh. 

Soccogee  Country. 

Horgan,  Paul. 

Other  Side  of  the  Street. 
Hume,  Cyril. 

Forrester. 

Jackson,  Evalene  Parsons. 

Dark  Boy. 

Johns,  Richard. 

Figure. 

Sorry  Lady. 

Kem  merer,  John. 

Roundhouse. 

Kittredge,  Eleanor  Hayden. 

Mr.  Fryer’s  Leap. 

Knight,  Chatfield. 

Castaway,  Set  Sail. 

La  Farge,  Oliver. 

Dangerous  Man. 

Lewis,  Janet. 

House. 

With  the  Spring. 

McAlmon,  Robert. 

Green  Grow  the  Grasses. 
In-Between  Ladies. 

Romance  at  Sea. 


McCoy,  Horace. 

Sky-Horse. 

McHugh,  Vincent. 

Narragansett  Pier. 

March,  William. 

Fifteen  from  Company  K. 

Miss  Daisy. 

To  the  Rear. 

Marquis,  Don. 

Other  Room. 

Milburn,  George. 

Pretty  Cute  Little  Stunt. 

Mish,  Charlotte. 

Man  of  Importance. 
Muilenburg,  Cornelius. 

Bribe. 

Olson,  Ted. 

World  Beyond  the  Hills. 
Parker,  Dorothy. 

Here  We  Are. 

Petersen,  Elizabeth  Benneche. 

West  Wind. 

Philpot,  Ada  S. 

Outing. 

Post,  Mary  Brinker. 

Holiday. 

Read,  Allen. 

Rhodes  Scholar. 

Robbin,  Edward. 

Foaling  Season. 

Rushfeldt,  Elise  M. 

Coffin  for  Enoch. 

Ryan,  Stella. 

Eve  of  Departure. 

Separate  and  Alone. 

Scott,  Evelyn. 

Lover. 

Sheean,  Vincent. 

Violette. 

Sherman,  Richard. 

Boomerang. 

Slesinger,  Tess. 

Young  Wife. 

Smith,  Gordon  Arthur. 

Ruin. 

Stearns,  Martha  Genung. 

What  I  Saw. 

Stevens,  James. 

Great  Hunter  of  the  Woods. 
Stevenson,  Philip. 

Shepherd. 

Sykes,  Gerald. 

Apology  for  My  Health. 
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Terrell,  Upton. 

George  Slant. 

Trites,  W.  B. 

Emerson  Bennett,  Author. 
Upper,  Joseph. 

Misfit. 

Upson,  William  Hazlett. 
In  the  Enemy’s  Country. 
Model  House. 

Vorse,  Mary  Heaton. 

Late  Afternoon. 

Ward,  Leo  L. 

Threshing  Ring. 


Wharton,  Edith. 

Diagnosis. 

Pomegranate  Seed. 

White,  Kenneth. 

Anna  from  the  Southland. 
Wimberly,  Lowry  Charles. 
Apropos  of  Asses. 

White  Man’s  Town. 

Young,  Kathleen  Tankersley. 

Sad  End. 

Young,  Stark. 

Land  of  Juan  de  Dios. 


II.  Canadian  Authors 


Callaghan,  Morley. 

Lady  in  a  Green  Dress. 
Young  Priest. 

Field,  Arthur. 

Interrupted  Conversation. 


MacKay,  L.  A. 

Three  Men. 

Paul,  L. 

Two  Tickets  to  Vancouver. 
Wilson,  Anne  Elizabeth. 
Miracle. 


III.  British  and  Irish  Authors 


Benson,  Stella. 

Desert  Islander. 

Burke,  Thomas. 

Beautiful  End. 

Chesterton,  G.  K. 

Green  Man. 

Coyle,  Kathleen. 

Limit. 

Vagrance. 

Davies,  Rhys. 

Blodwer. 

De  La  Mare,  Walter. 

Orgy. 

Dunsany,  Lord. 

Charm  Against  Thirst. 
Electric  King. 

Lost  Romance. 

Mermaid’s  Husband. 

Queer  Island. 

Showman. 

Sultan’s  Pet. 

Ertz,  Susan. 

You  Got  to  Live. 

Fisher,  A.  E. 

Night  at  Sligo’s. 
Galsworthy,  John. 

Buckles  of  Superior  Dosset. 
Cry  of  Peacock. 

Nicholas  Rex. 


Sands  of  Time. 

Sorrows  of  Tweetyman. 
Timothy’s  Narrow  Squeak. 
Gossman,  Oliver. 

Penny  Whistle. 

Kipling,  Rudyard. 

Thy  Servant  a  Dog. 
Maugham,  W.  Somerset. 
Human  Element. 

Vessel  of  Wrath. 

Virtue. 

Merrick,  Leonard. 

Promenades  of  Monsieur  Poy. 
Metcalfe,  John. 

Spanish  Hat. 

O’Flaherty,  Liam. 

Lovers. 

Pier,  Florida. 

Bigger  and  Worse  Lies. 
Powys,  T.  F. 

Papered  Parlour. 

Priestley,  J.  B. 

That  Quarter. 

Strong,  L.  A.  G. 

Death  of  the  Gardener. 
Departure. 

Honeymoon  Couple. 
Thorndike,  Russell. 

November  the  Thirteenth. 
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Walpole,  Hugh.  Warner,  Sylvia  Townsend. 

Green  Shining  Tree.  Son. 

Last  Trump.  Wilson,  Romer. 

Lilac.  Poor  Relation. 

Spanish  Dusk.  Tender  Advice. 

IV.  Translations 


Balint,  Georg  ( Hungarian ). 

Crime  of  Pessimism. 
Bontemfelli,  Massimo  (Italian). 

Lady  of  the  Hennaed  Hair. 
Cocteau,  Jean  (French). 

Over  the  Wire. 

Comisso,  Giovanni  (Italian). 

Home-Coming. 

Deledda,  Grazia  (Italian). 

Assassin  of  the  Trees. 

Doeblin,  Alfred  (German). 

Berlin  Alexanderplatz. 

Gorki,  Maxim  (Russian). 

Mother  Kemsky. 

Hilditch,  Jacob  (Norwegian). 
Lovisa. 

Klaber,  Kurt  (German). 

Steerage. 

Lavrenyov,  Boris  (Russian). 

Forty-first  Man. 

Loria,  Arturo  (Italian). 

Falcon. 

Mann,  Heinrich  (German). 
Felicitas. 

Mann,  Thomas  (German). 

Dina. 

Maurois,  Andre  (French). 

Weigher  of  Souls. 
Muhlgrabner,  Maria  (Austrian). 
Christa. 

Nexo,  Martin  Andersen  (Dan¬ 
ish.) 


Jacob’s  Wonderful  Cruise. 
Pilniak,  Boris  (Russian) 

Fox  of  the  Gods. 

Remizov,  Alexei  (Russian). 

Bicou. 

Rilke,  Rainer  Maria  (German). 
Tale  of  the  Life  and  Love  of  the 
Cornet  Rilke. 

Schickele,  Rene  (German). 
Angelica. 

Soderberg,  Hjalmar  (Swedish). 

Misconduct  Mark. 

Sologub,  Feodor  (Russian). 

Little  Tales. 

Stiernstedt,  Marika  (Swedish). 

Turkish  Ring. 

Svevo,  Italo  (Italian). 

Mother. 

Tolstoy,  Count  Lyof  N.  (Rus¬ 
sian). 

Easter  Time. 

Yellow  Saplings  by  the  Lake. 
Waggerl,  K.  H.  (Austrian). 
Tramps. 

Zoshchenko,  M.  (Russian). 

Dog. 

Zozulya,  Efim  (Russian). 

Tales. 

Zweig,  Arnold  (Austrian). 
Jerusalem  Delivered. 


BIOGRAPHICAL  NOTICES 


Note.  These  notices  refer  only  to  American  authors  whose  work 
appears  in  the  Roll  of  Honor  in  this  series  for  the  first  time.  Biograph¬ 
ical  notices  of  other  authors  included  in  this  year’s  Roll  of  Honor  may 
be  found,  with  one  or  two  exceptions,  in  earlier  volumes  of  the  series. 

Adamic,  Louis.  Born  in  Slovenia,  1899.  Arrived  in  the  United  States 
at  the  age  of  fourteen.  Served  in  the  American  Army  during  the  war. 
After  the  war,  laborer  in  various  parts  of  the  country.  Lived  in  Cali¬ 
fornia  for  six  years.  Author  of  “Dynamite,”  1931,  and  a  monograph 
on  Robinson  Jeffers,  1929.  Translator  of  “Yerney’s  Justice”  by  Ivan 
Cankar.  Lives  in  New  York  City. 

Barber,  Solon  R.  Born  in  Logan,  Utah.  His  grandfather  was  one  of 
the  pioneer  dryfarmers  of  the  West,  and  his  father  and  uncle  owned 
a  large  cattle  ranch  in  the  Star  Valley  of  Wyoming.  As  a  youth,  he 
spent  his  winters  in  Logan  and  his  summers  on  the  ranch.  Educated 
at  Utah  State  Agricultural  College  and  New  York  University.  Has 
since  lived  in  New  York,  the  West,  and  Washington,  D.  C.  Was  one 
of  the  founders  of  a  literary  magazine  called  Janus.  Since  1926,  he 
has  spent  most  of  his  summers  travelling  in  Mexico,  Cuba,  and  the 
Isle  of  Pines.  He  has  been  a  radio  writer,  a  teacher  of  English,  a  mill- 
worker,  a  reporter,  and  a  government  publicity  agent.  His  main  interest 
is  the  expression  of  the  fugitive  fears  and  desires  of  a  largely  inarticu¬ 
late  people,  and  of  the  same  things  in  a  largely  inarticulate  self.  Lives 
in  Washington,  D.  C. 

Bessie,  Alvah  C.  Born  in  New  York  City,  1904.  Graduate  of  Colum¬ 
bia  University.  Has  worked  since  as  naturalist,  actor,  rewrite  man  on 
the  Paris  Times,  bookstore  clerk,  filing  clerk,  proofreader,  and  editor. 
Has  translated  from  the  French  and  written  two  unpublished  novels, 
since  destroyed.  He  is  now  writing  another.  Married.  Lives  in  New 
York  City. 

Brennan,  Louis.  Born  in  1911.  Educated  at  the  Holy  Redeemer  Gram¬ 
mar  and  High  Schools  in  Portsmouth,  Ohio.  Is  now  a  student  at 
Notre  Dame  University.  Editor  of  Scrip.  Lives  at  Notre  Dame, 
Indiana. 

Croghan,  Harold.  Born  in  Blencoe,  Iowa,  1899.  Grew  up  in  Wayne, 
Nebraska.  Graduated  from  Wayne  State  Teacher’s  College.  M.A., 
University  of  Iowa,  1928.  He  spent  a  year  in  the  army,  and  has 
worked  as  a  farm  hand  and  street  car  conductor.  Has  taught  and 
studied  in  Latin  America.  He  is  now  writing  a  novel.  Lives  in  Chi¬ 
cago  and  teaches  Spanish  at  the  Lane  Technical  High  School. 

Davis,  H.  L.  Born  in  Yoncalla,  Oregon,  October  18,  1896.  Comes  of  a 
long  line  of  pioneer  farmers,  ministers  and  teachers.  Beginning  at  the 

330 


BIOGRAPHICAL  NOTICES  331 

age  of  eight  as  a  printer’s  devil,  he  worked  later  as  a  crop  hand,  rail¬ 
road  gandy  dancer,  deputy  sheriff,  government  surveyor,  country  news¬ 
paper  editor,  herder  of  cattle,  sheep  and  hogs,  and  county  assessor. 
Educated  at  the  School  of  Engineering,  Leland  Stanford  University. 
Served  in  the  war.  Married.  A  volume  of  his  poems  is  announced 
for  publication.  Lives  in  Portal,  Arizona. 

Dumont,  John  Rogers.  Born  in  North  Plainfield,  New  Jersey,  Septem¬ 
ber  29,  1903.  Educated  in  public  and  private  schools.  Studied  short 
story  writing  in  Columbia  University.  Has  traveled  extensively  and 
lived  in  New  England,  Florida,  and  California.  At  present  in  foreign 
advertising  business.  Lives  in  North  Plainfield,  New  Jersey. 

Field,  Arthur  Frederick.  Born  in  Barbados,  1884.  Educated  at  Har¬ 
rison  College,  Barbados,  and  later  worked  in  the  government  service. 
Went  to  Montreal  in  1902.  Worked  in  a  railway,  then  in  a  bank.  In 
1914  enlisted  in  an  Ontario  regiment  of  the  First  Canadian  Division. 
Wounded  and  captured,  April,  1915.  Spent  the  first  year  in  German 
hospitals  and  the  third  year  in  punishment.  Returned  to  Canada  in 
1919.  Went  to  Mexico  in  1920  and  lived  in  various  parts,  working  in 
a  bank.  Returned  to  Canada  in  1926  and  abandoned  office  work  in 
search  of  health.  Traveled  in  North  America  during  1927  and  began 
to  write  steadily.  Since  then  has  lived  in  Montreal. 

Fletcher,  Frances.  Born  in  Bridport,  Vermont,  1894.  Educated  at 
Middlebury,  Vermont ;  at  a  convent  near  Montreal ;  and  at  Vassar  Col¬ 
lege.  Has  studied  at  Columbia  and  other  universities.  Writes  poetry 
and  short  stories.  Lives  in  New  York  City. 

Foley,  Martha.  Born  in  Boston.  Educated  at  Girls’  Latin  School  and 
Boston  University.  At  one  time  active  in  radical  labor  and  feminist 
movements  as  soap-boxer,  socialist  party  organiser  and  hunger  striker. 
By  profession,  newspaperwoman.  Held  newspaper  jobs  in  San  Fran¬ 
cisco,  Los  Angeles,  New  York  and  Paris.  An  editor  of  Story.  Now 
a  newspaper  correspondent  in  Vienna. 

Friedman,  Favius.  Born  in  Berlad,  Roumania,  January  1,  1900.  Came 
to  the  United  States  when  he  was  two  and  lived  in  St.  Louis.  Left 
school  at  fifteen  and  went  to  work.  Did  all  sorts  of  things  from  stock 
clerk  to  harvest  hand.  Finally  wound  up  as  an  advertising  man.  Stuck 
to  that  for  ten  years.  Came  to  New  York  in  1928,  studied  short  story 
writing  and  was  employed  in  the  advertising  field.  Now  devotes  his 
time  entirely  to  writing.  Lives  in  New  York  City. 

Gilpatric,  Guy.  Born  in  New  York  City,  1896.  Attended  schools  in 
that  city  until  he  was  sixteen,  when  he  learned  to  fly.  Flew  profes¬ 
sionally  from  1912  until  1917  throughout  United  States  and  Canada. 
Was  commissioned  First  Lieutenant,  U.  S.  Air  Service,  and  served 
with  the  First  Aero  Squadron,  A.E.F.,  as  Engineer  Officer.  After 
transfer  to  Airplane  Design  Division,  Technical  Section,  was  promoted 
to  Captain.  Upon  discharge  from  army,  entered  advertising  business 
in  New  York  as  copy  writer,  eventually  becoming  vice-president. of  the 
organisation.  Left  the  advertising  business  in  1930  to  devote  his  time 
to  fiction.  Lives  in  the  south  of  France. 
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Go  wen,  Emmett.  Born  on  a  farm  near  Nashville,  Tennessee,  Septem¬ 
ber  10,  1902.  Left  home  at  the  age  of  sixteen  and  worked  as  a  tractor 
driver,  helper  in  a  creamery,  house  painter,  and  truck  driver.  At  seven¬ 
teen  enlisted  in  the  U.  S.  Marine  Corps  and  served  out  most  of  a  two- 
year  enlistment  in  the  West  Indies.  Upon  returning  to  the  United 
States  to  be  discharged,  he  was  implicated  in  a  riot,  court-martialled, 
and  sentenced,  he  feels  unjustly,  along  with  seven  other  men,  to  serve 
five  years  in  the  Naval  Prison  at  Paris  Island,  South  Carolina.  There 
he  developed  a  curiosity  about  books,  and  when  not  engaged  in  “hard 
labor”  read  passionately.  Was  released  after  two  years.  Worked  as 
a  clerk  in  a  book  store,  truck  driver,  telephone  gang  laborer,  vacuum 
cleaner  salesman  and  newspaper  reporter.  Worked  on  newspapers  in 
Memphis,  New  Orelans,  Nashville,  Atlanta,  Jacksonville,  and  New 
York.  Did  publicity  and  advertising  work.  Made  a  trip  on  the 
Leviathan  as  a  ship’s  steward  and,  with  another  sailor,  called  upon 
John  Galsworthy,  who  gave  them  tea  and  showed  them  his  pictures. 
Has  been  managing  editor  of  The  Fourth  Estate.  At  another  time 
he  worked  for  a  professional  hypnotist,  who  had  set  himself  up  as  a 
psychotherapist.  His  last  job  was  as  publicity  man  for  the  Better 
Business  Bureau.  Has  devoted  himself  since  July,  1929,  to  writing,  a 
move  which  resulted  in  his  missing  many  meals.  Lives  in  New  York 
City. 

w ard  Harris.  Bom  in  Milwaukee,  Wisconsin,  September  13, 
1908.  Educated  in  Milwaukee  public  schools,  the  Layton  School  of 
Art,  and  the  University  of  Wisconsin.  Has  written  short  plays  for  the 
Wisconsin  Players.  Has  completed  a  novel  and  a  collection  of  short 
stories.  Lives  in  Madison,  Wisconsin. 

Morgan,  Paul.  Born  in  Buffalo,  New  York,  1903.  Brought  up  in 
Albuquerque,  New  Mexico.  Entered  New  Mexico  Military  Institute 
as  a  cadet  in  1920.  Went  to  Rochester,  New  York,  in  1923,  becoming 
a  member  of  the  Eastman  Theatre.  Served  there  as  actor,  singer, 
stage  designer,  author  and  director.  Has  been  head  librarian  of  New 
Mexico  Military  Institute  since  1926.  Lives  at  Roswell,  New  Mexico. 

Jackson,  Evalene  Parsons.  Born  in  Atlanta,  Georgia,  1903.  Gradu- 
ated  from  Barnard  College,  Columbia  University,  1927.  Is  at  present 
an  assistant  in  the  Carnegie  Library  of  Atlanta. 

Knight,  Chatfield.  Born  at  Vancouver,  Washington,  February  13, 
1902.  High  school  education.  Went  to  sea  at  age  of  fifteen.  With 
the  exception  of  a  few  minor  interruptions,  has  been  connected  with 
the  sea  ever  since.  Has  sailed  as  sailor,  wireless  operator,  purser, 
supercargo,  chief  officer  of  an  arctic  supply  vessel  and  captain  of  small 
boats  along  the  Alaskan  coast.  Married.  Lives  at  Vancouver,  Wash¬ 
ington. 

McCoy,  Horace.  Born  in  Nashville,  Tennessee,  April  14,  1897.  High 
school  education.  Left  home  in  1914  to  drift  from  town  to  town  in 
the  old  South  and  landed  in  Dallas  in  1917.  Enlisted  in  the  National 
Guard,  Troop  G.,  112th  Cavalry,  built  Camp  Bowie,  Texas,  for  26th 
Division  and  then  transferred  to  Air  Service.  Went  to  France  in  1917 
Engaged  in  Aisne-Marne,  Lys-Somme,  Toul  Sector,  St.  Mihiel  and 
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Meuse-Argonne  offensives.  Was  wounded  at  Barrancourt  by  machine 
gun  fire.  After  the  Armistice  wandered  over  France  and  Italy.  Re¬ 
turned  to  Dallas  in  1920  and  took  up  newspaper  work.  Learned  a  lot 
about  life  from  amateur  acting  in  the  Dallas  Little  Theatre.  Resigned 
newspaper  work  in  1929  to  devote  his  time  actively  to  fiction  writing, 
and  has  contributed  to  a  majority  of  the  leading  pulp-paper  periodicals. 
Lives  in  Dallas  in  a  tiny  apartment  alone  with  his  war  trophies,  his 
typewriter,  and  his  ambitions.  Detests  any  sort  of  intrusion,  has  no 
friends  in  Texas,  and  wants  none. 

McHugh,  Vincent.  Born  in  Providence,  Rhode  Island,  December  23, 
1904.  Educated  at  La  Salle  Academy  and  Providence  College.  Author 
of  “Touch  Me  Not,”  a  novel,  1930.  Lives  at  Block  Island,  Rhode 
Island. 

MacKay,  Louis  Alexander.  Born  in  Hensall,  Ontario,  1901.  Educated 
at  the  University  of  Toronto  and  Balliol  College,  Oxford.  Now  Lec¬ 
turer  in  Classics,  University  of  Toronto.  Author  of  a  play:  “The 
Freedom  of  Jean  Guichet.”  Lives  in  Toronto. 

Milburn,  George.  Born  at  Coweta,  Indian  Territory,  April  27,  1906. 
Educated  by  his  father.  Hoboed  and  worked  on  newspapers  before 
he  was  seventeen,  when  he  started  college.  Left  in  his  sophomore  year 
to  bum  his  way  to  Chicago,  where  he  made  a  living  by  compiling  joke 
books  and  mutilating  classics  for  a  publisher  of  paperbound  booklets. 
After  two  years  of  that,  he  took  to  the  road  again.  In  the  Fall  of 
1927  he  left  the  railroad  at  Fort  Smith,  Arkansas,  and  started  on  a 
walking  trip  through  the  mountains.  He  stopped  at  Commonwealth, 
a  community  in  the  Ouchita  Mountains  for  a  couple  of  months,  laying 
stone  for  a  great  fireplace  in  the  communal  library.  He  reached  New 
Orleans,  Thanksgiving  Day,  1927,  and  lived  in  a  French  Quarter  attic 
for  a  year.  His  poverty  was  abject,  and  for  diversion  he  began  writ¬ 
ing  a  series  of  stories  which  belong  to  the  saga  of  an  Oklahoma  vil¬ 
lage.  Late  in  1928  the  critical  illness  of  his  father  made  it  necessary 
for  him  to  return  to  Oklahoma.  He  reentered  college  at  the  Univer¬ 
sity  of  Oklahoma  and  earned  a  living  by  proofreading  and  writing 
jokes  for  Judge.  Married  in  1929.  Author  of  “Oklahoma  Town,” 
1931.  Lives  in  Norman,  Oklahoma. 

Olson,  Ted.  Born  in  Laramie,  Wyoming,  1899,  of  Norse- American 
parents.  Early  life  spent  on  small  cattle  ranch.  Graduated  from  Uni¬ 
versity  of  Wyoming,  1920.  Newspaper  work  in  Oakland,  San  Fran¬ 
cisco,  New  York  City,  Denver,  and  Casper,  Wyoming.  Now  news 
editor  of  Laramie  Republican-Boomerang.  Author  of  a  volume  of 
poems :  “A  Stranger  and  a  Friend,”  1928.  Lives  in  Laramie,  Wyoming. 

Post,  Mary  Brinker.  Born  in  Seattle,  Washington,  October  15,  1906. 
Happily  married  for  seven  years.  Lives  in  Spokane,  Washington. 

Read,  Allen  Walker.  Born  at  Winnebago,  Minnesota,  June  2,  1906. 
Grew  up  in  Iowa,  at  whose  State  University  he  received  the  M.A.  de¬ 
gree  in  1926.  After  teaching  English  for  two  years  at  the  University 
of  Missouri,  he  has  expatriated  himself  for  play  and  study  at  Oxford 
University,  with  a  thesis  that  entails  reading  through  the  dictionary 
word  by  word. 
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Robbin,  Edward.  Born  in  Chicago,  1906.  Educated  at  the  University 
of  Illinois.  Spent  a  year  wandering  about  Europe.  Returned  to  Chi¬ 
cago.  Began  to  write  short  stories  and  plays  and  entered  the  little 
theatre  movement.  For  the  next  few  years  he  earned  a  precarious 
living  as  an  actor.  In  New  York,  having  failed  to  get  a  play  produced, 
he  studied  puppets,  and  in  six  months  opened  a  puppet  theatre  with  a 
production  of  his  own  play.  Chance  brought  him  to  Palestine,  and  the 
idea  of  Zionism,  rather  the  fact  of  it,  seized  upon  him.  For  the  last 
three  years,  he  has  been  in  Palestine  working  in  the  colonies  and  cities 
there.  Lives  in  Rehoboth,  Palestine. 

Rushfeldt,  Elise  M.  Lives  at  Lake  Park,  Minnesota. 

Sheean,  Vincent.  Born  in  Pana,  Illinois,  December  5,  1899.  Educated 
at  the  University  of  Chicago  and  abroad.  Became  foreign  corre¬ 
spondent  for  the  Chicago  Tribune  at  the  age  of  twenty-one.  Remained 
in  that  service  for  three  years  and  a  half,  chiefly  in  France,  Spain, 
Italy  and  the  Rhineland,  also  at  League  of  Nations  meetings  and  con¬ 
ferences.  Went  into  the  Rif  during  the  war  between  the  Spaniards 
and  the  Riffi  (Abd-el-Krim’s  war).  Went  into  the  Rif  a  second  time 
in  1925  for  the  North  American  Newspaper  Alliance  when  the  French 
war  in  the  Rif  was  on,  (Was  the  only  correspondent  to  get  inside 
the  blockade.)  Went  to  Persia  in  1926  for  the  coronation  of  Reza 
Shah ;  to  China  in  1927  for  the  Nationalist  war ;  to  Moscow  in  1927 ; 
and  to  Palestine  in  1929.  Author  of  “An  American  Among  the  Riffi,” 
1925;  “The  New  Persia,”  1926;  “The  Anatomy  of  Virtue,”  1926;  and 
“Gog  and  Magog,”  1930.  Lives  in  Paris. 

Sherman,  Richard.  Born  in  Iowa  in  1906,  but  has  spent  most  of  his 
life  in  Montana.  Graduated  from  Harvard  in  1928,  and  has  lived  since 
then  in  New  York,  where  he  is  on  the  editorial  staff  of  The  Forum. 

Stearns,  Martha  Genung.  Born  in  Amherst,  Massachusetts.  Daugh¬ 
ter  of  John  Franklin  Genung.  Since  her  marriage  she  has  been  abroad 
many  times,  notably  for  a  long  period  when  her  husband  was  Secretary 
of  Embassy  at  Constantinople  and  Paris.  She  came  in  contact  during 
her  three  years  in  Turkey  with  the  vast  problem  of  the  Russian  evacua¬ 
tion  under  Wrangel  and  Denikine,  and  later  edited  a  volume  of  letters 
from  a  Russian  refugee  friend,  “The  Transplanting.”  Lives  in  Han¬ 
cock,  New  Hampshire. 

Sykes,  Gerald.  Bom  at  Peterborough,  Ontario,  December  31,  1903,  of 
American  parentage.  Educated  in  Covington,  Kentucky,  and  at  the 
University  of  Cincinnati.  Author  of  a  novel:  “The  Manufacturer  to 
Christ.”  Lives  in  New  York  City. 

Upper,  Joseph.  Born  in  Watertown,  New  York,  1891.  Has  been  for 
several  years  in  the  Federal  Civil  Service.  Author  of  a  volume  of 
poems :  “Walking  Shadow,”  1930,  and  an  unpublished  novel.  Lives  in 
Washington,  D.  C. 

White,  Kenneth.  Born  at  Binghamton,  New  York,  December  2,  1905. 
Graduated  from  Harvard,  1927.  M.A.,  1928.  Taught  and  studied  phi¬ 
losophy  at  Harvard,  1928-30.  Has  written  two  plays  and  a  novel,  all 
unpublished. 
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Wilson,  Anne  Elizabeth,  is  a  Kentuckian  by  birth,  though  educated  in 
New  York,  and  now  a  resident  of  Canada.  She  is  a  cousin  of  Thomas 
Nelson  Page.  As  a  very  young  girl,  she  became  associated  with  pub¬ 
lishing.  Moved  to  Canada  in  1921  and  became  editor  for  Hodder  and 
Stoughton  and  the  Musson  Book  Company,  a  post  which  she  held  for 
four  years.  She  was  for  some  years  Woman’s  Editor  of  Mac  Lean’s 
Magazine,  and  one  of  the  founder  editors  of  Canadian  Homes  and 
Gardens  and  Mayfair.  Later  she  inaugurated  and  edited  The  Chate¬ 
laine.  She  retired  and  married  in  1929.  Author  of  a  volume  of 
poems :  “Eager  Footsteps,”  1924.  Lives  in  Aurora,  Ontario. 

Young,  Kathleen  Tankersley.  Born  in  the  midwest,  August  15,  1903. 
Author  of  “Ten  Poems,”  1930.  Lives  in  Panama. 


THE  BEST  BOOKS  OF  SHORT  STORIES 

OF  1931 

I.  American  Authors 

1.  Boyle.  Wedding  Day.  Cape  and  Smith. 

2.  Caldwell.  American  Earth.  Scribner. 

3.  Coates.  Black  Cherries.  Knopf. 

4.  Gale.  Bridal  Pond.  Knopf. 

5.  Milburn.  Oklahoma  Town.  Harcourt. 

6.  Parker.  Laments  for  the  Living.  Viking  Press. 

7.  Porter.  Flowering  Judas.  Harcourt. 

8.  Wharton.  Certain  People.  Appleton. 

II.  British  and  Irish  Authors 

9.  Bates.  Seven  Tales  and  Alexander.  Viking  Press. 

10.  Blumenfeld.  Shrimps  for  Tea.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

11.  De  La  Mare.  On  the  Edge.  Knopf. 

12.  Galsworthy.  On  Forsyte  ’Change.  Scribner. 

13.  Huxley.  Brief  Candles.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

14.  Manning.  Scenes  and  Portraits.  Scribner. 

15.  Melville  and  Hargreaves,  editors.  Great  English  Short  Stories. 

Viking  Press. 

16.  Powys.  The  White  Paternoster.  Viking  Press. 

17.  Sinclair.  Tales  Told  by  Simpson.  Macmillan. 

18.  Sitwell.  Dumb  Animal.  Lippincott. 

19.  Strong.  The  English  Captain.  Knopf. 

III.  Translations 

20.  Mann.  Maria  and  the  Magician.  Knopf. 
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PUBLISHED  IN  THE  UNITED  STATES 
AND  CANADA 

MAY  1,  1930,  TO  APRIL  30,  1931 
Note.  An  asterisk  before  a  title  indicates  distinction 

I.  American  and  Canadian  Authors 

Abrahams,  Robert  D.  New  Tavern  Tales.  Neale. 

Aiken,  Conrad.  *Gehenna.  Random  House. 

*  American  Caravan  IV.  Macaulay. 

Anderson,  Frederick  Irving.  Book  of  Murder.  Dutton. 

Anderson,  Sherwood.  *  American  County  Fair.  Random  House. 
Bacon,  Peggy.  Terrible  Nuisance.  Harcourt,  Brace. 

Beck,  L.  Adams.  Openers  of  the  Gate.  Cosmopolitan. 

Becker,  May  Lamberton,  editor.  *  Golden  Tales  of  the  Old  South. 
Dodd,  Mead. 

Benet,  Stephen  Vincent.  *Litter  of  the  Rose  Leaves.  Random  House. 
Bland,  Frances  Moore.  Stray  Leaves  from  the  Hillside.  Weston: 

W.  Va. :  Privately  Printed. 

Boyle,  Kay.  *Wedding  Day.  Cape  and  Smith. 

Bromfield,  Louis.  ^Tabloid  News.  Random  House. 

Burton,  Charles  W.  Cap’n  Bailey  and  the  Widder  Dyer.  Marshall 
Jones. 

Byrne,  Donn.  *Stories  Without  Women.  Century. 

Caldwell,  Erskine.  *  American  Earth.  Scribner. 

Coates,  Grace  Stone.  *Black  Cherries.  Knopf. 

Cohen,  Octavus  Roy.  Lilies  of  the  Alley.  Appleton. 

Connell,  Richard.  Ironies.  Minton,  Balch. 

Copy,  1930.  Appleton. 

Cournos,  John.  Wandering  Women.  Paper  Books. 

Cournos,  John,  editor.  *  American  Short  Stones  of  the  Nineteenth  Cen¬ 
tury.  Dutton.  _  .  _ ,  ,  «  T", 

Crane,  Stephen.  *Maggie,  a  Girl  of  the  Streets.  Newlands  Press. 
Curwood,  James  Oliver.  Falkner  of  the  Inland  Seas.  Bobbs-Merrill. 
Davis,  Elmer.  Morals  for  Moderns.  Bobbs-Merrill. 

Davis,  Mary  Gould,  editor.  Baker’s  Dozen.  Harcourt,  Brace. 

Dreiser,  Theodore.  *Fine  Furniture.  Random  House. 

Erskine,  John.  Cinderella’s  Daughter.  Bobbs-Merrill. 

Gale,  Zona.  *Bridal  Pond.  Knopf. 

Gilpatric,  Guy.  ^Scotch  and  Water.  Dodd,  Mead. 

Goodman,  Daniel  Carson.  Sad,  Sad  Lovers.  Dumeld. 

Grove,  John,  editor.  Omnibus  of  Adventure.  Dodd,  Mead. 

Hart,  Nina,  and  Perry,  Edna  M.,  editors.  Representative  Short  Stones. 

Macmillan. 
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Hellinger,  Mark.  Moon  Over  Broadway.  Faro. 

Hergesheimer,  Joseph.  ♦Limestone  Tree.  Knopf. 

Hibbard,  Clarence  Addison,  editor.  *  Stories  of  the  South,  Old  and 
New.  Chapel  Hill :  University  of  North  Carolina  Press. 

Johnson,  Nunnally.  There  Ought  To  Be  a  Law.  Doubleday,  Doran. 
Kessler,  Ramon  Wilke,  editor.  Treasure  Trove  of  Pirate  Stories. 
Appleton. 

Komroff,  Manuel.  *Fool  and  Death.  Privately  Printed. 

Lanyon,  Walter  Clemow.  Impressions  of  a  Nomad.  Gaus. 

Lee,  F.  H.,  editor.  *Folk  Tales  of  All  Nations.  Coward,  McCann. 
McEvoy,  J.  P.  Denny  and  the  Dumb  Cluck.  Simon  and  Schuster. 
McGuire,  Harry,  editor.  Tales  of  Rod  and  Gun.  Macmillan. 
McLaughlin,  Robert  J.  Horsehair  Santa  Claus.  Christopher. 
Mercein,  Eleanor.  Nacio,  His  Affairs.  Harper. 

Milburn,  George.  *Oklahoma  Town.  Harcourt. 

Miller,  Alice  Duer.  Taxi.  Dodd,  Mead. 

Mills,  Quincy  Sharpe.  Editorials,  Sketches  and  Stories.  Putnam. 
Moore,  Winnie  Fields.  Wings  of  Destiny.  Los  Angeles :  Wetzel 
Pub.  Co. 

Neale,  Arthur,  editor.  Detective  Stories  for  Boys.  Clode.  Sea  Stories 
for  Boys.  Clode.  Thrillers  for  Boys.  Clode. 

Norris,  Frank.  Frank  Norris  of  the  Wave.  San  Francisco :  Westgate 
Press. 

O’Brien,  Edward  J.,  editor.  Best  Short  Stories  of  1930.  Dodd,  Mead. 

Twenty-five  Finest  Short  Stories.  Smith. 

Owen,  Frank.  Purple  Sea.  Lantern  Press. 

Parker,  Dorothy.  *Laments  for  the  Living.  Viking  Press. 

Petterson,  Pernet.  *Road  to  Canaan.  Minton,  Balch. 

Porter,  Katherine  Anne.  ♦Flowering  Judas.  Harcourt. 

Post,  Melville  Davisson.  Silent  Witness.  Farrar  and  Rinehart. 
Pritchard,  Francis  Henry,  editor.  Short  Stories  of  Yesterday.  Crofts. 
Quilter,  Daniel.  Body.  Autographed  Editions  Club. 

Reed,  Charles  B.  True  Tale  of  Lady  Godiva.  Chicago:  Bodleian 
Press. 

Russell,  John.  Color  of  the  East.  Norton. 

Rutledge,  Archibald.  Bolio  and  Other  Dogs.  Stokes. 

Saplings:  Fifth  Series,  1930.  Pittsburgh:  Scholastic  Publishing  Com¬ 
pany. 

Short,  Violet.  Tintype  Types.  Dallas,  Texas:  Southwest  Press. 
Sigmund,  Jay  G.  ♦Ridge  Road.  Cedar  Rapids,  Iowa:  Prairie  Pub.  Co. 
Snyder,  Maude  Alexander.  Tales  and  Tangles.  Christopher. 
Springs,  Elliot  White.  In  the  Cool  of  the  Evening.  Sears. 

Starrett,  Vincent.  Blue  Door.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

Strong,  Robert  Lee.  American  Remnant.  Bloch. 

Taylor,  Marie  E.  Mysterious  Five.  Christopher. 

Thayer,  Tiffany.  Thirteen  Men.  Kendall. 

Tinker,  Frances,  and  Tinker,  Edward  Larocque.  *01d  New  Orleans. 
4  v.  Appleton. 

Train,  Arthur.  Adventures  of  Ephraim  Tutt.  Scribner. 

Tupper,  Tristram.  Storm  at  the  Crossroads.  Lippincott. 

Upson,  William  Hazlett.  *Earthworms  in  Europe.  Farrar  and  Rine¬ 
hart. 

Van  Vechten,  Carl.  *Feathers.  Random  House. 
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Walker,  Charles  Rumford.  *Our  Gods  Are  Not  Born.  Cape  and 
Smith. 

Warren,  Dale,  editor.  Modern  Galaxy.  Houghton  Mifflin. 

Wells,  Carolyn,  editor.  Best  American  Mystery  Stories  of  the  Year. 
Day. 

Wescott,  Glenway.  *Babe’s  Bed.  Minton,  Balch. 

Wharton,  Edith.  ^Certain  People.  Appleton. 

Williams,  Ben  Ames.  Great  Oaks.  Dutton. 

Williams,  Blanche  Colton,  editor.  O.  Henry  Memorial  Award  Prize 
Stories  of  1930.  Doubleday,  Doran.  New  Narratives.  Appleton. 
World’s  Best  Short  Stories  of  1930.  Minton,  Balch. 

Young,  Stark.  ♦Street  of  the  Islands.  Scribner. 

II.  British  and  Irish  Authors 

Aldington,  Richard.  *Roads  to  Glory.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

Bailey,  H.  C.  Mr.  Fortune  Explains.  Dutton. 

Bates,  H.  E.  *  Seven  Tales,  and  Alexander.  Viking  Press. 

Best  English  Detective  Stories  of  1929.  Liveright. 

Blumenfeld,  Josephine.  ♦Shrimps  for  Tea.  Doubleday,  Doran. 
Bramah,  Ernest.  *Mirror  of  Kong  Ho.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

Buchan,  John.  Path  of  the  King.  Houghton  Mifflin. 

Burke,  Thomas.  *Tea-shop  in  Limehouse.  Little,  Brown. 
Chesterton,  G.  K.  ♦Four  Faultless  Felons.  Dodd,  Mead. 

Coppard,  A.  E.  *Higgler.  Chocorua  Press. 

De  La  Mare,  Walter.  *On  the  Edge.  Knopf. 

Deeping,  Warwick.  Stories  of  Love,  Courage,  and  Compassion.  Knopf. 
Delafield,  E.  M.  *Women  Are  Like  That.  Harper. 

Doyle,  Sir  Arthur  Conan.  Complete  Sherlock  Holmes.  2  vols.  Dou¬ 
bleday,  Doran. 

Fletcher,  J.  S.  Behind  the  Monocle.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

Freeman,  R.  Austin.  Dr.  Thorndyke’s  Cases.  Dodd,  Mead. 
Galsworthy,  John.  *On  Forsyte  ’Change.  Scribner.  Soames  and  the 
Flag.  Scribner. 

Gibbs,  Sir  Philip.  Wings  of  Adventure.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

Huxley,  Aldous.  *Brief  Candles.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

Kipling,  Rudyard.  Complete  Stalky  and  Co.  Doubleday,  Doran. 
Lawrence,  D.  H.  *Virgin  and  the  Gipsy.  Knopf. 

Mackenzie,  Orgill.  *Whitegates.  Coward,  McCann. 

MacMunn,  Sir  George.  ♦King’s  Pawns..  Macmillan. 

Manning,  Frederic.  *Scenes  and  Portraits.  Scribner. 

Mansfield,  Katherine.  ♦Aloe.  Knopf.  *Stories.  Knopf. 

Melville,  Lewis,  and  Hargreaves,  Reginald,  editors.  *Great  English 
Short  Stories.  Viking  Press. 

Merrick,  Leonard.  *Little  Dog  Laughed.  Dutton. 

Mitchison,  Naomi.  *Hostages.  Harcourt,  Brace. 

Moore,  George.  *Flood.  Harbor  Press. 

My  Best  Story.  Bobbs-Merrill. 

O’Brien,  Edward  J.,  editor.  Best  British  Short  Stories  of  1930.  Dodd, 
Mead. 

Oppenheim,  E.  Phillips.  What  Happened  to  Forester.  Little,  Brown. 
Powys,  T.  F.  ♦White  Paternoster.  Viking  Press. 
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Rhys,  Ernest,  and  Dawson-Scott,  C.  A.,  editors.  Tales  from  Far  and 
Near.  Appleton. 

Sabatini,  Rafael.  Captain  Blood  Returns.  Houghton  Mifflin. 

“Saki.”  *  Short  Stories.  Viking  Press. 

“Sapper.”  Finger  of  Fate.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

Sinclair,  May.  ♦Tales  Told  by  Simpson.  Macmillan. 

Sitwell,  Osbert.  *Dumb  Animal.  Lippincott. 

Strong,  L.  A.  G.  *English  Captain.  Knopf. 

Thompson,  Edward.  *In  Araby  Orion.  Farrar  and  Rinehart. 
Wallace,  Edgar.  Mr.  Commissioner  Sanders.  Doubleday,  Doran.  San¬ 
ders  of  the  River.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

Warner,  Sylvia  Townsend.  ♦Elinor  Barley.  McKee. 

Williams,  Valentine.  Knife  Behind  the  Curtain.  Houghton  Mifflin. 
Wodehouse,  P.  G.  Very  Good,  Jeeves.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

Wylie,  I.  A.  R.  Some  Other  Beauty.  Doubleday,  Doran. 

III.  Translations 

♦Best  Short  Stories  of  the  War.  Harper. 

Frank,  Waldo,  editor  (Spanish- American).  ♦Tales  from  the  Argentine. 
Farrar  and  Rinehart. 

Keyserling,  Count  Edouard  von  (German).  *Man  of  God.  Macaulay. 
Kyn  Yn  Yu,  J.  B.,  editor  (Chinese).  Tragedy  of  Ah  Qui.  Dial  Press. 
Mann,  Thomas  (German).  Mario  and  the  Magician.  Knopf. 
Mathers,  E.  Powys,  translator  (Oriental).  ♦Eastern  Love.  Liveright. 
Mauriac,  Francois  (French).  ♦Family.  Covici,  Friede. 

Maurois,  Andre  (French).  *Country  of  Thirty-six  Thousand  Wishes. 
Appleton. 

Rossmann,  Hermann  (German).  *Claus  the  Fish.  Cape  and  Smith. 
Rouquette,  Louis-Frederic  (French).  Great  White  Silence.  Mac¬ 
millan. 

“Sand,  George”  (French).  ♦Tales  of  a  Grandmother.  Lippincott. 
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ARTICLES  ON  THE  SHORT  STORY 
IN  AMERICAN  PERIODICALS 


MAY  1,  1930  TO  APRIL  30,  1931 

Note.  For  articles  in  British  and  Irish  periodicals,  see 
British  Short  Stories  of  1931.” 


‘The  Best 


Adventure  Stories. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Dec.  14,  ’30.  (9.) 

Aiken,  Conrad. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Mar.  22,  ’31.  (29.) 

Aldington,  Richard. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jan.  4,  ’31.  (10.) 

By  William  J.  Fadiman.  Free.  Mar.  25,  ’31.  (3:46.) 

By  Horace  Gregory.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Mar.  18,  ’31.  (132:300.) 

By  Frank  Ernest  Hill.  Books.  Jan.  4,  ’31.  (4.) 

By  Gerald  Sykes.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Mar.,  ’31.  (73 :80.) 

American  Short  Story. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jun.  1,  ’30.  (8.)  Nov.  30,  ’30.  (9.) 

Dec.  21,  ’30.  (8.)  Jan.  18,  ’31.  (18.) 

By  Florence  Haxton  Britten.  Books.  Mar.  29,  ’31.  (2.) 

By  John  Chamberlain.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  4,  ’30.  (2.)  Dec.  28, 

’30.  (2.)  N.  Rep.  Jan.  7, ’31.  (65:225.)  N.  Y.  Times.  Mar. 

29, ’31.  (2.) 

By  Nina  Jay  Dusenberry.  Books.  Nov.  16,  ’30.  (26.) 

By  Harvey  Fergusson.  Books.  May  4,  ’30.  (17.) 

By  Frances  Greene.  Books,  Nov.  23,  ’30.  (21.) 

By  Horace  Gregory.  Free.  Apr.  15,  ’31.  (n.  s.  3 :116.) 

By  Addison  Hibbard.  Ag.  Sept.,  ’30.  (3.) 

By  Granville  Hicks.  N.  Rep.  Apr.  1,  ’31.  (66:185.) 

By  Hampton  M.  Jarrell.  A.  L.  Mar.,  ’31.  (3:116.) 

By  Fred  Lewis  Pattee.  Gol.  Jan.,  ’31.  (82.) 

By  Ben  Ray  Redman.  Books.  May  11,  ’30.  (12.) 

By  Isidor  Schneider.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Feb.  18,  ’31.  (132:184.) 

By  Gerald  Sykes.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Apr.  15,  ’31.  (132:420.) 

By  Edith  H.  Walton.  N.  Y.  Times.  Nov.  9,  ’30.  (4.) 

Anderson,  Sherwood. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Mar.  22,  ’31.  (29.) 

Argentine  Short  Stories.  . 

By  Eugene  Armfield.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Nov.,  30.  (72:311.) 

By  Jenny  Ballou.  Books.  Sept.  7,  ’30.  (6.) 

By  Arthur  Ruhl.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.  18,  30.  (7:242.) 

By  William  Franklin  Sands.  Com.  Dec.  17,  30.  (13:190.) 

341 


342 


THE  YEARBOOK 

B 


Bsbcl  I  S3  R  lc 

By  Anita  Brenner.  Men.  J.  Mar.,  ’31.  (19:323.) 

Balzac,  Honore  de. 

By  E.  Preston  Dargan.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Aug.  16,  ’30.  (7:55.) 

By  Albert  Feuillerat.  Yale.  Jun.,  ’30.  (19:850.) 

Bates,  H.  E. 

Anonymous.  Books.  Sept.  28,  ’30.  (14.) 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Oct.  12,  ’30.  (7.) 

By  Basil  Davenport.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Nov.  8,  '30.  (7:305.) 

Beck,  L.  Adams. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Aug.  31,  ’30.  (16.) 

Benet,  Laura. 

By  Garreta  Busey.  Books.  May  4,  ’30.  (5.) 

By  Gladys  Graham.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.  4,  ’30.  (7:177.) 

Benet,  Stephen  Vincent. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Mar.  22,  ’31.  (29.) 

Bennett,  Arnold. 

Anonymous.  Free.  Apr.  8,  ’31.  (3 :80.) 

Anonymous.  N.  Rep.  Apr.  8,  ’31.  (66:194.) 

By  Henry  Seidel  Canby.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Apr.  4,  ’31.  (7:706.) 

By  Dorothy  Van  Doren.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Apr.  15,  ’31.  (132:401.) 

By  Rebecca  West.  Books.  Apr.  19,  ’31.  (1.)  Apr.  26,  ’31.  (6.) 

Beresford,  J.  D. 

By  G.  M.  A.  Grube.  C.  For.  Oct.,  ’30.  (11:30.) 

Bierce,  Ambrose. 

By  Carey  McWilliams.  A.  Merc.  Mar.,  ’31.  (22:330.) 

By  F.  O.  Matthiesson.  Free.  Jul.  16,  ’30.  (1:427.) 

By  Frank  Monaghan.  A.  L.  Jan.,  ’31.  (2:337.) 

By  Ben  Ray  Redman.  Books.  Jul.  20,  ’30.  (11.) 

Blumenfeld,  Josephine. 

By  Lynn  Anderson.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.,  ’30.  (72:177.) 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Sept.  14,  ’30.  (6.) 

By  Gerald  Sykes.  Books.  Oct.  19,  ’30.  (18.) 
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By  Thomas  Caldecot  Chubb.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jun.  1,  ’30.  (2.) 

By  Joseph  Wood  Krutch.  Atl.  Jun., ’30.  (145:654.) 

By  Ben  Ray  Redman.  Books.  Jun.  1,  ’30.  (7.) 
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By  Clarice  Aiken.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Jul.  26,  ’30.  (7:7.) 

Bowen,  Stirling. 

By  Kenneth  Fearing.  N.  Mass.  Jun.,  ’30.  (16.) 

Boyle,  Kay. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Nov.  16,  ’30.  (8.) 

By  Margaret  Cheney  Dawson.  Books.  Nov.  16,  ’30.  (6.) 

By  Katherine  Anne  Porter.  N.  Rep.  Apr.  22,  ’31.  (66:279.) 

By  Gerald  Sykes.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Dec.  24,  ’30.  (131:711.) 

Bramah,  Ernest. 

By  John  Carter.  N.  Y.  Times.  Dec.  14,  ’30.  (10.) 

British  Short  Story. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jul.  13,  ’30.  (6.)  Jan.  25,  ’31.  (9.) 
By  Frances  Green.  Books.  Nov.  23,  ’30.  (31.) 
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Bromfield,  Lotus. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Mar.  22,  ’31.  (29.) 

Buchan,  John. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Feb.  22,  ’31.  (18.) 

Burke,  Thomas. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Mar.  IS,  ’31.  (18.) 

Byrne,  Donn. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jun.  8,  ’30.  (8.) 
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Caldwell,  Erskine. 

By  Horace  Gregory.  Books.  Apr.  26,  ’31.  (16.) 
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Anonymous.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Sept.  13,  ’30.  (7 :123.) 

Cather  Willa. 
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By  Francis  Ferguson.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Dec.,  ’30.  (72 :437.) 
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Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Sept.  7,  ’30.  (6.) 

By  Ruth  Burr  Sanborn.  Books.  Aug.  31,  ’30.  (6.) 
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Conrad,  Joseph. 

By  Richard.  Curie.  Books.  Mar.  1,  ’31.  (14.) 

By  Alan  Reynolds  Thompson.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Feb., ’31.  (72:657.) 
Cournos,  John. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Dec.  7,  ’30.  (38.) 

By  Coley  Taylor.  Books.  Nov.  16,  ’30.  (26.) 
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Davis,  Elmer. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Nov.  9,  ’30.  (6.) 

By  John  Chamberlain.  N.  Rep.  Jan.  7,  ’31.  (65:225.) 
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By  Kenneth  White.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Nov.,  ’30.  (72:312.) 
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By  Cyril  Clemens.  Over.  Dec.,  ’30.  (88:357.) 
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By  Catherine  Radziwill.  Com.  Jul.  23,  ’30.  (12:322.) 

By  Avrahm  Yarmolinsky.  Books.  Jun.  29,  ’30.  (4.) 

Doyle,  Sir  Arthur  Conan. 

Anonymous.  Nat  (N.  Y.)  Jul.  23,  ’30.  (131:86.) 

By  Heywood  Broun.  W.  H.  C.  Nov.,  ’30.  (21.) 

By  Will  Cuppy.  Books.  Sept.  7,  ’30.  (10.) 

By  Christopher  Morley.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Aug.  2,  ’30.  (7:21.) 

By  Vincent  Starrett.  Gol.  Dec.,  ’30.  (81.) 

Dreiser,  Theodore. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Mar.  22,  ’31.  (29.) 

By  Camille  McCole.  Cath.  W.  Oct,  ’30.  (132:1.) 


Erskine,  John. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Nov.  16,  ’30.  (8.) 

By  Fred  T.  Marsh.  Books.  Nov.  9,  ’30.  (5.) 
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Folk  Tales. 

By  Laura  Benet.  N.  Y.  Times.  Dec.  21,  ’30.  (10.) 

Forbes-Mosse,  Irene. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  25,  ’30.  (22.) 

France,  Anatole. 

By  Princess  Marthe  Bibesco.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.,  ’30.  (72:112.) 
Frank,  Leonhard. 

Anonymous.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  May  3, ’30.  (6:1008.) 

Froisland,  Frois. 

By  Eda  Lou  Walton.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  18,  ’30.  (7.) 


Gale,  Zona. 

By  Garreta  Busey.  Books.  Nov.  9,  ’30.  (6.) 

By  John  Chamberlain.  N.  Rep.  Jan.  7, ’31.  (65:225.) 

By  Gerald  Sykes.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Nov.,  ’30.  (72:303.) 

By  Eda  Lou  Walton.  N.  Y.  Times.  Nov.  9,  ’30.  (8.) 

Galsworthy,  John. 

By  Richmond  P.  Bond.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Nov.,  ’30.  (72:310.) 
By  Cyril  Clemens.  Over.  Dec.,  ’30.  (88:357.) 

By  Clifton  P.  Fadiman.  Free.  Nov.  19,  ’30.  (2:236.) 

By  Percy  Hutchison.  N.  Y.  Times.  Oct.  12,  ’30.  (1.) 

By  Virgilia  Peterson  Ross.  Books.  Oct.  12,  ’30.  (5.) 
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(131 :351.) 


By  Dorothy  Van  Doren.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.  22, ’30.  (131:447.) 

By  Homer  E.  Woodbridge.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Nov.  1,  ’30.  (7:285.) 
By  Cuthbert  Wright.  Com.  Nov.  12,  ’30.  (13:55.) 

Garland,  Hamlin. 

By  Newton  Arvin.  Free.  Oct.  15,  ’30.  (2:113.) 

By  C.  Hartley  Grattan.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.  1,  ’30. 

By  Frank  Luther  Mott.  Pal.  Feb.,  ’30.  (11:61.) 

By  Agnes  Repplier.  Com.  Oct.  22,  ’30.  (12:647.) 

By  William  Allen  White.  Books.  Sept.  21,  ’30.  (1.) 

CtSsIcpII  P1l73hpfll 
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Book.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.,  ’30. 


Anonymous. 
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Anonymous. 

Glaspell,  Susan. 

By  J.  B.  Crawford.  Pal. 
Goodman,  Daniel  Carson. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times 
Green,  Julian. 

By  Basil  Davenport.  Sat.  R.  (N. 
By  Leo  Kennedy.  Book.  (N.  Y.) 


(72:176.) 


N.  Y.  Times.  Apr.  12,  ’31.  (7.) 


Dec.,  ’30.  (11:517.) 


Apr.  26,  ’31.  (20.) 


Y.)  Aug. 
Jul.,  ’30. 


16, ’30.  (7:53.) 
(71 :441.) 
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Hardy,  Thomas. 

Anonymous.  C.  For.  Jul.,  ’30.  (10:368.) 

By  Samuel  Chew.  Books.  Jun.  1,  ’30.  (5.) 

By  Wilbur  Cross.  Yale.  Sept.,  ’30.  (20:175.) 

By  Paul  Crowley.  Com.  Jun.  18,  ’30.  (12:196.) 

By  Horace  Gregory.  Free.  Oct.  1,  ’30.  (2 :65.) 

By  Percy  Hutchison.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  11,  ’30.  (5.) 

By  Anna  McClure  Sholl.  Cath.  W.  Nov.,  ’30.  (132:245.) 

By  Gerald  Sykes.  N.  Rep.  Sept.  24,  ’30.  (64:160.) 

By  Alan  Reynolds  Thompson.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Aug.,  ’30.  (71 :553.) 
By  Mark  Van  Doren.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Jun.  11,  ’30.  (130:680.) 

By  Edward  Wagenknecht.  Va.  Oct.,  ’30.  (6:621.) 

Harris,  Frank. 

By  W.  E.  Henderson.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  May  3,  ’30.  (6 :1016.) 

Harris,  Joel  Chandler. 

By  P.  Cousins.  Chimes.  Mar.,  ’30.  (42:3.) 

By  John  T.  Winterich.  Pub.  W.  Nov.  15,  ’30.  (118:2279.) 

Harte,  Bret. 

By  Hamlin  Garland.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Jul.,  ’30.  (71 :423.) 

By  J.  T.  Winterich.  Pub.  W.  May  24,  ’30.  (117:2639.) 
Hawthorne,  Nathaniel. 

By  E.  K.  Brown.  A.  L.  Mar.,  ’31.  (3:72.) 

By  Randall  Stewart.  N.  E.  Q.  Jul.,  ’29.  (2:517.)  A.  L.  Jan., 

’31.  (2:446.) 
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Hearn,  Lafcadio. 

By  Henry  Walcott  Boynton.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Mar.  7,  ’31.  (7 :648.) 
By  John  Erskine.  Books.  Jul.  27,  ’30.  (6.)  Mar.  15,  ’31.  (4.) 
By  Herbert  Gorman.  N.  Y.  Times.  Aug.  17,  ’30.  (2.) 

By  Matthew  Josephson.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Mar.  11,  ’31.  (132:277.) 

By  Laura  Stedman  Gould.  Books.  Aug.  17,  ’30.  (19.) 

By  Jacques  W.  Redway.  N.  Y.  Times.  Oct.  12,  ’30.  (20.) 

By  Margaret  Wallace.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Mar.,  ’31.  (73:92.) 

By  Eda  Lou  Walton.  N.  Y.  Times.  Feb.  8,  ’31.  (2.) 

Held,  Jr.,  John. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  11,  ’30.  (24.) 

By  Howard  Coxe.  N.  Rep.  May  28,  ’30.  (63:53.) 

By  H.  M.  Parshley.  Free.  Aug.  27,  ’30.  (1:572.) 

Hemingway,  Ernest. 

Anonymous.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Jan.  24,  ’31.  (7 :548.) 

By  Ben  Ray  Redman.  Books.  Nov.  16,  ’30.  (22.) 

“Henry,  O.” 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Dec.  21,  ’30.  (16.) 

Hergesheimer,  Joseph. 

Anonymous.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Jan.  31,  ’31.  (7:565.) 

By  James  Branch  Cabell.  Books.  Jun.  15,  ’30.  (1.) 

Heyward,  Du  Bose. 

By  Emily  Clark.  Va.  Oct.,  ’30.  (6:546.) 

Hope,  Anthony. 

By  Cyril  Clemens.  Over.  Dec.,  ’30.  (88 :357.) 

Hudson,  W.  H. 

By  Morley  Roberts.  Va.  Oct.,  ’30.  (6:507.) 

Huxley,  Aldous. 

By  Robert  Cantwell.  Free.  Aug.  6,  ’30.  (1 :501.) 

By  Harry  Hayden  Clark.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Jul.,  ’30.  (71:438.) 

By  Arthur  Colton.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  May  31,  ’30.  (6:1085.) 

By  Margaret  Cheney  Dawson.  Books.  May  25,  ’30.  (3.) 

By  Lee  Wilson  Dodd.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Aug.  2,  ’30.  (7:19.) 

By  G.  M.  A.  Grube.  C.  For.  Aug.,  ’30.  (10:401.) 

By  Henry  Hazlitt.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Jun.  4,  ’30.  (130:654.) 

By  Louis  Kronenberger.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  18,  ’30.  (4.) 

Hyde,  Robert. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  25,  ’30.  (8.) 
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Irving,  Washington. 

By  E.  Goggio.  Rom.  R.  Jan.-Mar.,  ’30.  (21 :26.) 

By  H.  A.  Pochmann.  S.  P.  Jul.,  ’30.  (27:477.)  P.  M.  L.  A. 

Dec.,  ’30.  (45:1150.) 

By  S.  T.  Williams.  Mod.  Phil.  Nov.,  ’30.  (28 :185.)  J.  E.  G.  P. 
Jul.,  ’30.  (29 :352.) 

By  M.  C.  Yarborough.  So.  Atl.  Q.  Oct.,  ’30.  (29:423.) 
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Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jan.  18,  ’31.  (2.) 
By  Garreta  Busey.  Books.  Dec.  21,  ’30.  (2.) 

By  Leon  Edel.  C.  For.  Dec.,  ’30.  (11:112.) 
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By  V.  J.  McGill.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Nov.,  ’30.  (72:251.) 

By  Robert  Shafer.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Jan.,  ’31.  (72:534.) 

Jewett,  Sarah  Orne. 

Anonymous.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  May  3,  ’30.  (6:1011.) 
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By  Michael  J.  Lennon.  Cath.  W.  Mar.,  ’31.  (132:641.) 

K 
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Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  25,  ’30.  (9.) 
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By  Jenny  Ballou.  Books.  Jun.  22,  ’30.  (4.) 
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By  John  Bird.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Sept.,  ’30.  (82:11.) 

Lawrence,  D.  H. 

Anonymous.  C.  For.  May,  ’30.  (10:283.) 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jan.  11,  ’31.  (9.) 

By  Robert  Cantwell.  N.  Rep.  Dec.  24,  ’30.  (65 :171.) 

By  George  E.  G.  Catlin.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Jan.  21,  ’31.  (132:75.) 

By  H.  J.  Davis.  C.  For.  Jul.,  ’30.  (10:375.) 

By  Frederick  Dupee.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Jan.,  ’31.  (72:528.) 

By  Percy  Hutchison.  N.  Y.  Times.  Nov.  30,  ’30.  (9.)  Apr.  26, 

’31.  (2.) 

By  “Melisendra.”  C.  For.  Oct.,  ’30.  (11:15.) 

By  Ruth  Frisbie  Moore.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.,  ’30.  (72:118.) 

By  Lorine  Pruette.  Books.  Jul.  13,  ’30.  (5.)  Nov.  23,  ’30.  (3.) 

Feb.  8,  ’31.  (7.)  Apr.  26,  ’31.  (3.) 
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By  Basil  Davenport.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Jul.  26,  ’30.  (7:4.) 

Mauriac,  Francois. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Aug.  10,  ’30.  (6.) 

By  Angel  Flores.  Books.  Aug.  10,  ’30.  (3.) 

By  George  N.  Shuster.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Jan.,  ’31.  (72:466.) 
Maurois,  Andre. 

By  Margery  Williams  Bianco.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Nov.  15,  ’30. 
(7 :326.) 

Melville,  Herman. 

“Agatha”  Letter  to  Hawthorne.  N.  E.  Q.  Apr.,  ’29.  (2  -296  ) 

,,  Journal  of  the  Meteor.  N.  E.  Q.  Jan.,  ’29.  (2:120.) 

Melville,  Herman. 


By  E.  K.  Brown.  A.  L.  Mar.,  ’31.  (3 :72  ) 

By  Ludwig  Lewisohn.  T.  Q.  Apr.-Jun.,  ’31.  (3:610.) 

By  H.  A.  Murray,  Jr.  N.  E.  Q.  Jul.,  ’29.  (2:523.) 

By  M.  C.  Ritchie.  Q.  Q.  Winter,  ’30.  (37 :36.  j 
~  By  Harold  H.  Scudder.  P.  M.  L.  A.  Jun.,  ’28.  (43:502.) 
Mercein,  Elinor. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Feb.  15,  '31.  (9.) 

Merrick,  Leonard. 

By  Lynn  Anderson.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Sept.,  ’30.  (82  78) 
Anonymous.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Sept.  13,  ’30.  (7:123  ) 

By  Rose  C.  Feld.  N.  Y.  Times.  Sept.  7,  ’30.  (4  ) 

By  Fred  T.  Marsh.  Books.  Aug.  31,  ’30.  (5.) 

Meyer,  Conrad  Ferdinand. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  4,  ’30.  (9.) 

By  Donald  Douglas.  Books.  May  4,  ’30  (2  ) 

By  Garrett  Mattingly.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Jul.' 5,  ’30.  (6:1172.) 
By  Margaret  C.  Meagher.  Cath.  W.  Nov.,  ’30.  (132:249.) 


ARTICLES  ON  THE  SHORT  STORY  349 

Milburn,  George. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Feb.  8,  ’31.  (9.) 

By  Harvey  Fergusson.  Books.  Mar.  1,  ’31.  (6.) 

By  Stanley  Vestal.  Sat  R.  (N.  Y.)  Mar.  7,  ’31.  (7:643.) 

Miller,  Alice  Duer. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Apr.  26,  ’31.  (7.) 

By  Virgilia  Peterson  Ross.  Books.  Apr.  5,  ’31.  (13.) 

Montague,  C.  E. 

By  R.  K.  Gordon.  C.  For.  Dec.,  ’30.  (11:102.) 

By  Bryan  M.  O’Reilly.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  18,  ’30.  (S.) 
Morrough,  E.  M. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  18,  ’30.  (9.) 

Munro,  Neil. 

By  Paul  Lemperly.  Books.  Feb.  22,  ’31.  (19.) 

By  Hugh  Walpole.  Books.  Feb.  1,  ’31.  (9.) 


N 

Neumann,  Alfred. 

By  Pierre  Loving.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  May  7,  ’30.  (130:550.) 
Norris,  Frank. 

By  Randolph  Edgar.  B.  E.  T.  May  3,  ’30.  (1.) 


O 


O’Brien,  Fitz-James. 

By  P.  Fatout.  So.  Atl.  Q.  Jan.,  ’31.  (30:51.) 
O’Flaherty,  Liam. 

By  Percy  Hutchison.  N.  Y.  Times.  Oct.  5,  ’30.  (4.) 

By  Louis  Kronenberger.  Free.  Jul.  23,  ’30.  (1:454.) 

By  Gerald  Sykes.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.  22, ’30.  (131:448.) 

By  Coley  Taylor.  Books.  Oct.  5,  ’30.  (4.) 

By  William  Troy.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Nov.,  ’30.  (72:322.) 

Owen,  Frank. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jun.  8,  ’30.  (9.) 


P 

Parker,  Dorothy. 

By  Richard  de  Brisay.  C.  For.  Dec.,  ’30.  (11:104.) 

By  Gladys  Graham.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Jul.  5,  ’30.  (6:1172.) 

By  T.  S.  Matthews.  N.  Rep.  Sept.  17,  ’30.  (64:133.) 

By  Mary  Ross.  Books.  Jun.  15,  ’30.  (7.) 

Patterson,  Pernet. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Mar.  29,  ’31.  (6.) 

By  Herschel  Brickell.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Apr.  25,  ’31.  (7 :773.) 

Poe,  Edgar  Allan. 

Anonymous.  Pub.  W.  Jun.  21,  ’30.  (117 :3041.) 

By  W.  O.  Clough.  P.  M.  L.  A.  Jun.,  ’30.  (45:598.) 

By  Herbert  Gorman.  N.  Y.  Times.  Aug.  24,  ’30.  (2.) 

By  L.  King.  Tex.  Jul.,  ’30.  (10:128.) 

By  Thomas  O.  Mabbott.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  May  31,  ’30.  (6:1093.) 
By  R.  L.  Rhea.  Tex.  Jul.,  ’30.  (10:135.) 

By  H.  Q.  Turner.  Tex.  Jul.,  ’30.  (10:147.) 


350 


THE  YEARBOOK 


Porter,  Katherine  Anne. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Sept.  28,  '30.  (6.) 

By  Louise  Bogan.  N.  Rep.  Oct.  22,  ’30.  (64:277.) 

By  John  Chamberlain.  N.  Rep.  Jan.  7,  ’31.  (65 :225.) 

By  Margaret  Cheney  Dawson.  Books.  Sept.  14,  ’30.  (3.) 

By  Eudora  Ramsay  Richardson.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Oct., ’30.  (72:172.) 
By  Allen  Tate.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.  1,  ’30.  (131:352.) 

By  Yvor  Winters.  H.  H.  Jan.-Mar.,  ’31.  (4:301.) 

Powys,  T.  F. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Feb.  15,  ’31.  (18.) 

By  Margaret  Cheney  Dawson.  Books.  Feb.  8,  ’31.  (4.) 

By  Gerald  Sykes.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Apr.,  ’31.  (73:192.) 

R 

Read,  Opie. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jan.  18,  ’31.  (11.) 

By  William  Allen  White.  Books.  Feb.  1,  ’31.  (7.) 

Reed,  John. 

By  Alan  Calmer.  Left.  Spring,  ’31.  (22.) 

By  Julian  Street.  S.  E.  P.  Sept.  13,  ’30.  (8.) 

Risley,  Eleanor  de  la  Vergne. 

Anonymous.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  May  31,  ’30.  (6:1088.) 

•  Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jan.  18,  ’31.  (8.) 

Rossmann,  Hermann. 

By  Iris  Barry.  Books.  Feb.  15,  ’31.  (16.) 

Rothermell,  Fred. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  25,  ’30.  (9.) 

Rouquette,  Louis-Frederic. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jul.  13,  ’30.  (6.) 

Russell,  John. 

By  Percy  Hutchison.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jul.  27,  ’30.  (7.) 

Russian  Short  Story. 

By  Maxim  Gorky.  Yale.  Mar.,  ’31.  (20:488.) 

S 

Sabatini,  Rafael. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Apr.  26,  ’31.  (6.) 

“Saki.”  (H.  H.  Munro.) 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Dec.  14,  ’30.  (9.) 

By  P.  M.  Jack.  N.  Rep.  Feb.  11,  ’31.  (65:356.) 

By  Ben  Ray  Redman.  Books.  Nov.  2,  ’30.  (12.) 

Sandburg,  Carl. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  25,  ’30.  (8.) 

Saunders,  Charles  Francis  and  Father  St.  John  O’Sullivan. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  25,  ’30.  (8.) 

Saxon,  Lyle. 

By  Caroline  Dormon.  Hoi.  Jan.,  ’31.  (26.) 

Schnitzler,  Arthur. 

By  David  Ewen.  J.  T.  Sept.  19,  ’30.  (20.) 

Sea  Stories. 

By  Percy  Hutchison.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  25,  ’30.  (2.) 


ARTICLES  ON  THE  SHORT  STORY  351 

Seaver,  Edwin. 

By  Charles  Yale  Harrison.  N.  Mass.  May,  ’30.  (17.) 

By  Clinton  Simpson.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  May  14,  ’30.  (130:573.) 
Seghers,  Anna. 

By  Joseph  Kalar.  N.  Mass.  May,  ’30.  (16.) 

By  Melvin  P.  Levy.  Free.  Jun.  18,  ’30.  (1 :334.) 

Shaw,  Frank  H. 

By  G.  M.  A.  Grube.  C.  For.  Apr.,  ’31.  (11:268.) 

Short  Story. 

By  Eugene  Lohrke.  N.  Y.  Times.  Mar.  29,  ’31.  (8.) 

Sigmund,  Jay  G. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Feb.  1,  ’31.  (9.) 

Sinclair,  May. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Sept.  14,  ’30.  (4.) 

By  Florence  Codman.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Dec.  10,  ’30.  (131:654.) 

By  Gerald  Sykes.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.,  ’30.  (72:173.) 

Singmaster,  Elsie. 

By  Dayton  Kohler.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Feb.,  ’31.  (72:621.) 

Sitwell,  Osbert. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Feb.  22,  ’31.  (8.) 

By  Henry  Walcott  Boynton.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Mar.  28,  ’31.  (7 :692.) 
By  Margaret  Cheney  Dawson.  Books.  Feb.  8,  ’31.  (4.) 

By  William  Troy.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Mar.,  ’31.  (73:81.) 

By  Dorothy  Van  Doren.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Apr.  22,  ’31.  (132:454.) 
Siwertz,  Sigrid. 

By  Ellen  Lundberg-Nyblom.  Scan.  May,  ’30.  (18:293.) 

Sobol,  Andre. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Mar.  22,  ’31.  (24.) 

Anonymous.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Dec.  20,  ’30.  (7:473.) 

Stevenson,  Robert  Louis. 

By  Will  H.  Low.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  May  10,  ’30.  (6:1025.) 

By  W.  H.  Triggs.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Apr.,  ’31.  (73:158.) 

Stoney,  Samuel  Gaillard,  and  Shelby,  Gertrude  Mathews. 

By  Archer  Winston.  Free.  Nov.  26,  ’30.  (2:262.) 

Strindberg,  August. 

By  Elsa  M.  Allan.  N.  Rep.  Jul.  9,  ’30.  (63:213.) 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jun.  1,  ’30.  (15.) 

By  Eugene  Lohrke.  Nat  (N.  Y.)  Aug.  13,  ’30.  (131:183.) 

Sudermann,  Hermann. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  11,  ’30.  (9.) 

By  J.  R.  N.  Rep.  May  24,  ’30.  (62:361.) 

Svevo,  Italo. 

By  Katherine  Bregy.  Com.  Jun.  25,  ’30.  (12:248.) 

By  Justin  O’Brien.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Feb.,  ’31.  (72:566.) 

By  Theodore  Purdy,  Jr.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  May  24,  ’30.  (6:1064.) 
By  Archer  Winston.  Free.  Aug.  6,  ’30.  (1:502.) 

T 

Thayer,  Tiffany. 

By  Claude  Kendall.  Books.  Jun.  15,  ’30.  (7.) 

Thompson,  Edward. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Nov.  3,  ’30.  (8.) 

By  Grenville  Vernon.  Com.  Oct.  15,  ’30.  (12:618.) 

By  Henry  Williamson.  Books.  Nov.  23,  ’30.  (5.) 


352  THE  YEARBOOK 


Tinker,  Frances  and  Edward  Larocque. 

By  Herschel  Brickell.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Feb.  21,  ’31.  (7:612.) 

By  Leslie  A.  Marchand.  N.  Y.  Times.  Feb.  15,  ’31.  (2.) 

By  Eudora  Ramsay  Richardson.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Mar.,  ’31.  (73:86.) 
By  Lyle  Saxon.  Books.  Feb.  15,  ’31.  (1.) 

Tolstoy,  Count  Lyof  N. 

A  Letter.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Jun.  4,  ’30.  (130:649.) 

Tolstoy,  Count  Lyof  N. 

By  Louise  Bogan.  N.  Rep.  Jul.  2,  ’30.  (63:187.) 

By  Manya  Gordon.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Jun.  28,  ’30.  (6:1155.) 

By  Aylmer  Maude.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Sept.  13,  ’30.  (7 :128.)  N. 

Rep.  Sept.  24,  ’30.  (64:153.) 

By  Alexander  Nazaroff.  N.  Y.  Times.  Apr.  26,  ’31.  (9.) 

By  Burton  Rascoe.  P.  T.  May,  ’30.  (6:631.) 

By  Nicholas  Sergievsky.  Books.  Oct.  26,  ’30.  (9.) 

By  Lewis  Worthington  Smith.  Atlan.  May,  ’30.  (18.) 

Train,  Arthur. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Dec.  14,  ’30.  (9.) 

Turgeniev,  Ivan. 

By  Dwight  Macdonald.  Mis.  May,  ’30.  (28.) 

By  Nicholas  Sergievsky.  Books.  Jul.  27,  ’30.  (9.) 

Twain,  Mark. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  May  25,  ’30.  (4.) 

By  Clara  Clemens.  N.  A.  Rev.  Nov.,  ’30.  (230:522.)  Dec.,  ’30. 

(230:652.)  Jan.,  ’31.  (231:50.) 

By  Cyril  Clemens.  Over.  May,  ’30.  (88:157.) 

By  Harvey  Ferguson.  Books.  May  11,  ’30.  (5.) 

By  Hamlin  Garland.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Jul.,  ’30.  (71 :423.) 

By  F.  W.  Lorch.  I.  J.  H.  P.  Apr.,  ’30.  (28:268.) 

By  T.  O.  Mabbott.  M.  Hist.  R.  Oct.,  ’30.  (25  :23.) 

By  Laurens  D.  Mason.  Over.  Jan.,  ’31.  (89:12.) 

By  T.  K.  Whipple.  Free.  Sept.  17,  ’30.  (2:22.) 


U 

Unamuno,  Miguel  de. 

By  Jenny  Ballou.  Books.  Jul.  13,  ’30.  (3.) 

By  Frederick  P.  Mayer.  Va.  Oct.,  ’30.  (6:586.) 

Upson,  William  Hazlett. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Mar.  22,  ’31.  (22.) 


Van  Vechten,  Carl. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times. 


V 

Mar.  22,  ’31.  (29.) 


W 

Walker,  Charles  R. 

By  Frederick  Dupee.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Apr.,  ’31.  (73:192) 

Wells,  H.  G.  ’ 

By  A.  L.  Basinger.  Free.  Jan.  21,  ’31.  (2:452.) 

By  Florence  Haxton  Britten.  Books.  Dec.  14,  ’30.  (3.) 

By  Rose  C.  Feld.  N.  Y.  Times.  Dec.  21,  ’30.  (5.) 

By  Alan  Reynolds  Thompson.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Feb.,  ’31.  (72:637.) 


ARTICLES  ON  THE  SHORT  STORY 

Wescott,  Glenway. 

By  John  Chamberlain.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jan.  25,  ’31  (2  ) 

By  Dayton  Kohler.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Apr.,  ’31.  (73  T42) 

By  Mabel  Langdon.  Pr.  S.  Spring,  ’30.  (4:117.) 

Wharton,  Edith. 

Anonymous.  Sat.  R.  (N.  Y.)  Jan.  24,  ’31.  (7:548.) 

By  E.  K.  Brown.  C.  For.  Feb.,  ’31.  (11 :184.) 

By  John  Chamberlain.  N.  Rep.  Jan.  7,  ’31.  (65  :225  ) 

By  Florence  Codman.  Nat.  (N.  Y.)  Dec.  10,  ’30.  (131 :654.) 
By  Dorothy  Foster  Gilman.  Books.  Nov.  2,  ’30.  (5.) 

By  Percy  Hutchison.  N.  Y.  Times.  Nov.  9,  ’30.  (7.) 
Whitaker,  Malachi.  K  * 

By  Margery  Latimer.  Books.  May  4,  ’30.  (14.) 

By  E.  H.  W.  N.  Rep.  May  21,  ’30.  (63:27.) 

Wilde,  Oscar. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Dec.  14,  ’30.  (6.) 

By  Ernest  Boyd.  Free.  Aug.  13,  ’30.  (1:526.) 

By  Florence  Haxton  Britten.  Books.  Aug.  3,  ’30.  (2.) 

Wilder,  Thornton. 

By  R.  P.  Blackmur.  H.  H.  Jul.-Sept.,  ’30.  (3  :586.) 

By  James  W.  Lane.  Com.  May  7,  ’30.  (12:25.) 

By  Dwight  Macdonald.  Mis.  May,  ’30.  (31.) 

By  F.  O.  Matthiesson.  Free.  May  10,  ’30.  (1:212.) 

By  Frederick  P.  Mayer.  Va.  Jul.,  ’30.  (6:463.) 

By  J.  Q.  Neets.  N.  Mass.  May,  ’30.  (18.) 

Williams,  Ben  Ames. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Nov.  16,  ’30.  (8.) 

Williams,  William  Carlos. 

By  Louis  Zukofsky.  H.  H.  Jan.-Mar.,  ’31.  (4:261.) 

Wodehouse,  P.  G. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Jul.  13,  ’30.  (6.) 

Wylie,  I.  A.  R. 

By  Kenneth  White.  Free.  Sept.  17,  ’30.  (2:21.) 

Y 

Young,  Stark. 

Anonymous.  N.  Y.  Times.  Oct.  12,  ’30.  (6.) 

By  Harry  Hayden  Clark.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Oct.,  ’30.  (72:165.) 
By  Lawrence  Lee.  Books.  Oct.  12,  ’30.  (15.) 


Zangwill,  Israel. 

By  D.  Rosenthal. 


Z 

Ref.  Nov.,  ’30. 


(7:66.) 


I 


INDEX  OF  SHORT  STORIES  IN  BOOKS 


May  1,  1930,  TO  APRIL  30,  1931 

I.  American  and  Canadian  Authors 


A 

Abdullah,  Achmed. 

Home  Wind.  World  F.  34. 
Woman  of  the  Benni  Fuhara. 
Rhys  K.  1. 

Adams,  Bill. 

Home  Is  the  Sailor.  Williams  G. 
3. 

Aiken,  Conrad. 

Gehenna.  Aiken  C.  1. 

Anderson,  Sherwood. 

American  County  Fair.  Ander¬ 
son  G.  1. 

I  Want  to  Know  Why.  O’Brien 
BB.  149. 

Appel,  Benjamin. 

Four  Young  Men  Look  at  a 
Corpse.  Copy  G.  3. 

Austin,  Mary. 

Papago  Wedding.  Rhys  K.  354. 
Warren.  1. 

Avery,  Stephen  Morehouse. 
Broken  Glasses.  World  F.  75. 

B 

Bagby,  George  W. 

Jud  Browning’s  Account  of  Rubin¬ 
stein’s  Playing.  Becker  B.  141. 
Baker,  Ethel  Braxton. 

Open  Season  for  Advisors.  Copy 
G.  9. 

Baldwin,  Joseph  G. 

Ovid  Bolus,  Esq.  Meine.  71. 
Barham,  R.  H. 

Singular  Passage  in  the  Life  of  the 
Late  Henry  Harris,  D.D.  Mel¬ 
ville  D.  151. 

Barnes,  Margaret  Ayer. 

Perpetual  Care.  Warren.  6. 
Barretto,  Larry. 

Phantom  Major.  War.  529. 
Bates,  John  Everts. 

Dear  Aunt  Anna.  Copy  G.  197. 
Beck,  L.  Adams. 

Hell.  Beck  D.  311. 

Horoscope.  Beck  D.  239. 

How  Felicity  Came  Home.  Beck 

D.  64. 

Lord  Killary.  Beck  D.  35. 


Man  Who  Saw.  Beck  D.  340. 
Many  Waters  Cannot  Quench 
Love.  Beck  D.  190. 

Mystery  of  Iniquity.  Beck  D. 
138. 

Openers  of  the  Gate.  Beck  D.  1. 
Thug.  Beck  D.  274. 

Waste  Manor.  Beck  D.  99. 
Bellah,  James  Warner. 

Fear.  War.  605. 

Benet,  Stephen  Vincent. 

Litter  of  the  Rose  Leaves.  Benet. 

1. 

Bishop,  Ellen. 

Along  a  Sandy  Road.  O’Brien  Z. 

1. 

Boyle,  Kay. 

Bitte  Nehmen  Sie  die  Blumen. 
Boyle  B.  15. 

Episode  in  the  Life  of  an  An¬ 
cestor.  Boyle  B.  1. 

Letters  of  a  Lady.  Boyle  B. 

111. 

Madame  Tout  Petit.  Boyle  B.  45. 
On  the  Run.  Boyle  B.  103. 

Polar  Bears  and  Others.  Boyle  B. 
67. 

Portrait.  Boyle  B.  85. 

Spring  Morning.  Boyle  B.  97. 
Summer.  Boyle  B.  55. 

Theme.  Boyle  B.  37. 

Uncle  Anne.  Boyle  B.  75. 
Vacation-Time.  Boyle  B.  91. 
Wedding  Day.  Boyle  B.  25. 
Brackett,  Charles. 

Black  Monocle.  World  F.  220. 
Bradbury,  George  W. 

Guilty — but  Drunk.  Meine.  3. 
Bradford,  Roark. 

Careless  Love.  Prize  M.  55. 
Bragdon,  Clifford. 

Suffer  Little  Children.  O’Brien  Z. 

6. 

Bran  nan,  William  P. 

Harp  of  a  Thousand  Strings. 
Meine.  235. 

Where  the  Lion  Roareth  and  the 
Wang-Doodle  Mourneth.  Meine. 
253. 


354 


INDEX  OF  SHORT  STORIES  IN  BOOKS  355 


Bromfield,  Louis. 

Tabloid  News.  Bromfield  B.  1. 
Brown,  Alice. 

Lantern.  Hart  B.  192. 
Brubaker,  Howard. 

Milk  Pitcher.  Williams  G.  33. 
Burnett,  W.  R. 

Dressing  Up.  Prize  M.  3. 
Burnett,  Whit. 

Two  Men  Free.  O’Brien  Z.  21. 
Burnham,  George  P. 

Steamboat  Captain  Who  Was 
Averse  to  Racing.  Meine. 
127. 

Burt,  Katharine  Newlin. 

Herself.  Warren.  85.  Prize  M. 
71. 

Butler,  Ellis  Parker. 

Gnat.  World  F.  95. 

Butler,  Frances. 

Hot  Chocolate.  Copy  G.  99. 
Byrne,  Donn. 

African  Epic.  Byrne  D.  108. 
Biplane  No.  2.  Byrne  D.  3. 
Black  Medicine.  Byrne  D.  234. 
Bow  Sing  Low  and  the  Two  Who 
Were  Thieves.  Byrne  D.  63. 
Donoghu’s  Hour.  Byrne  D.  86. 
In  a  Cellar.  Byrne  D.  41. 
Jungle  Bulls.  Byrne  D.  151. 
Man’s  Game.  Byrne  D.  124. 

Out  of  Egypt.  Byrne  D.  206. 
Panic.  Byrne  D.  263. 

Slaves  of  the  Gun.  Byrne  D.  20. 
Story  of  Suleyman  Bey.  Byrne 
D.  287. 

Wake.  Byrne  D.  189. 

C 

Cable,  George  W. 

“Posson  Jone’.”  Becker  B.  28. 
Caldwell,  Erskine. 

Automobile  That  Wouldn’t  Run. 
Caldwell.  156. 

Autumn  Courtship.  Caldwell. 
231. 

Corduroy  Pants.  Caldwell.  242. 
Dorothy.  Caldwell.  108. 

Dream.  Caldwell.  176. 

Evelyn  and  the  Rest  of  Us.  Cald¬ 
well.  102. 

It  Happened  Like  This.  Cald¬ 
well.  76. 

Joe  Craddock’s  Old  Woman.  Cald¬ 
well.  98. 

John  the  Indian  and  George  Hop¬ 
kins.  Caldwell.  167. 

Lonely  Day.  Caldwell.  253. 
Mating  of  Marjorie.  Caldwell. 
209. 

Memorandum.  Caldwell.  57. 


Midsummer  Passion.  Caldwell. 
148. 

Molly  Cotton-Tail.  Caldwell.  37. 
Priming  the  Well.  Caldwell.  219. 
Rumor.  Caldwell.  135. 

Sacrilege  of  Alan  Kent.  Caldwell. 
267. 

Saturday  Afternoon.  Caldwell.  10. 
Savannah  River  Payday.  Cald¬ 
well.  85. 

Strawberry  Season.  Caldwell.  3. 
Swell-Looking  Girl.  Caldwell.  67. 
Ten  Thousand  Blueberry  Crates. 
Caldwell.  188. 

Very  Late  Spring.  Caldwell. 
125. 

Visitor.  Caldwell.  23. 

Where  the  Girls  Were  Different. 
Caldwell.  47. 

Callaghan,  Morley. 

Faithful  Wife.  O’Brien  Z.  34. 
Canby,  Henry  Seidel. 

Best  Bait  for  Mosquitoes.  Hart  B. 
422. 

Cantwell,  Robert. 

Never  Mind.  Carvan  D.  139. 
Casey,  Jack. 

Count  of  Ten.  World  F.  293. 
Cather,  Willa. 

Double  Birthday.  Warren.  115. 
Scandal.  Rhys  K.  302. 

Chapman,  Maristan. 

Crowded.  Becker  B.  329. 
Coates,  Grace  Stone. 

Black  Cherries.  Coates.  13. 
Bonnet  Rouge.  Coates.  180. 

Cast  Leaf.  Coates.  164. 

Corn  Knife.  Coates.  128. 
Crickets.  Coates.  3. 

Flyleaf  in  the  Book  of  Disillusion. 

Coates.  61. 

Glass.  Coates.  110. 

Horn.  Coates.  139. 

Late  Fruit.  Coates.  37. 

Nymphs  and  Pan.  Coates.  8. 
Pine  Tree.  Coates.  148. 

Plaster  of  Paris.  Coates.  74. 
Promises.  Coates.  102. 

Spring  Beauties.  Coates.  157. 
Stubborn  Thistles.  Coates.  187. 
Trees  of  Heaven.  Coates.  69. 
Truth.  Coates.  84. 

Way  of  the  Transgressor.  Coates. 

22.  O’Brien  Z.  39. 

Wild  Plums.  Coates.  50. 

Cobb,  Irvin  S. 

Belled  Buzzard.  Becker  B.  261. 
Faith,  Hope  and  Charity.  Prize 
M.  91. 

Coe,  Charles  Francis. 

Bars.  World  F.  199. 
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Cohen,  Octavus  Roy. 

Haven.  World  F.  110. 

Connell,  Richard. 

All  in  the  Day’s  Work.  Connell 
D.  22. 

Beau  Pest.  World  F.  162. 

“D”  Box.  Connell  D.  216. 

First  Gentleman  of  the  Land.  Con¬ 
nell  D.  227. 

Half  Dollar  Story.  Connell  D.  97. 
Impossible  Pratts.  Connell  D. 
102. 

In  Society.  Connell  D.  178. 
Innocent  Bystander.  Connell  D. 
126. 

King  Carney.  Connell  D.  41. 
Law  Beaters.  Connell  D.  60. 
Lover.  Connell  D.  254. 

Material.  Connell  D.  3. 

Moral  Tale.  Connell  D.  269. 
New  York  Knight.  Connell  D. 
150. 

Week-End  in  Atlantic  City.  Con¬ 
nell  D.  197. 

Wolf  and  the  Lamb.  Connell  D. 
76. 

Connelly,  Marc. 

Coroner’s  Inquest.  Prize  M.  47. 
Conner,  Grace  Brooks. 

Pele  versus  Uncle  Same.  Wil¬ 
liams  G.  59. 

Cooke,  John  Esten. 

On  Review.  Becker  B.  118. 
Cooper,  Courtney  Ryley. 

Elephant  Forgets.  Prize  M.  113. 
Corcoran,  D. 

Artist  in  Trouble.  Meine.  203. 
Cournos,  John. 

Samovar.  Cournos  D.  151. 
Wandering  Women.  Cournos  D.  7. 
Craddock,  Charles  Egbert. 

Electioneerin’  on  Big  Injun  Mount¬ 
ing.  Becker  B.  177. 

Crane,  Stephen. 

Maggie,  a  Girl  of  the  Streets. 
Crane.  7. 

Culver,  Jane. 

In  the  Church.  Copy  G.  15. 
Cunningham,  Eugene. 

Emerald  of  San  Pablo.  Kessler.  1. 

D 

Dangerfield,  Clinton. 

Lady  New  Luck.  Williams  G. 
113. 

Davis,  Elmer. 

Amateur.  Davis  B.  72. 

Bachelor  Girl.  Davis  B.  11. 
Bride  of  Quietness.  Davis  B. 
243. 

Cold  Sunlight.  Davis  B.  165. 


Count  No  Man  Happy.  Davis  B. 
134. 

Free  Soil.  Davis  B.  42. 

Handy  Man.  Davis  B.  215. 
Jealous  Mistress.  Davis  B.  273. 
Locksmiths  Laugh  at  Love.  Davis 
B.  302. 

Sharpshooter.  Davis  B.  190. 
Ungracious  Lady.  Davis  B.  106. 
Davis,  Richard  Harding. 

In  the  Fog.  Grove.  364. 

De  Ford,  Miriam  Allen. 

Silver  Knight.  Prize  M.  131. 

De  Jong,  David  Cornel. 

Four  in  a  City.  Caravan  D.  380. 
Dinwoodey,  Katherine. 

Better  Forgotten.  Copy  G.  200. 
Draper,  Edythe  Squier. 

Voice  of  the  Turtle.  O’Brien  Z. 
46. 

Dreiser,  Theodore. 

Fine  Furniture.  Dreiser  E.  1. 
Lost  Phoebe.  O’Brien  BB.  159. 
Dunbar,  Paul  Laurence. 
Intervention  of  Peter.  Hart  B. 
229. 

Duncan,  Norman. 

Revolution  at  Satan’s  Trap.  Hart 
B.  139. 

Duranty,  Walter. 

Miracle.  War.  518. 

Dwight,  H.  G. 

Leopard  of  the  Sea.  Grove.  169. 
E 

Edmonds,  Walter  D. 

Honest  Deal.  World  F.  256. 
Endore,  S.  Guy. 

Christmas  Story.  Caravan  D.  417. 
Erskine,  John. 

After-Thoughts  of  Lady  Godiva. 

Erskine.  47. 

Beanstalk.  Erskine.  79. 

Beauty  and  the  Beast.  Erskine. 

157. 

Cinderella’s  Daughter.  Erskine. 

11. 

Conversion.  Erskine.  231. 
Patience  of  Griselda.  Erskine. 

119. 

Peter  Kills  the  Bear.  Erskine. 

267.  Erskine  B.  1. 

Sleeping  Beauty.  Erskine.  193. 

F 

Faulkner,  William. 

Ad  Astra.  Caravan  D.  164. 
Field,  Joseph  M. 

“Hung”  Jury.  Meine.  169. 
Fischer,  Marjorie 

Mediterranean  Trip.  Copy  G.  27. 
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Flanagan,  Dorothy  Belle. 

Nigger  Blues.  Copy  G.  34. 
Follett,  Wilson. 

Oak.  World  F.  52. 

Forbes,  Esther. 

Bailey’s  Beach.  Warren.  156. 
Furniss,  Ruth  Pine. 

Answer.  O’Brien  Z.  54. 


G 

Gale,  Zona. 

Belnap.  Rhys  K.  338. 

Bill.  Williams  G.  145. 

Brendy.  Gale  B.  37. 

Bridal  Pond.  Gale  B.  203. 
Cobweb.  Gale  B.  151. 

Dime.  Gale  B.  243. 

Jailbird.  Gale  B.  93. 

Need.  Gale  B.  15. 

Procession.  Gale  B.  185. 
Springtime.  Gale  B.  217. 

Tattie.  Gale  B.  53. 

Tobacco  Shop.  Gale  B.  67. 

Two  Carpenters.  Gale  B.  1. 
White  Bread.  Gale  B.  105. 
Wisconsin  Note-book.  Gale  B. 
79. 

Gilbert,  Henry. 

Capture  of  Julius  Caesar  by  Pi¬ 
rates.  Kessler.  203. 

Gilkes,  Lillian  Barnard. 

Cold  Dusk.  Copy  G.  46. 
Gilkyson,  Walter. 

Blue  Sky.  O’Brien  Z.  59. 
Gilpatric,  Guy. 

Bold  Man  of  Dunvegan.  Gil¬ 
patric.  146. 

Cock  o’  the  North.  Gilpatric.  171. 
Flaming  Chariot.  Gilpatric.  198. 
Genii  of  Gibraltar.  Gilpatric.  222. 
He  Might  Have  Been  a  Rooshan. 
Gilpatric.  99. 

Lost  Limerick.  Gilpatric.  49. 
Mary,  Queen  of  Scots.  Gilpatric. 
21. 

Missing  Link.  Gilpatric.  78. 
Scotch  and  Water.  Gilpatric.  1. 
Snyke  in  the  Grass.  Gilpatric. 
123. 

Gordon,  Caroline. 

Summer  Dust.  O’Brien  Z.  74. 


H 


Hahn,  Emily. 

Adventure.  O’Brien  Z.  87. 

Hall,  Agnes  Maxwell. 

Death  and  the  Astronomer.  Copy 


G.  66. 

Hall,  James  Norman. 

Fame  for  Mr.  Beatty.  Warren. 
183. 


Hallett,  Richard  Matthews. 

Misfortune’s  Isle.  Prize  M.  145. 
Halper,  Albert. 

White  Laughter.  Caravan  D.  358. 
Harris,  Frank. 

Last  Kindness.  War.  167. 
Harris,  George  W. 

Knob  Dance.  Meine.  55. 

Mrs.  Yardley’s  Quilting.  Meine. 
157. 

Rare  Ripe  Garden-Seed.  Meine. 

189. 


Sicily  Burns’s  Wedding.  Meine. 
343. 

Snake-Bit  Irishman.  Meine.  317. 
Sut  Lovingood’s  Daddy,  Acting 
Horse.  Meine.  415. 

Harris,  Joel  Chandler. 

Fate  of  Mr.  Jack  Sparrow. 
Becker  B.  168. 

Harrison,  Henry  Sydnor. 

Miss  Hinch.  Warren.  199. 
Harte,  Bret. 

In  the  Tules.  Grove.  613. 

Luck  of  Roaring  Camp.  O’Brien 
BB.  113. 

Mliss.  Pritchard.  224. 

Tennessee’s  Partner.  Hart  B.  3. 
Hartwick,  Harry. 

Happiness  Up  the  River.  O’Brien 


Z.  91. 

Hawes,  Charles  Boardman. 

Impressment  of  Philip  Marshman. 
Kessler.  63. 

Hawthorne,  Hazel. 

Camera  Angles  on  Three  Lives. 
Caravan  D.  367. 

Hawthorne,  Nathaniel. 

Ambitious  Guest.  Hart  B.  178. 
Ethan  Brand.  O’Brien  BB.  7. 
Mr.  Higginbotham’s  Catastrophe. 
Pritchard.  107. 

Held,  John,  jr. 

Man  of  the  World.  Prize  M. 


173. 

Hemingway,  Ernest. 

In  Another  Country.  War.  761. 
My  Old  Man.  O’Brien  BB.  177. 
“Henry,  O.” 

Moment  of  Victory.  Becker  B. 
215. 

Municipal  Report.  O’Brien  BB. 
132. 


Holding,  Elisabeth  Sanxay. 

Prelude.  World  F.  273. 

Holt,  Franklin. 

Wuthless  Dog.  Williams  G.  153. 
Hooper,  Johnson  Jones.  _ 

Captain  Suggs  and  Lieut.  Snipes 
“Court-Martial”  Widow  Hay¬ 
cock.  Meine.  325. 
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Hooper,  Johnson  Jones.  ( Cont .) 
Col.  _  Hawkins  and  the  Court. 
Meine.  273. 

How  Simon  Suggs  “Raised  Jack.” 
Meine.  31. 

Shifting  the  Responsibility.  Meine. 
299. 

Simon  Gets  a  “Soft  Snap”  Out  of 
His  Daddy.  Meine.  175. 

Simon  Suggs  Attends  a  Camp- 
Meeting.  Meine.  425. 

Simon  Suggs  Becomes  Captain. 
Meine.  241. 

Taking  the  Census.  Becker  B. 
15. 

Hoskins,  Ann. 

Gardenias.  Copy  G.  206. 

Hunt,  May  Leland. 

Poplars.  Copy  G.  77. 


Jacks,  Leo  V. 

One  Hundred  Per  Cent.  War. 
820. 

James,  Henry. 

Miss  Gunton  of  Poughkeepsie. 
Hart  B.  271. 

Special  Type.  Melville  D.  623. 
January,  Phillip  B. 

That  Big  Dog  Fight  at  Myers’s. 
Meine.  385. 

John,  William  M. 

Neither  Jew  Nor  Greek.  Prize  M. 
17. 

Johnson,  James  Weldon. 

Creation.  Becker  B.  288. 
Johnson,  Nunnally. 

Mile.  Irene  the  Great.  Prize  M. 
185. 

Jones,  Hamilton  C. 

Cousin  Sally  Dilliard.  Meine.  41. 
McAlpin’s  Trip  to  Charleston. 
Meine.  353. 


Kapustin,  Harry. 

Greedy  Girl.  Caravan  D.  404. 
Kelly,  Myra. 

Christmas  Present  for  a  Lady. 
Hart  B.  240. 

Kessler,  Ramon  Wilke. 

When  Morgan  Captured  Panama. 
Kessler.  175. 

Kittredge,  Eleanor  Hayden. 

September  Sailing.  O’Brien  Z. 
104. 

Komroff,  Manuel. 

Fool  and  Death.  Komroff  D.  1. 
How  Does  It  Feel  to  Be  Free? 
O’Brien  BB.  191. 


Red  Coat  for  Night.  O’Brien  Z. 
124. 

Kyne,  Peter  B. 

Let  Freedom  Ring.  World  F.  3. 
L 

L.,  H.  C. 

Cupping  on  the  Sternum.  Meine. 
65. 

La  Farge,  Oliver. 

North  Is  Black.  Warren.  229. 
Lane,  T.  W. 

Thimble  Game.  Meine.  373. 
Lardner,  Ring  W. 

There  Are  Smiles.  Williams  G. 
179. 

Leary,  Lois  M. 

Combined  Sideshows.  Copy  G. 

112. 

Over  at  Mr.  Grant’s.  Copy  G. 
109. 

Leonard,  Jonathan. 

Eyes  of  the  Beach.  Caravan  D. 
126. 

Lewis,  Janet. 

At  the  Swamp.  O’Brien  Z.  135. 
Lewis,  Margaret  E. 

Old  Woman  Suffers.  Copy  G. 
116. 

Longstreet,  Augustus  Baldwin. 
Character  of  a  Native  Georgian. 

Meine.  105. 

Fight.  Meine.  259. 

Georgia  Theatrics.  Meine.  337. 
Horse-Swap.  Meine.  399. 

Sage  Conversation.  Meine.  305. 

M 

MacArthur,  Charles. 

Sequel  to  a  Battle.  War.  419. 
MacFee,  Mary. 

Swap.  Copy  G.  123. 

Mann  Cecil. 

Vengeance.  Rhys  K.  12. 

March,  William. 

Little  Wife.  O’Brien  Z.  142. 
Prize  M.  205. 

Marquand,  J.  P. 

“Good-Morning,  Major !”  War. 
258. 

Marquis,  Don. 

Mean  Joke.  Becker  B.  294. 
Martin, _  Edward  S. 

Disguised  Providence.  Rhys  K. 
323. 

Melville,  Herman. 

Benito  Cereno.  O’Brien  BB.  25. 
Hunilla.  Grove.  208. 

Milburn,  George. 

Banker  Brigham.  Milburn.  143. 
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Milburn,  George.  ( Cont .) 

Baptist  Christinas  Tree.  Milburn. 
89. 

Beulah  Huber.  Milburn.  51. 

Bill  Hartshorn.  Milburn.  131. 
Butcher,  the  Baker —  Milburn. 
78. 

Captain  Choate.  Milburn.  124. 
Clark  Peavy.  Milburn.  148. 
Contortionist’s  Wife.  Milburn. 

n. 

Crutchfields.  Milburn.  16. 
Darling,  Darling.  Milburn.  98. 
Delmer  Dilbeck.  Milburn.  153. 
Earl  Abernathy.  Milburn.  82. 
Garlic.  Milburn.  163. 

Gerald  Lee  Cobb.  Milburn.  94. 
God  Smote  a  Shoemaker.  Milburn. 
41. 

Hail  and  Farewell.  Milburn.  193. 
Holy  Roller  Elders.  Milburn.  30. 
Imogene  Caraway.  Milburn.  22. 
Indian  Steve.  Milburn.  181. 

Iron  Filigree.  Milburn.  67. 

Looie  McKindricks.  Milburn.  27. 
Mabel  Barclay.  Milburn.  111. 
Marty  Titsworth.  Milburn.  54. 
Mrs.  Hopkins.  Milburn.  171. 
Muncy  Morgan.  Milburn.  136. 
Myrtle  Birchett.  Milburn.  38. 
Nigger  Doctor.  Milburn.  72. 
Nigger-Lover.  Milburn.  3. 

Nude  Waitress.  Milburn.  176. 
Outlaw’s  Letter.  Milburn.  103. 
Shorty  Kilgore.  Milburn.  86. 
Soda-Water  Green.  Milburn.  116. 
Those  Seagrave  Boys.  Milburn. 
186. 

Willie  Chalmers.  Milburn.  34. 
Yellow  Paint.  Milburn.  60. 
Young  Man’s  Chance.  Milburn. 
158. 

Mirrielees,  Edith  R. 

Perjured.  Hart  B.  377. 
Mitchell,  Joseph. 

Brewers.  Caravan  D.  274. 
Montague,  Margaret  Prescott. 
England  to  America.  Hart  B. 
396. 

Morley,  Christopher. 

Goldfish  Under  the  Ice.  Morley 
C.  1. 

Mygatt,  Gerald. 

Ambition  Is  a  Woman.  World  F. 
182. 

N 

Nason,  Leonard. 

Among  the  Trumpets.  War.  355. 
Neenan,  Honor. 

Spring  Flood.  Copy  G.  209. 


O 

Oliver,  Grace  C. 

Grand’ther’s  Pictures.  Copy  G. 
130. 

Overbeck,  Alicia  O’Reardon. 
Encarnacion.  Prize  M.  219. 

P 

Paine,  Ralph  D. 

Great  Fight  of  Captain  Teach. 
Kessler.  105. 

Parker,  Dorothy. 

Arrangement  in  Black  and  White. 
Parker.  221. 

Big  Blonde.  Parker.  169. 

Cradle  of  Civilization.  O’Brien  Z. 
154. 

Dialogue  at  Three  in  the  Morning. 
Parker.  233. 

Just  a  Little  One.  Parker.  43. 
Last  Tea.  Parker.  157. 

Little  Curtis.  Parker.  125. 
Mantle  of  Whistler.  Parker.  93. 
Mr.  Durant.  Parker.  15. 

New  York  to  Detroit.  Parker.  55. 
Sexes.  Parker.  3. 

Telephone  Call.  Parker.  101. 
Wonderful  Old  Gentleman.  Par¬ 
ker.  65. 

You  Were  Perfectly  Fine.  Parker. 
115. 

Patterson,  Norma. 

Whoffing  Gods.  Williams  G.  199. 
Patterson,  Pernet. 

Buttin’  Blood.  Becker  B.  300. 
Patterson,  Robert. 

Old  Singletire.  Meine.  367. 
Paulding,  Gouverneur. 

White  Pigeon.  O’Brien  Z.  158. 
Peel,  Doris. 

Aunt  Margot.  Caravan  D.  279. 
Pelley,  William  Dudley. 

Continental  Angle.  Prize  M.  235. 
Peterkin,  Julia. 

Diamond  Ring.  Prize  M.  253. 
Philip,  Harry. 

Afternoon  in  a  Wheel  Chair.  Copy 
G.  141. 

Poe,  Edgar  Allan. 

Balloon  Hoax.  Becker  B.  96. 
Descent  into  the  Maelstrom. 

Pritchard.  120.  Grove.  840. 
Fall  of  the  House  of  Usher.  Hart 
B  18 

Gold  Bug.  Kessler.  119. 
Manuscript  Found  in  a  Bottle. 
Grove.  631. 

Tell-Tale  Heart.  O’Brien  BB.  1. 
Polk,  William. 

Patriot.  O’Brien  Z.  162. 
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Porter,  Agnes. 

Go  Forth  and  Take  Up  Thy  Rest. 
Copy  G.  ISO. 

Porter,  Katherine  Anne. 

Theft.  O’Brien  Z.  171. 

Post,  Melville  Davisson. 

Cross-Examination.  Post  G.  116. 
Dead  Man’s  Shoes.  Post  G.  25. 
Guardian.  Post  G.  88. 

Guilty  Man.  Post  G.  158. 

Heir  at  Law.  Post  G.  138. 
Invisible  Client.  Post  G.  48. 
Leading  Case.  Post  G.  262. 
Mark  on  the  Window.  Post  G. 
181. 

Metal  Box.  Post  G.  3. 

Mute  Voices.  Post  G.  234. 
Survivor.  Post  G.  68. 

Vanished  Man.  Post  G.  204. 
White  Patch.  Post  G.  286. 
Prince,  Oliver  Hillhouse. 

Militia  Company  Drill.  Meine. 
139.  Becker  B.  3. 

Pyle,  Howard. 

Tom  Chist  and  the  Treasure  Box. 
Kessler.  237. 

R 

Rice,  Alice  Hegan. 

Hazy  Household.  Becker  B.  342. 
Rice,  Laverne. 

Wings  for  Janie.  Copy  G.  155. 
Ripley,  Eliza. 

Family  Flight  in  the  Forties. 
Becker  B.  79. 

Last  Christmas.  Becker  B.  85. 
Robb,  John  S. 

Swallowing  an  Oyster  Alive. 
Meine.  409. 

Roberts,  Elizabeth  Madox. 

Sacrifice  of  the  Maidens.  Prize 
M.  35. 

Rosenfeld,  Paul. 

Dark  Brown  Room.  Caravan  D. 
239. 

Ryerson,  Florence,  and  Clements, 
Colin. 

Lobster  John’s  Annie.  Prize  M. 
271. 

S 

Scanlon,  William  T. 

Misapplied  Energy.  War.  209. 
Scott,  Evelyn. 

Art.  Caravan  D.  148. 

Shumway,  Harry  Irving. 

Swan  Song  of  Cicero.  Williams 
G.  225. 

Sidgwick,  Anne  Douglas. 

Rat.  Warren.  355. 

Sigmund,  Jay  G. 

Balm.  Sigmund  C.  36. 


Bitter  Herbs.  Sigmund  C.  9. 
Devil  Box.  Sigmund  C.  26. 

Man  Servant.  Sigmund  C.  18. 
Puddles.  Sigmund  C.  45. 
Runaway.  Sigmund  C.  52. 
Singmaster,  Elsie. 

Steamer  Child.  Hart  B.  293. 
Student  of  Languages.  Williams 
G.  247. 

World  Turned  Upside  Down. 
Warren.  393. 

Smith,  Charles  Henry. 

Bill  Arp  Addresses  Artemus  Ward. 
Becker  B.  130. 

Smith,  F.  Hopkinson. 

True  Southern  Lady.  Becker  B. 
149. 

Smith,  Sol. 

Breaking  a  Bank.  Meine.  439. 
Bully  Boat  and  a  Brag  Captain. 
Meine.  359. 

Smith,  U.  L. 

Turkey  Farm.  Copy  G.  169. 
Spears,  Raymond  S. 

Sheriff’s  Educated  Son.  Williams 
G.  267. 

Spencer,  Katharine  R. 

At  the  Day’s  End.  Copy  G.  213. 
“Spoondrift.” 

“Pertaters  and  Ternups.”  Meine. 
99. 

Springs,  Elliott  White. 

Fed  Up.  War.  591. 

Stallings,  Laurence. 

“Esprit  de  Corps.”  War.  771. 
Steele,  Wilbur  Daniel. 

Conjuh.  Prize  M.  283. 

White  Horse  Winter.  Hart  B.  48. 
Stevans,  Rowan. 

Desperate  Pirate.  Kessler.  87. 
Stockton,  Frank  R. 

Lady,  or  the  Tiger  ?  Hart  B.  92. 
Stowater,  Bertha. 

Toy  Canary.  Copy  G.  183. 
Street,  Julian. 

Matter  of  Standards.  Prize  M. 
307. 

Stuart,  Ruth  McEnery. 

Christmas  Guest.  Becker  B.  201. 
Suckow,  Ruth. 

Susan  and  the  Doctor.  World  F. 
139. 

T 

Tarleton,  Fiswoode. 

Domain.  World  F.  229. 

Terhune,  Albert  Payson. 

Hero.  Williams  G.  287. 
Thomason,  jr.,  John  W. 

Born  on  an  Iceberg.  Prize  M. 
325. 

War  Dog.  War.  559. 
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Thompson,  William  T. 

Coon-Hunt  in  a  Fency  Country. 
Meine.  281. 

Hoosier  and  the  Salt  Pile.  Meine. 
87. 

Major  Jones  Pops  the  Question. 
Meine.  149. 

Thorpe,  T.  B. 

Big  Bear  of  Arkansas.  Meine.  9. 
Tiffany,  Esther. 

Anna  Mareea.  Hart  B.  217. 
Tinker,  Frances  and  Edward  La- 
rocque. 

Closed  Shutters.  Tinker  C.  1. 
Mardi  Gras  Masks.  Tinker  D.  1. 
Strife.  Tinker  B.  1. 

Widows  Only.  Tinker  A.  1. 
Toohey,  John  Peter. 

Little  New  Neighbor.  Williams  G. 
307. 

Turnbull,  Archibald  Douglas. 
When  Our  Flag  Came  to  Paris. 
War.  119. 

“Twain,  Mark.” 

Celebrated  Jumping  Frog  of  Cala¬ 
veras  County.  O’Brien  BB.  12S. 
Dandy  Frightening  the  Squatter. 
Meine.  447. 

Punch,  Brothers,  Punch.  Pritch¬ 
ard.  218. 

U 

Upson,  William  Hazlett. 

Devil’s  Gulch.  Upson.  204. 

Horse  Play.  Upson.  228. 

In  the  Enemy’s  Country.  Upson. 
182. 

Leaning  Tower  of  Venice.  Upson. 
77. 

Model  House.  Upson.  25 1. 
Monument  Historique.  Upson.  25. 
New  Model.  Upson.  133. 

Seagoing  Tractor.  Upson.  3. 
Technical  Stuff.  Upson.  158. 
Vineyard  at  Schloss  Ramsburg. 

Upson.  48.  O’Brien  Z.  177. 
We’re  Going  to  Ruin  the  Lower 
Classes.  Upson.  273. 

Working  on  the  Railroad.  Upson. 

110. 

V 

Van  Vechten,  Carl. 

Feathers.  Van  Vechten  B.  1. 
Verigun,  Frank. 

Five  O’clock  at  Balakalala.  Copy 
G.  215. 

Vogel,  Joseph. 

Over  a  Dress  Shop.  Caravan  D. 
248. 


Vontver,  May. 

Kiskis.  Williams  G.  343. 

Vose,  Caroline  Eliza. 

“Till  Death  Do  Us  Part.”  Copy 
G.  189. 

W 

Walker,  Charles  R. 

Dr.  Woodrow.  Walker.  183. 

God  Bless  You,  Mr.  Vice  Presi¬ 
dent.  Walker.  233. 

Murderer.  Walker.  83. 

Probably  at  Sunrise.  Walker. 
153. 

Something  I  Can’t  Explain. 

Walker.  59. 

Speakeasy.  Walker.  47. 

Spring.  Walker,  1. 

Stucker  and  Son.  Walker.  19. 
Virgin.  Walker.  129. 

Wescott,  Glenway. 

Babe’s  Bed.  Wescott  B.  1. 
Wharton,  Edith. 

After  Holbein.  Wharton  F.  63. 
Atrophy.  Wharton  F.  1. 

Bottle  of  Perrier.  Wharton  F.  21. 
Coming  Home.  War.  45. 

Dieu  d’ Amour.  Wharton  F.  102. 
Mr.  Jones.  Wharton  F.  188. 
Refugees.  Wharton  F.  141. 
Wharton,  James  B. 

Last  Squad.  War.  340. 
“Whetstone,  Col.  Pete.” 

Quarter  Race  in  Kentucky.  Meine. 
287. 

White,  Ared. 

“Watch  on  the  Rhine.”  War.  781. 
White,  Edward  Lucas. 

Little  Faded  Flag.  Becker  B.  234. 
White,  Stewart  Edward. 

Buried  Treasure.  Grove.  76. 
Williams,  Ben  Ames. 

Builder.  Williams  H.  320. 
Chevalier.  Williams  H.  114. 
Despoiler.  Williams  H.  76. 
Missioner.  Williams  H.  1. 

Pirate.  Williams  H.  40. 

Planter.  Williams  H.  207. 
Worts,  George  F. 

Fighting  Heart.  Williams  G.  359. 

Y 

Young,  Stark. 

Beatus  Rex.  Young.  125. 

Campo  Santo.  Young.  159. 

Land  of  Juan  de  Dios.  Young.  1. 
Light  on  the  Hills.  Young.  51. 
Ora  Pro  Nobis.  Young.  195. 
Passionate  Road.  Young.  81. 
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II.  British  and 
A 

Adcock,  A.  St.  John. 

Last  Chapter.  Melville  D.  787. 
Addison,  Joseph. 

Vision  of  Mirzah.  Pritchard.  34. 
Melville  D.  35. 

Ainsworth,  W.  Harrison. 

Mary  Stukeley.  Melville  D.  388. 
Aldington,  Richard. 

At  All  Costs.  Aldington.  55. 

Aldington  B.  1. 

Booby  Trap.  Aldington.  175. 
Bundle  of  Letters.  Aldington.  147. 
Case  of  Lieutenant  Hall.  Alding¬ 
ton.  263. 

Deserter.  Aldington.  87. 

Farewell  to  Memories.  Aldington. 
293. 

Introduction  to  the  Trenches.  War. 
151.  _ 

Killed  in  Action.  Aldington.  131. 
Lads  of  the  Village.  Aldington. 
219. 

Last  Straws.  Aldington  C.  1. 

Love  for  Love.  Aldington.  239. 
Meditation  on  a  German  Grave. 
Aldington.  3. 

Of  Unsound  Mind.  Aldington. 
103. 

Sacrifice  Post.  Aldington.  189. 
Victory.  Aldington.  39. 

Allen,  Grant. 

Prisoner  of  Assiout.  Grove.  222. 
Anonymous. 

Rock  Scorpions.  Grove.  796. 
Arden,  Mary. 

Love  to  the  Angels.  O’Brien  AA. 

3. 

Arlen,  Michael. 

Prince  of  the  Jews.  Best.  9. 
Armstrong,  Martin. 

On  Patrol.  War.  317. 
Attenborough,  G.  M. 

Stays.  O’Brien  AA.  13. 

Aumonier,  Stacy. 

Them  Others.  War.  24. 

Austin,  F.  Britten. 

Battlepiece :  Old  Style.  Melville 
D.  920. 

End  of  an  Epoch.  War.  291. 

B 

“Bartimeus.” 

Crab-Pots.  Melville  D.  988. 

Port  Lookout.  War.  678. 

Bates,  H.  E. 

Comic  Actor.  O’Brien  AA.  24. 
Mrs.  Esmond’s  Life.  Bates  D.  1. 
Tree.  Bates  E.  1. 


Irish  Authors 

Bennett,  Arnold. 

Death,  Fire  and  Life.  Best.  57. 
Lion’s  Share.  Melville  D.  822. 
Beresford,  J.  D. 

Reparation.  Best.  75. 

Blackwood,  Algernon. 

Cain’s  Atonement.  War.  496. 
Blumenfeld,  Josephine. 

Birthday  Party.  Blumenfeld.  300. 
Christmas  Day.  Blumenfeld.  221. 
Communal  Rain.  Blumenfeld.  269. 
Darrleeng.  Blumenfeld.  113. 
Garden.  Blumenfeld.  66. 

Gilded  Cage.  Blumenfeld.  285. 
Golden  Fields.  Blumenfeld.  195. 
Lights  in  the  Dark.  Blumenfeld. 
240. 

May  Fair.  Blumenfeld.  255. 
Nettles  and  Long  Grass.  Blumen¬ 
feld.  33. 

New  Shoes.  Blumenfeld.  19. 

One  of  Those  Days.  Blumenfeld. 
123. 

Out  East.  Blumenfeld.  95. 

Over  the  Hills.  Blumenfeld.  133. 
Parrot,  a  Reel  of  Silk,  and  a  Thim¬ 
ble.  Blumenfeld.  163. 

Parted.  Blumenfeld.  53. 

Shrimps  for  Tea.  Blumenfeld.  1. 
Something  Would  Happen.  Blu-. 
menfeld.  203. 

Supper  Party.  Blumenfeld.  147. 
Tryst.  Blumenfeld.  172. 

Waves.  Blumenfeld.  80. 

Bone,  Gertrude. 

Cope.  Bone.  1. 

Borrow,  George. 

Flaming  Tinman’s  Fight.  Melville 

D.  263. 

Bottome,  Phyllis. 

Blue  Clay.  Warren.  46. 

Bramah,  Ernest. 

Malignity  of  the  Depraved  Ming- 
Shu  Rears  Its  Offensive  Head. 
Melville  D.  863. 

Brown,  John. 

Rab  and  His  Friends.  Melville  D. 
448. 

Buchan,  John. 

Eaucourt  by  the  Waters.  Buchan 

E.  130. 

End  of  the  Road.  Buchan  E.  256. 
Englishman.  Buchan  E.  36. 

Eyes  of  Youth.  Buchan  E.  73. 
Hidden  City.  Buchan  E.  155. 
Hightown  Under  Sunfell.  Buchan 
E.  14. 

In  the  Dark  Land.  Buchan  E. 

227. 
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Buchan,  John.  ( Cont .) 

Last  Stage.  Buchan  E.  243. 

Lit  Chamber.  Buchan  E.  209. 
Maid.  Buchan  E.  95 
Marplot.  Buchan  E.  190. 
Regicide.  Buchan  E.  173. 

Sing  a  Song  of  Sixpence.  Warren. 
64. 

Wife  of  Flanders.  Buchan  E.  55. 
Wood  of  Life.  Buchan  E.  111. 
Bullett,  Gerald. 

Prentice.  War.  803. 

Burgin,  G.  B. 

Brethren  and  Priscilla.  Melville  D. 
677. 

Burke,  Thomas. 

Angel  Unawares.  Burke  E.  227. 
Beautiful  End.  Burke  E.  131. 
Case  of  Valentine  Thrill.  Burke 
E.  69. 

Desirable  Villa.  Burke  E.  159. 
Faultless  Painter.  Burke  E.  27. 
Hands  of  Mr.  Ottermole.  Burke 
E.  193. 

Hotel  Cote  d’Azur.  Burke  E.  241. 
John  Brown’s  Body.  Burke  E. 
143. 

Ministering  Angel.  Burke  E.  15. 
Obscenity  of  Glamis  Flang.  Burke 
E.  117. 

Old  Joe.  Melville  D.  956. 

Secret  of  Francesco  Shedd.  Burke 
E.  177. 

Shadow  and  the  Bone.  Burke  E. 
43. 

Silver  Star.  Burke  E.  57. 

Sweet  Enemy.  Burke  E.  1. 

We  Are  the  Music-Makers.  Burke 
E.  85. 

Yellow  Imps.  Burke  E.  99. 

C 

Carol,  Richard. 

Tam  McWhirker’s  Elephant. 

O’Brien  AA.  33. 

Chesterton,  G.  K. 

Ecstatic  Thief.  Chesterton  G.  157. 
Five  of  Swords.  Best.  100. 
Honest  Quack.  Chesterton  G.  87. 
Invisible  Man.  Melville  D.  871. 
Loyal  Traitor.  Chesterton  G. 
227. 

Moderate  Murderer.  Chesterton  G. 
19. 

Collins,  Wilkie. 

“Blow  Up  with  the  Brig !”  Pritch¬ 
ard.  203.  Grove.  564. 
Terribly  Strange  Bed.  Grove.  17. 
Melville  D.  591. 

Colum,  Padraic.  _ 

Journey,  O’Brien  AA.  44. 


Conrad,  Joseph. 

Inn  of  the  Two  Witches.  Melville 

D.  695. 

Secret  Sharer.  Grove.  107. 

O’Brien  BB.  241. 

Tale.  War.  647. 

Coppard,  A.  E. 

Fifty  Pounds.  Melville  D.  898. 

O’Brien  BB.  352. 

Hundredth  Story.  Coppard  J.  1. 
Coppard,  Lily  Anne. 

Miracle.  O’Brien  AA.  58. 

Coyle,  Kathleen. 

Vocation.  O’Brien  AA.  62. 
Croker,  T.  Crofton. 

Soul  Cages.  Rhys  K.  371. 
Crompton,  Richmal. 

Mother.  O’Brien  AA.  72. 

On  Pixie  Hill.  Williams  G.  87. 

D 

Davies,  Rhys. 

Arfon.  Davies  C.  1. 

Blodwen.  Davies  E.  235. 

Conflict  in  Morfa.  Davies  E. 
71. 

Death  in  the  Family.  Davies  E. 

21. 

Doctor’s  Wife.  Davies  E.  209. 
Evelyn  and  Ivor.  Davies  E.  189. 
Gift  of  Death.  Davies  E.  173. 
Hunger.  Davies  E.  261. 

Lily.  Davies  E.  131. 

Mrs.  Evans  Number  Six.  Davies 

E.  145. 

New  Garment.  Davies  E.  57. 

Pig  in  a  Poke.  Davies  E.  35. 
Revelation.  Davies  E.  3.  O’Brien 
AA.  92. 

Sisters.  Davies  E.  161. 

Song  of  Songs.  Davies  E.  85. 
Stars,  the  World  and  the  Women. 
Davies  E.  97. 

Dawson,  Coningsby. 

Friends.  War.  219. 
Dawson-Scott,  C.  A. 

Blasted  Oak.  Rhys  K.  56. 
DeFoe,  Daniel. 

Relation  of  the  Apparition  of  One 
Mrs.  Veal.  Pritchard.  24. 

Melville  D.  26. 

De  La  Mare,  Walter. 

At  First  Sight.  De  la  Mare  E. 
117. 

Crewe.  De  la  Mare  E.  85. 

Green  Room.  De  la  Mare  E. 

201. 

Ideal  Craftsman.  De  la  Mare  E. 
309. 

Orgy :  an  Idyll.  De  la  Mare  E. 
247. 
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De  La  Mare,  Walter.  ( Cont .) 
Picnic.  De  la  Mare  E.  285. 
Recluse.  De  la  Mare  E.  1. 
Willows.  De  la  Mare  E.  43. 
Delafield,  E.  M. 

Breaking-Point.  Delafield  C. 
168. 

But  If  It  Had  Been  a  Fine  Day — ? 

Delafield  C.  293. 

Compensation.  Delafield  C.  108. 
Gesture.  Delafield  C.  241. 
History  Again  Repeats  Itself. 

Delafield  C.  146. 

Indiscretion.  Delafield  C.  166. 
Interlude  in  the  Life  of  a  Lady. 
Delafield  C.  1. 

Lady  from  the  Provinces.  Dela¬ 
field  C.  87. 

Mistake.  Delafield  C.  126. 
Obstacle.  Delafield  C.  59. 
Oil-Painting — circa  1890.  Dela¬ 
field  C.  73. 

Sprat.  Delafield  C.  21. 

Squirrel  in  a  Cage.  Delafield  C. 
46. 

Terms  of  Reference.  Delafield  C. 
270. 

“These  Things  Pass.”  Delafield  C. 
208. 

“We’re  All  Alike  at  Heart.”  Dela¬ 
field  C.  188. 

Whole  Duty  of  Woman.  Delafield 

C.  227. 

Deloney,  Thomas. 

How  Thomas  of  Reading  Was 
Murdered.  Melville  D.  20. 
Dickens,  Charles. 

Bagman’s  Story.  Pritchard.  164. 
Dr.  Manette’s  Manuscript.  Grove. 
652. 

Seven  Poor  Travellers.  Melville 

D.  490. 

Dingle,  A.  E. 

Piracy.  Kessler.  29. 

Disraeli,  Benjamin. 

Popanilla.  Melville  D.  317. 
Doyle,  Sir  Arthur  Conan. 

Captain  Sharkey.  Grove.  762. 
How  Brigadier  Gerard  Won  His 
Medal.  Grove.  146. 
Stockbroker’s  Clerk.  Melville  D. 
717. 

Dunsany,  Lord. 

Chu-Bu  and  Sheemish.  Melville  D. 
911. 

E 

Edgeworth,  Maria. 

Limerick  Gloves.  Pritchard.  42. 
Eliot,  George. 

Lifted  Veil.  Melville  D.  557. 


F 

Farley,  Anthony. 

Choice  of  a  Profession.  Melville 
D.  964. 

Frankau,  Gilbert. 

Mustard-Pot — Matchmaker.  Best. 
129. 

G 

Galsworthy,  John. 

Aunt  Juley’s  Courtship.  Gals¬ 

worthy  F.  55. 

Buckles  of  Superior  Dosset.  Gals¬ 
worthy  F.  1 . 

Cry  of  Peacock.  Galsworthy  F. 
175. 

Dog  at  Timothy’s.  Galsworthy  F. 
127. 

Defeat.  War.  3. 

Dromios.  Galsworthy  F.  225. 
Forsyte  Encounters  the  People. 

Galsworthy  F.  235. 
Four-in-Hand  Forsyte.  Gals¬ 
worthy  F.  201. 

Francie’s  Fourpenny  Foreigner. 

Galsworthy  F.  183. 

Heat.  Rhys  K.  76. 

Hester’s  Little  Tour.  Galsworthy 
F.  27. 

Hondekoeter.  Galsworthy  F.  159. 
House  of  Silence.  Melville  D. 
833. 

June’s  First  Lame  Duck.  Gals¬ 
worthy  F.  115. 

Midsummer  Madness.  Galsworthy 
F.  151. 

Nicholas-Rex.  Galsworthy  F.  67. 
Revolt  at  Roger’s.  Galsworthy  F. 
101. 

Sad  Affair.  Galsworthy  F.  83. 
Sands  of  Time.  Galsworthy  F.  15. 
Soames  and  the  Flag.  Galsworthy 
F.  249. 

Sorrows  of  Tweetyman.  Gals¬ 
worthy  F.  213. 

Timothy’s  Narrow  Squeak.  Gals¬ 
worthy  F.  39. 

Gaskell,  Elizabeth  Cleghorn. 
Curious  If  True.  Melville  D.  460. 
Half-Brothers.  Pritchard.  139. 
Gibbs,  Sir  Philip. 

Dragoman  of  Cairo.  Gibbs  B. 
103. 

Garret  in  Paris.  Gibbs  B.  209. 
Key  of  Life.  Gibbs  B.  269. 

Lover  of  Her  Dreams.  Gibbs  B. 
158. 

Portrait  of  the  Artist’s  Wife. 
Gibbs  B.  247. 

Prisoner  of  War.  Gibbs  B.  131. 
Provenqal  Dancers.  Gibbs  B.  67. 
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Gibbs,  Sir  Philip.  ( Cont .) 

Sergeant  of  Chasseurs.  Gibbs  B. 
179. 

Soul  of  Honour.  Gibbs  B.  27. 
Stranger  in  the  Village.  Best. 
146. 

Wings  of  Adventure.  Gibbs  B.  1. 
Gissing,  George. 

Humplebee.  Melville  D.  683. 
Gleig,  G.  R. 

Pyrenean  Adventure.  Melville  D. 

202. 

Goldsmith,  Oliver. 

Asem,  An  Eastern  Tale.  Melville 
D.  61. 

Prime  Minister.  Pritchard.  39. 

H 

Haggard,  H.  Rider. 

Long  Odds.  Grove.  454. 

Hanley,  James. 

Last  Voyage.  Hanley.  1. 

Hardy,  Thomas. 

Melancholy  Hussar  of  the  German 
Legion.  Melville  D.  638. 
Three  Strangers.  Hart  B.  310. 
Grove.  577.  O’Brien  BB.  217. 
Hearn,  Lafcadio. 

Legend  of  l’lle  Demiere.  Becker 
B.  59. 

Herbert,  A.  P. 

Indomitable  Tweedy.  War.  78. 
Holland,  Clive. 

Wooing  of  O  Sasa  San.  Melville 
D.  796. 

Hood,  Thomas. 

Tale  of  the  Great  Plague.  Melville 
D.  228. 

Hope,  Anthony. 

Sport  Royal.  Grove.  255. 
Hornung,  E.  W. 

Gentlemen  and  Players.  Melville 
D.  802. 

Hoult,  Norah. 

Way  He  Went.  O’Brien  AA.  104. 
Hudson,  Stephen. 

Celeste.  Hudson  C.  1. 

Hudson,  W.  H. 

El  Ombu.  O’Brien  BB.  285. 
Hunt,  Leigh. 

Beau  Miser,  and  What  Happened 
to  Him  at  Brighton.  Melville  D. 
117. 

Huxley,  Aldous. 

After  the  Fireworks.  Huxley  C. 
159. 

Chawdron.  Huxley  C.  1. 
Claxtons.  Huxley  C.  115. 
Cynthia.  Melville  D.  1042. 

Rest  Cure.  Huxley  C.  *9. 


Jacobs,  W.  W. 

Odd  Freak.  Melville  D.  747. 
James,  G.  P.  R. 

Norfolk  and  Horeford.  Melville 
D.  232. 

Jerrold,  Douglas. 

Preacher  Parrot.  Melville  D. 
272. 

Jerrold,  Ianthe. 

Orchestra  of  Death.  Melville  D. 
1031. 

K 

Kaye-Smith,  Sheila. 

Day  in  a  Woman’s  Life.  Best. 
171.  Melville  D.  1015. 
Kipling,  Rudyard. 

Man  Who  Would  Be  King.  Grove. 
468. 

Phantom  Rickshaw.  O’Brien  BB. 
322. 

Rout  of  the  White  Hussars.  Hart 
B.  360. 

Wee  Willie  Winkie.  Hart  B.  252. 
L 

Lamb,  Charles. 

Arabella  Hardy.  Melville  D.  82. 
Lawrence,  D.  H. 

Chapel  Among  the  Mountains. 

Lawrence  G.  57. 

Hay  Hut  Among  the  Mountains. 

Lawrence  G.  71. 

Love  Among  the  Haystacks.  Law¬ 
rence  G.  1. 

Once.  Lawrence  G.  83. 

Prussian  Officer.  Melville  D.  937. 
Virgin  and  the  Gypsy.  Lawrence 
F.  1. 

Le  Fanu,  J.  Sheridan. 

Dream.  Melville  D.  511. 

Lemon,  Mark. 

Adventures  of  a  Christmas  Turkey. 
Melville  D.  434. 

Lever,  Charles. 

Con  Cregan’s  Legacy.  Melville  D. 
400. 

Lewis,  M.  G. 

By  Uncle’s  Garret  Window.  Mel¬ 
ville  D.  86. 

Locke,  AV.  J« 

Adventure  of  the  Fair  Patronne. 
Melville  D.  757. 

Lover,  Samuel. 

King  O’Toole  and  St.  Kevin.  Mel¬ 
ville  D.  212. 

Marvellous  Legend  of  Tom  Con¬ 
nor’s  Cat.  Pritchard.  98. 
Lowndes,  Mrs.  Belloc. 

Decree  Made  Absolute.  Best.  33. 
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Lytton,  Edward  Bulwer. 

Haunted  and  the  Haunters.  Mel¬ 
ville  D.  287. 

M 

Mackail,  Denis. 

Wanted  on  the  Voyage.  Warren. 
248. 

McKenna,  Stephen. 

Pandora’s  Box.  Melville  D.  999. 
Mackenzie,  Orgill. 

Anchor.  Mackenzie.  127. 

Aunt  Jessica.  Mackenzie.  137. 
Chicken.  Mackenzie.  73. 

Common  Sense.  Mackenzie.  107. 
Epitaph.  Mackenzie.  157. 

Second  Blossoming  of  Rose  Street. 
Mackenzie.  77. 

Something  Different.  Mackenzie. 

86. 

Whitegates.  Mackenzie.  166. 

Why  Not?  Mackenzie.  114. 
“Work  Apace,  Apace,  Apace, 
Apace.”  Mackenzie.  101. 
Maginn,  William. 

Bob  Burke’s  Duel  with  Ensign 
Brady  of  the  48th.  Melville  D. 
183. 

Malory,  Sir  Thomas. 

Marvellous  Adventure  of  the 
Sword.  Pritchard.  18. 
Manhood,  H.  A. 

Little  Peter  the  Great.  Manhood 
B.  1. 

Manning,  Frederic. 

Apologia  Dei.  Manning.  269. 

At  San  Casciano.  Manning.  187. 
At  the  House  of  Euripides.  Man¬ 
ning.  53. 

Friend  of  Paul.  Manning.  97. 
Jesters  of  the  Lord.  Manning. 
151. 

King  of  Uruk.  Manning.  3. 
Paradise  of  the  Disillusioned. 
Manning.  227. 

Mansfield,  Katherine. 

Fly.  O’Brien  BB.  346. 

Map,  Walter. 

Story  of  King  Herla.  Pritchard. 
15. 

Marryat,  Frederick. 

Legend  of  the  Bell  Rock.  Pritch¬ 
ard.  87. 

Story  of  the  Greek  Slave.  Mel¬ 
ville  D.  169. 

Mason,  A.  E.  W. 

Clock.  Best.  192. 

Maugham,  W.  Somerset. 

Red.  Best.  214. 

Traitor.  War,  433. 


Maxwell,  W.  B. 

Long-Distance  Train.  Melville  D. 
837. 

Merrick,  Leonard. 

Crime  of  Olga  Jibinsky.  Merrick 
E.  179. 

Cure  for  Dyspepsia.  Merrick  E. 
254. 

Departure  of  Papa.  Merrick  E. 
272. 

Dovecote.  Merrick  E.  160. 
Elevation  of  Lulu.  Merrick  E.  7. 
Epic  of  the  Heavenly  Cook.  Mer¬ 
rick  E.  292. 

Five  Bells.  Merrick  E.  29. 

I  Recall  a  Seat.  Merrick  E.  202. 
Little  Birdie.  Merrick  E.  57. 
Mate.  Merrick  E.  99. 

Poor  Dear  George.  Merrick  E. 
135. 

Shoelace.  Merrick  E.  74. 

Surgeon  Was  Right.  Merrick  E. 
229. 

Vengeance  of  Monsieur  Dutripon. 
Merrick  E.  113. 

Merriman,  Henry  Seton. 

Sister.  Melville  D.  772. 

Millin,  Sarah  Gertrude. 

Sack  for  Ninepence.  Rhys  K. 
276. 

Why  Adonis  Laughed.  O’Brien 
AA.  120. 

Mitchison,  Naomi. 

Bread  and  Water.  Mitchison  C. 
209. 

Cottia  Went  to  Bibracte.  Mitchi¬ 
son  C.  85. 

First  Breaking  of  England.  Mitch¬ 
ison  C.  283. 

Happy  Ending?  O’Brien  AA. 
126. 

Hostages.  Mitchison  C.  47. 

In  Patria  Potestate.  Mitchison  C. 
175. 

Little  Girl  Lost.  Mitchison  C.  69. 
Maiden  Castle.  Mitchison  C.  153. 
Nuts  in  May.  Mitchison  C.  19. 
Quintus  Getting  Well.  Mitchison 
C.  115. 

Mitford,  Mary  Russell. 

Village  Schoolmistress.  Melville  D. 
142. 

Monkhouse,  Allan  N. 

Culpability.  O’Brien  AA.  141. 
Montague,  C.  E. 

Honours  Easy.  War.  695. 

Moore,  George. 

Flood.  Moore  C.  1. 

Morris,  W.  F. 

Souvenirs.  War.  185. 
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Mottram,  R.  H. 

Devil’s  Own.  War.  464. 

Old  Man’s  Chair.  Melville  D.  914. 
New  Providence.  Mottram  D.  1. 
Old  Man  of  the  Stones.  Mottram 
E.  1. 

Munro,  Neil. 

Young  Pennymore.  Rhys  K.  255. 
N 

Nicolsom,  Harold. 

Lambert  Orme.  Warren.  276. 

O 

O’Flaherty,  Liam. 

Alien  Skull.  War.  504. 

Going  into  Exile.  Rhys  K.  358. 
“Ole-Lu  k-O  ie.” 

Cuvee  Reservee,  or,  The  Widow’s 
Cruse.  Melville  D.  851. 
Oliphant,  Laurence. 

Brigand’s  Bride.  Grove.  665. 
Oppenheim,  E.  Phillips. 

Gambler’s  Road.  Best.  238. 
“OuiDA.” 

Cecil  Castlemaine’s  Cage.  Mel¬ 
ville  D.  605. 

P 

Peacock,  Thomas  Love. 

Capture  of  Mr.  Chainmail.  Mel¬ 
ville  D.  124. 

Pemberton,  Sir  Max. 

Brain  Drug.  Best.  258. 

Pertwee,  Roland. 

River  God.  Warren.  300. 
Phillpotts,  Eden. 

Matchmaker.  Best.  272. 

Pier,  Florida. 

Miss  Naseby’s  Life.  O’Brien  AA. 
145. 

Powys,  T.  F. 

Another  Godiva.  Powys  J.  56. 
Archdeacon  Truggin.  Powys  J. 
39. 

Aunt  Julia.  Powys  J.  228. 

Baked  Mole.  Powys  J.  48. 
Barometer.  Powys  J.  235. 

Box  of  Sweets.  Powys  J.  13. 
Bride.  Powys  J.  139. 

Christ  in  the  Cupboard.  Powys  J. 
72. 

Christmas  Gift.  Powys  J.  255. 
Feed  My  Swine.  Powys  J.  145. 
Found  Wanting.  Powys  J.  122. 
Gold.  Powys  J.  264. 

Golden  Gates.  Powys  J.  80. 
Hunted  Beast.  Powys  J.  198. 

Mr.  Dottery’s  Trousers.  Powys  J. 
87. 
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Mr.  Guppy’s  Garden.  Powys  J. 
116. 

Mr.  Handy’s  Wife.  Powys  J.  215. 
Mr.  Toller’s  New  Clothes.  Powys 
J.  246. 

Mrs.  Hockey’s  Cross.  Powys  J. 
168. 

Old  Men.  Powys  J.  20. 

Only  Penitent.  Powys  F.  1. 
Parson  Sparrow.  Powys  J.  65. 
Pretty  Babe.  Powys  J.  159. 

Rival  Pastors.  Powys  J.  101. 
Squire  Pooley.  Powys  J.  190. 
Uncle  Dottery.  Powys  G.  1. 
Uriah  on  the  Hill.  Powys  H.  1. 
What  Lack  I  Yet?  Powys  J. 
175. 

White  Paternoster.  Powys  J.  1. 
Prichard,  Katharine  Susannah. 

Cow.  Rhys  K.  18. 

Pritchett,  V.  S. 

Corsican  Inn.  O’Brien  AA.  163. 


Quiller-Couch,  Sir  Arthur. 
Roll-call  of  the  Reef.  Grove.  598. 

R 

Rea,  Lorna. 

Wind  Bloweth  Where  It  Listeth. 
O’Brien  AA.  171. 

Read,  Herbert. 

First  Blood.  O’Brien  AA.  179. 
Reade,  Charles. 

“There’s  Many  a  Slip  ’Twixt  the 
Cup  and  the  Lip.”  Melville  D. 
521. 

Rich,  Barnabe. 

Of  Apollonius  and  Silla.  Melville 
D.  3. 

Richardson,  Henry  Handel. 

Bath.  O’Brien  AA.  183. 

Ridge,  W.  Pett. 

Oh,  Liberty  !  Melville  D.  780. 
Russell,  W.  Clark. 

Drunken  Ship.  Melville  D.  653. 
Extraordinary  Adventure  of  a 
Chief  Mate.  Grove.  1. 

S 

Sabatini,  Rafael. 

Blood-Money.  Warren.  325. 
Ghost  of  Tronjolly.  Melville  D. 
885. 

Sackville-West,  Edward. 

Hellmut  Lies  in  the  Sun.  O’Brien 
AA.  187. 

St.  Mars,  F. 

Watchers  of  the  Mud.  Melville  D. 
969. 
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“Saki” 

Reticence  of  Lady  Anne.  Melville 
D.  869. 

Square  Egg.  War.  403. 
“Sapper.” 

Patch  on  the  Quilt.  Best.  288. 
Sixth  Drunk.  War.  313. 
Schreiner,  Olive. 

Jannita.  Rhys  K.  265. 

Scott,  Sir  Walter. 

Tapestried  Chamber.  Pritchard. 

71.  Melville  D.  70. 

Two  Drovers.  Grove.  716. 
Wandering  Willie’s  Tale.  O’Brien 
BB.  198. 

Shelley,  Mary. 

Parvenue.  Melville  D.  220. 
Sinclair,  May. 

Bambino.  Sinclair  C.  251. 
Between  the  Lines.  Sinclair  C. 
85. 

Collector.  Sinclair  C.  49. 
Compensation.  Sinclair  C.  221. 
Fame.  Sinclair  C.  133. 

Frewin  Affair.  Sinclair  C.  69. 
“Khaki.”  Sinclair  C.  3. 

Lena  Wrace.  Sinclair  C.  33. 
Miss  Tarrant’s  Temperament.  Sin¬ 
clair  C.  171. 

Pictures.  Sinclair  C.  119. 
Pin-Prick.  Sinclair  C.  237. 
Portrait  of  My  Uncle.  Sinclair  C. 
19. 

“Wrackham  Memoirs.”  Sinclair  C. 
261. 

Sitwell,  Osbert. 

Alive — Alive  Oh!  Sitwell  B.  161. 
Charles  and  Charlemagne.  Sitwell 
B.  115. 

Dumb-Animal.  Sitwell  B.  9. 
Echoes.  Sitwell  B.  76. 

Happy  Endings.  Sitwell  B.  209. 
Love-Bird.  Sitwell  B.  90. 

That  Flesh  Is  Heir  to  .  .  .  Sit¬ 
well  B.  19. 

Smollett,  Tobias. 

Commodore  Trunnion’s  Wedding 
Day.  Melville  D.  55. 
Stacpoole,  H.  De  Vere. 

Johnson  and  the  Viatique.  Best. 
304. 

Steele,  Sir  Richard. 

Story  of  the  Cornish  Lovers.  Mel¬ 
ville  D.  39. 

Sterne,  Laurence. 

History  of  a  Good  Warm  Watch- 
Coat.  Melville  D.  33. 
Stevenson,  Robert  Louis. 
Body-snatcher.  Grove.  865. 

Bottle  Imp.  Pritchard.  253. 


Sire  de  Maletroit’s  Door.  Grove. 
345.  Hart  B.  105.  Melville  D. 
660. 

Story  of  the  Young  Man  with  the 
Cream  Tarts.  Grove.  49. 
Strong,  L.  A.  G. 

Big  Man.  Strong  C.  1. 

Orpheus.  O’Brien  AA.  213. 
Travellers.  O’Brien  BB.  369. 
Surtees,  Robert. 

Cheltenham  Dandy.  Melville  D. 
309. 

Swift,  Jonathan. 

Account  of  the  Death  of  Mr.  Par¬ 
tridge.  Melville  D.  33. 

SwiNNERTON,  FRANK. 

Miss  Jedburys.  Rhys  K.  86. 

T 

“Taffrail.” 

Story  of  Jonathan  Rust.  War. 
665. 

Thackeray,  William  Makepeace. 
Barbazure.  Pritchard.  152. 

Dennis  Haggarty’s  Wife.  Melville 
D.  473. 

Thompson,  Edward. 

In  Araby  Orion.  Thompson.  11. 
Thurston,  E.  Temple. 

Mrs.  Simmonds’  Bit  o’  Business. 
Best.  319. 

Tomlinson,  H.  M. 

Armistice.  War.  779. 

Raid  Night.  War.  17. 

Townend,  W. 

No  Quarter.  War.  376. 

Trollope,  Anthony. 

Malachi’s  Cove.  Pritchard.  180. 
O’Conors  of  Castle  Conor,  County 
Mayo.  Melville  D.  540. 

V 

Vachell,  H.  A. 

Paul  Lamerie  Cup.  Melville  D. 
732. 

Plain  Jane.  Best.  332. 

W 

Walpole,  Hugh. 

Mr.  Oddy.  Best.  351. 

Warner,  Sylvia  Townsend. 

Elinor  Barley.  Warner  B.  1. 
“Stay,  Corydon,  Thou  Swain.” 
O’Brien  AA.  220. 

Warren,  Samuel. 

Thunder-Struck.  Melville  D.  404. 
Wells,  H.  G. 

Man  Who  Could  Work  Miracles. 
Best.  368. 

Stolen  Bacillus.  Melville  D.  817. 
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West,  Michael. 

Cerise.  Melville  D.  1011. 

West,  Rebecca. 

Lucky  Boy.  World  F.  19. 
Wheen,  Arthur. 

Two  Masters.  War.  471. 
Whitaker,  Malachi. 

Secret.  O’Brien  AA.  231. 
Wilson,  Romer. 

I  Met  a  Man  Going  to  St.  Neots. 
O’Brien  AA.  234. 

WOLLSTONECROFT,  MARY. 

Crazy  Robin.  Melville  D.  66. 


Wren,  P.  C. 

Double  Saddle.  Best.  387. 
Wylie,  I.  A.  R. 

“All  Dressed  Up.”  Wylie  D.  45. 
Bravo,  Toro!  Wylie  D.  215. 
Grandmother  Bernle  Learns  Her 
Letters.  Best.  405. 

Old  People.  Wylie  D.  149. 

Some  Other  Beauty.  Wylie  D.  1. 
Strange  Story  of  the  Man  Who 
Believed  in  God.  Wylie  D. 
275. 

“Young  Nowheres.”  Wylie  D.  93. 


III.  Translations 


A 

Alverdes,  Paul.  (French.) 

Man  in  the  Next  Bed.  War.  173. 
Andersen,  Hans  Christian.  (Dan¬ 
ish.) 

Constant  Tin  Soldier.  Hart  B.  83. 
Anonymous.  (Chinese.) 

Infant  Courtier.  Rhys  K.  36. 
Anonymous.  (Scottish  Gaelic.) 

Conall  Cra  Bhuidhe.  Rhys  K.  242. 
Anonymous.  (Welsh.) 

Dream  of  Rhonabwy.  Rhys  K. 
340. 

Arnoux,  Alexandre.  (French.) 

In  the  Interests  of  Discipline. 
War.  285. 

Lafreysse’s  Battle.  War.  93. 


B 

Babel,  Isaac.  (Russian.) 

Salt.  Rhys  K.  237. 

Balzac,  Honore  De.  (French.) 
Episode  Under  the  Terror. 

O’Brien  BB.  382. 

In  the  Time  of  the  Terror.  Grove. 
684. 

Barbusse,  Henri.  (French.) 

Dead  Alive.  War.  745. 

On  Leave.  War.  575. 

Becquer,  Gustav  Adolf.  (Spanish^) 
Our  Lady’s  Bracelet.  O’Brien  BB. 
464. 

Bernier,  Jean.  (French.) 

Sacrifice.  War.  241. 
Beumelburg,  Werner.  (German.) 

Retreat.  War.  132. 

Beza,  Marcu.  (Rumanian.) 

Magic  Ring.  Rhys  K.  209. 
Binding,  R.  J.  (German.) 

Wingult.  War.  327. 


C 

Capek,  Karel.  (Czech.) 

Attempt  at  Murder.  Rhys  K. 


69. 


Chekhov,  Anton.  (Russian.) 

Black  Monk.  O’Brien  BB.  472. 
Cheng  Wi  Mo.  (Chinese.) 

Miss  Lysing.  Chinese.  1. 

D 

Daudet,  Alphonse.  (French.) 

Pope’s  Mule.  O’Brien  BB.  400. 
Dorgeles,  Roland.  (French.) 

Cabaret  de  la  Belle  Femme.  War. 
409. 

Duhamel,  Georges.  (French.) 
Discipline.  War.  728. 
Rechoussat’s  Christmas.  War.  767. 
Dumas,  Alexandre.  (French.) 
Zodomirsky’s  Duel.  Grove.  415. 

E 

Edib,  Halide.  (Turkish.) 

Three  Sketches.  Rhys  K.  284. 
Eggebrecht,  Axel.  (German.) 

Death  of  a  Cat.  War.  511. 
Engel,  Eduard.  (French.) 

Four-Fingered  Glove.  Grove.  181. 
Erckmann-Chatrian.  (French.) 

Mysterious  Sketch.  Grove.  700. 
Euringer,  Richard.  (German.) 
Flying  School,  1914.  War. 
637. 


F 

Federn,  Karl.  (German.) 

Reconnaissance  in  the  Desert. 
War.  489. 

Flaubert,  Gustave.  (French.) 

Simple  Heart.  O’Brien  BB.  410. 
France,  Anatole.  (French.) 

Our  Lady’s  Juggler.  Hart  B.  72. 

G 

Gautier,  Theophile.  (French.) 

Mummy’s  Foot.  Grove.  501. 
Gorki,  Maxim.  (Russian.) 

On  a  Raft.  Rhys  K.  220. 
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Gottberg,  Gerhard  Von.  (German.) 

S.  O.  S.  off  Libau.  War.  682. 
Grabenhorst,  Georg.  (German.) 

Blind  Lieutenant.  War.  812. 
Guiraldes,  Ricardo.  (Argentine.) 
Rosaura.  Frank  D.  179. 


Hamsun,  Knut.  (Norwegian.) 

On  a  Lecturing  Tour.  Rhys  K. 
187. 

K 

Kallas,  Aino.  (Esthonian.) 

Gerdruta  Karponai.  Rhys  K.  129. 
Karaliytscheff,  Angel.  ( Bulga¬ 
rian .) 

Stone  Bridge  of  the  Rossitsa. 
Rhys  K.  28. 

Keyserling,  Count  Edouard  Von. 
(German.) 

Man  of  God.  Keyserling  C.  7. 
Korolenko,  Vladimir.  (Russian.) 

Winter.  Grove.  320. 

Kyn  Yn  Yu,  J.  B.  (Chinese.) 
Divorce.  Chinese.  27. 

L 

Lagerlof,  Selma.  (Swedish.) 

Uncle  Reuben.  Hart  B.  346. 

Lo  Hwa  Sen.  (Chinese.) 

After  Dusk.  Chinese.  IS. 

Lopez,  Lucio  V.  (Argentine.) 
Holiday  in  Buenos  Ayres.  Frank 
D.  103. 

Lu  Siun.  (Chinese.) 

Con  y  Ki.  Chinese.  42. 

Native  Country.  Chinese.  95. 
Tragedy  of  Ah  Qui.  Chinese.  51. 
Lugones,  Leopoldo.  (Argentine.) 
Death  of  a  Gaucho.  Frank  D.  77. 

M 

Mann,  Thomas.  (German.) 

Little  Herr  Friedemann.  Rhys  K. 
147. 

Mario  and  the  Magician.  Mann  E. 
3. 

Mao  Teng.  (Chinese.) 

Illusions.  Chinese.  117. 
Maupassant,  Guy  De.  (French.) 
Two  Friends.  O’Brien  BB.  444. 
Wreck.  Grove.  641. 

Mauriac,  Francois.  (French.) 
Genitrix.  Mauriac.  109. 

Kiss  to  the  Leper.  Mauriac.  3. 
Maurois,  Andre.  (French.) 

Country  of  Thirty-six  Thousand 
Wishes.  Maurois  B.  1. 

Private  Brommit’s  Conversion. 
Rhys  K.  141. 

Touch  of  Irony.  War.  182. 


Trench  Feet.  War.  164. 
Merimee,  Prosper.  (French.) 
Djoumane.  Grove.  751. 

Mateo  Falcone.  O’Brien  BB.  451. 
Tamango.  Grove.  301. 

P 

Payro,  Roberto  J.  (Argentine.) 
Devil  in  Pago  Chico.  Frank  D. 
153. 

Laucha’s  Marriage.  Frank  D.  1. 
Ping  Sing.  (Chinese.) 

Boredom.  Chinese.  110. 

Pushkin,  Alexander.  (Russian.) 
Shot.  Grove.  289. 

Snowstorm.  Grove.  738. 


Quiroga,  Horacio.  (Argentine.) 
Return  of  Anaconda.  Frank  D. 
237. 

R 

Remarque,  Erich  Maria.  (German.) 
Strange  Home.  War.  583. 

S 

Sand,  George.  (French.) 

Castle  of  Pictordu.  Sand.  215. 
Giant  Yeous.  Sand.  167. 

Queen  Coax.  Sand.  97. 

Rosy  Cloud.  Sand.  129. 

Wings  of  Courage.  Sand.  3. 
Sarmiento,  Domingo  F.  (Argen¬ 
tine.) 

Private  Life  of  Facundo.  Frank 
D.  125. 

Steinitzer,  Heinrich.  (German.) 
Baroness  Benicki.  Rhys  K. 
177. 

Svevo,  Italo,  (Italian.) 

Nice  Old  Man  and  the  Pretty 
Young  Girl.  Svevo  B.  1. 

T 

Tharaud,  Jerome  and  Jean. 
(French.) 

“Kaiser  Has  Abdicated.”  War. 
214. 

Tolstoy,  Count  Lyof  N.  (Rus¬ 
sian.) 

Bear-hunt.  Grove.  856. 

Prisoner  in  the  Caucasus.  Grove. 
513. 

Tugel,  Ludwig.  (German.) 

Over  the  Top.  War.  348. 

Tuglas,  Friedebert.  (Finnish.) 
Popi  and  Huhuu.  Rhys  K.  105. 

U 

Unruh,  Fritz  Von.  (German.) 
Champien.  War.  752. 
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v 

Van  Der  Dring,  Georg.  (German.) 

Aube.  War.  99. 

Vigny,  Alfred  De.  (French.) 

Sealed  Orders.  Grove.  428. 
Villiers  de  l’Isle-Adam.  (French.) 
Intersignum.  Grove.  33. 

W 

WehnER,  Josef  Magnus.  (Ger¬ 
man.) 

Red  Light  of  Morning.  War. 
236. 


Wilke,  Karl.  (German.) 
Marie-Luise.  War.  84. 

Y 

Yo  Ta  Fu.  (Chinese.) 

Disillusioned.  Chinese.  136. 

Z 

Zola,  Emile.  (French.) 

Attack  on  the  Mill.  Grove.  807. 
Death  of  Olivier  Becaille.  Grove. 
538. 

Inundation.  Grove.  231. 


MAGAZINE  AVERAGES 

MAY  1,  1930,  TO  APRIL  30,  1931 

The  following  table  includes  the  averages  of  distinctive  stories  in 
thirty-three  American  periodicals.  One,  two,  and  three  asterisks  are 
employed  to  indicate  relative  distinction.  “Three-asterisk  stories ’’  are 
considered  worth  reprinting  in  book  form.  The  list  excludes  reprints. 


Periodicals 

No.  OF 
Stories 
Pub- 

No.  OF 
Distinctive 
Stories 
Published 

Percentage 
of  Distinctive 
Stories 
Published 

LISHED 

* 

** 

*** 

* 

** 

*** 

Agora  . . . 

American  Magazine  . 

24 

17 

7 

4 

71 

29 

17 

60 

10 

1 

1 

17 

2 

2 

American  Mercury  . 

28 

17 

9 

5 

61 

32 

18 

Atlantic  Monthly  . 

21 

17 

12 

4 

81 

57 

19 

Canadian  Forum  . 

13 

7 

3 

1 

54 

23 

8 

Canadian  Home  Journal  .... 

40 

9 

2 

0 

23 

5 

0 

Canadian  Magazine  . 

64 

22 

4 

1 

34 

6 

2 

Catholic  World  . 

26 

8 

2 

1 

31 

8 

4 

Chicago  Tribune  (Syndicate 

Service)  . 

Collier’s  Weekly  . 

52 

5 

1 

1 

10 

2 

2 

262 

23 

1 

0 

9 

1 

0 

Columbia  . 

27 

14 

3 

0 

52 

11 

0 

Cosmopolitan  . 

144 

41 

13 

9 

28 

9 

6 

Delineator  . 

49 

14 

4 

4 

28 

8 

8 

Forum  . 

16 

16 

11 

7 

100 

69 

44 

Frontier  . 

27 

23 

14 

8 

85 

52 

29 

Good  Housekeeping  (N.  Y.) 
Harper’s  Bazar  (N.  Y.) .... 

Harper’s  Magazine  . 

Ladies’  Home  Journal  . 

59 

18 

7 

2 

31 

12 

3 

40 

12 

4 

3 

30 

10 

8 

37 

34 

24 

17 

92 

65 

46 

68 

24 

7 

2 

35 

10 

3 

MacLean’s  Magazine  . 

96 

17 

4 

0 

18 

4 

0 

Menorah  Journal  . 

10 

10 

5 

2 

100 

so 

20 

Midland  . 

31 

30 

18 

10 

97 

58 

32 

North  American  Review  .... 

19 

10 

2 

0 

53 

11 

0 

Pagan y  . 

24 

18 

15 

10 

75 

63 

42 

Pictorial  Review  . 

55 

17 

7 

3 

31 

13 

6 

Prairie  Schooner  . 

17 

13 

7 

3 

76 

41 

18 

Saturday  Evening  Post  .... 
Scribner’s  Magazine  . 

317 

84 

17 

8 

26 

5 

3 

42 

34 

21 

11 

81 

50 

26 

Tanager  . 

13 

6 

0 

0 

46 

0 

0 

This  Quarter  . 

45 

44 

35 

27 

98 

78 

60 

Transition  . 

15 

13 

8 

4 

87 

53 

27 

Vanity  Fair  . 

Woman’s  Home  Companion. 

35 

13 

4 

1 

37 

11 

3 

58 

11 

2 

2 

19 

3 

3 

The  following  tables  indicate  the  rank,  by  number  and  percentage,  of 
distinctive  short  stories  published,  of  sixteen  periodicals  coming  within 
the  scope  of  my  examination  which  have  published  an  average  of  50  per 
cent  or  more  of  distinctive  stories.  The  lists  exclude  reprints,  but  not 
translations. 
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By  Percentage 


1.  Forum . 100% 

2.  Menorah  Journal . 100% 

3.  This  Quarter . 98% 

4.  Midland  .  97% 

5.  Harper’s  Magazine . 92% 

6.  Transition . 87% 

7.  Frontier  . . 85% 

8.  Scribner’s  Magazine . 81% 

9.  Atlantic  Monthly . 81% 

10.  Prairie  Schooner . 76% 

11.  Pagany . 75% 

12.  Agora . 71% 

13.  American  Mercury . 61% 

14.  Canadian  Forum . 54% 

15.  North  American  Review . 53% 

16.  Columbia  . . 52% 


By  Number 


1.  This  Quarter 

2.  Harper’s  Magazine  . 

3.  Scribner’s  Magazine 

4.  Midland 

5.  Frontier 

6.  Pagany  .... 

7.  Atlantic  Monthly 

8.  Agora  .... 

9.  American  Mercury  . 

10.  Forum  .... 

11.  Columbia 

12.  Transition  . 

13.  Prairie  Schooner 

14.  Menorah  Journal 

15.  North  American  Review 

16.  Canadian  Forum 


44 

34 

34 

30 

23 

18 

17 

17 

17 

16 

14 

13 

13 

10 

10 

7 


The  following  periodicals  have  published  during  the  same  period  ten 
or  more  “two-asterisk  stories The  list  excludes  reprints,  but  not  trans¬ 
lations. 

1.  This  Quarter 

2.  Harper’s  Magazine  . 

3.  Scribner’s  Magazine 

4.  Midland  .  . 

5.  Saturday  Evening  Post 

6.  Pagany  . 

7.  Frontier 

8.  Cosmopolitan 

9.  Atlantic  Monthly 

10.  Forum  .... 


24 

21 

18 

17 

15 

14 

13 

12 

11 
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The  following  periodicals  have  published  during  the  same  period  five 
or  more  “three-asterisk  stories .”  The  list  excludes  reprints ,  but  not 
translations. 

1.  This  Quarter . 27 

2.  Harper’s  Magazine . '.  ....  17 

3.  Scribner’s  Magazine . 11 

4.  Midland  . . 10 

5.  Pagany  .  ....  1  ."  .  10 

6.  Cosmopolitan . 9 

7.  Frontier . 8 

8.  Saturday  Evening  Post .  8 

9.  Story . 7 

10.  Forum . 7 

11.  American  Mercury . 5 


Ties  in  the  above  lists  have  been  decided  by  taking  relative  rank  in 
other  lists  into  account. 


DISTINCTIVE  SHORT  STORIES 
IN  AMERICAN  MAGAZINES 


MAY  1,  1930,  TO  APRIL  30,  1931 


Note.  Only  distinctive  stories'  are  listed.  The  list  includes  a  few 
American  stories  published  only  in  British  periodicals.  One,  two,  or 
three  asterisks  are  prefixed  to  the  titles  of  stories  to  indicate  distinction. 
Three  asterisks  prefixed  to  a  title  indicate  the  fact  that  the  story  is 
listed  on  the  “Roll  of  Honor.”  The  figures  in  parentheses  after  the  title 
of  a  story  refer  to  the  volume  and  page  number  of  the  magazine. 
Where  successive  issues  of  a  magazine  are  not  paged  consecutively,  only 
the  page  number  is  given  in  this  index.  While  every  endeavor  has  been 
made  to  indicate  the  nationality  of  authors  correctly,  I  assume  no  per¬ 
sonal  responsibility  for  the  accuracy  of  my  classification  in  this  or  in 
other  lists. 

I.  American  Authors 


A 

Adamic,  Louis. 

♦♦♦“Assassin”  of  Wilson.  A.  Merc. 

Oct.,  ’30.  (21  : 1 38.) 

♦♦♦Enigma.  A.  Merc.  May,  ’30. 

(20  :68.) 

♦♦♦Man  with  the  Big  Head.  P.  T. 
Aug.,  ’30.  (7:183.) 

Adams,  Bill. 

♦Eat,  Drink,  and  Be  Merry.  Adv. 

Nov.  1,  ’30.  (41.) 

♦Skipper’s  Orders.  Adv.  Jan.  1, 
’31.  (2.) 

Addington,  Sarah. 

♦Fujimoto — Woman  Hater.  For. 
Jul.,  ’30.  (84 :23.) 

Aiken,  Conrad. 

***Mr.  Arcularis.  Harp.  M.  Mar., 
’31.  (162:397.) 

Aldrich,  Thomas  Bailey. 

♦♦♦Mile.  Olympe  Zabriski.  (R.) 
Gol.  Aug.,  ’30.  (88.) 

Alexander,  Holmes  M. 

♦Redemption  and  Release.  Ag. 
Feb.,  ’31.  (27.) 

Allen,  Sally  Elliott. 

♦♦♦In  League  with  the  Stars.  Fron¬ 
tier.  Mar.,  ’31.  (11  :235.) 

Allinson,  Anne  C.  E. 

♦♦Anima  Candida.  Atl.  Jul.,  30. 
(146  :83.) 

Anderson,  Sherwood. 

♦♦♦Dead  Dog.  Yale.  Spring,  ’31. 
(20:554.) 


♦♦♦I  Want  to  Know  Why.  (R.) 

Gol.  Feb.,  ’31.  (51.) 

♦♦♦These  Mountaineers.  T.  Q. 
Apr.-Jun.,  ’31.  (3:602.) 

Antopolska,  Sevia. 

♦“God  Doesn’t  Come  Down  Him¬ 
self.”  Poet.  Sept.,  ’30.  (16.) 

Armfield,  Eugene. 

♦♦♦Edge  of  the  Nest.  Pag.  Apr.- 
Jun.,  ’31.  (58.) 

Asch,  Nathan. 

♦Bravery.  Ly.  Jul.  12,  ’30. 

(55.) 

♦Dying  in  Carcassonne.  For. 
Nov.,  ’30.  (84:305.) 

Aubrey,  John. 

** Virginia  Idyll.  Opp.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(9  :109.) 

Austin,  Mary. 

♦One-Smoke  Stories.  (R.)  Gol. 
Oct.,  ’30.  (37.) 


B 


Bailey,  Loretto  Carroll. 

♦♦Melodrama.  Ag.  Nov.,  ’30. 
(16.) 

Barber,  Solon  R. 

♦♦♦Sound  That  Frost  Makes.  Ag. 


Apr.,  ’31.  (6.) 

♦♦♦Story  of  Joe.  Ag.  Dec.,  ’30. 
(7.) 

Barnett,  A.  G. 

♦Papa  Droissart.  Nat.  (N.  Y.) 
Jul.  30,  ’30.  (131:123.) 
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Barry,  John  D. 

♦Dilemma.  ( R .)  Gol.  Nov.,  ’30. 
(90.) 

Belitt,  Ben. 

♦Door  Swings  Wide.  Mid.  Nov.- 
Dee.,  ’30.  (16:314.) 

Benet,  Stephen  Vincent. 

♦Elementals.  ( R .)  Gol.  May, 
’30.  (SO.)  Jun.,  ’30.  (73.) 

♦♦Little  Golightly.  Elks.  May, 
’30.  (20.) 

Bennett,  James  W. 

♦By  Appointment  at  the  Glory 
Hole.  Adv.  May  1,  ’30.  (85.) 

Bercovici,  Konrad. 

♦♦Gita.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.)  Dec.,  ’30. 
(44.) 

♦Race.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.)  Aug.,  ’30. 
(44.) 

♦♦♦Song  of  the  Eagle.  Ly.  Mar. 
28,  ’31.  (40.) 

♦Strong  Man  of  the  Lakes.  Am. 
May,  ’30.  (32.) 

♦Thirst.  L.  H.  J.  Jan.,  ’31. 

(8.) 

♦Zaila.  L.  H.  J.  May,  ’30.  (6.) 
Bercovici,  Rada. 

♦♦Jingle-Bells.  Piet.  R.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(9.) 

Bessie,  Alvah  C. 

♦♦♦Only  We  Are  Barren.  H.  H. 
Jan. -Mar.,  ’31.  (4:203.) 

Bierce,  Ambrose. 

♦♦♦Horseman  in  the  Sky.  (R.)  Gol. 
May,  ’30.  (87.) 

Bishop,  John  Peale. 

♦♦If  Only.  Scr.  Mar.,  ’31. 
(89  :2 67.) 

♦♦Many  Thousands  Gone.  Scr. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (88 :229.) 

Bixler,  Paul  H. 

♦Zigaboo.  Mid.  Nov.-Dee.,  ’30. 
(16:344.) 

Blackman,  M.  C. 

♦Bad  Blood.  For.  Jun.,  ’30, 
(83  :354.) 

♦♦Saphead.  Harp.  M.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(161  :219.) 

Blum,  Jerome. 

♦Nipped  in  the  Bud.  T.  Q.  Oct.- 
Dec.,  ’30.  (3:313.) 

Bowen,  Catherine  Drinker. 

♦South  Cliff.  Harp.  M.  Feb., 
’31.  (162:306.) 

Boyd,  Thomas. 

♦Resident  of  Purgatory.  Harp. 
M.  Aug.,  ’30.  (161:345.) 
Boyle,  Kay. 

♦♦♦Episode  in  the  Life  of  an  An¬ 
cestor.  H.  H.  Oct.-Dec.,  ’30. 
(4:33.) 


***Kroy  Wen.  Front.  Dec.,  ’30. 
(1:25.) 

♦♦♦Rest  Cure.  Sto.  Apr.-May,  ’31. 
Bradford,  Roark. 

♦♦♦Child  of  God.  (R.)  Gol.  Jul., 
’30.  (17.) 

♦Come  Day,  Go  Day.  Harp.  M. 

May,  '30.  (160:677.) 

♦Down  the  Road  with  John 
Henry.  Cos.  Apr.,  ’31.  (82.) 

♦Hallelujah  Woman.  Del.  Aug., 
’30.  (16.) 

♦He  Was  Her  Man.  Cos.  Jan., 
’31.  (72.) 

♦♦How  Come  Christmas.  Harp.  M. 
Dec.,  ’30.  (162:45.) 

♦John  Henry.  Cos.  Mar.,  ’31. 
(56.) 

♦John  Henry — What  a  Man ! 
Cos.  Dec.,  ’30.  (32.) 

♦♦Ring  Sing  Twins.  Va.  Jan., 
’31.  (7:96.) 

♦True  Love  Tracks.  Col.  Apr. 
4,  ’31.  (16.) 

♦Woman  Up  the  River.  Col. 
Sept.  20,  ’30.  (20.) 

Bradley,  Mary  Hastings. 

♦Dilemma.  Ly.  Jan.  24,  ’31. 
(41.) 

Bragin,  Moe. 

♦♦Cake.  Mid.  Jan.-Feb.,  ’31. 
(17:60.) 

♦Market.  Men.  J.  Mar.,  ’31. 
(19:303.) 

Brennan,  Frederick  Hazlitt. 

♦Why  Don’t  You  Answer  Me? 
Col.  Jun.  14,  ’30.  (9.) 

Brennan,  Louis. 

♦♦Realist  Looks  at  Christmas. 
Script.  Feb.,  '31.  (2:35.) 

♦♦♦Way  Home.  Scrip.  Nov.,  ’30. 
(2:7.) 

Bromfield,  Louis. 

♦♦♦Tabloid  News.  Cos.  Feb.,  ’31. 

(20.) 

Brown,  Bruce  J. 

♦Testimonial.  Pagy.  Summer, 
’30.  (72.) 

Brown,  Enid. 

♦Divorce-Child.  House.  Apr., 
’31.  (4.) 

Brush,  Katharine. 

♦Blond  Widow.  S.  E.  P.  Feb. 
7,  ’31.  (22.) 

♦Dark  Tears.  S.  E.  P.  Jun.  21, 
’30.  (10.) 

♦♦♦Good  Wednesday.  Harp.  M. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (161  :435.) 

Bryla,  J. 

♦Cottage  of  Enchantment.  Pol. 
Jul.,  ’30.  (11:404.) 
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Burnet,  Dana. 

♦Patient  Number  Thirteen.  Col. 
Mar.  14,  ’31.  (26.) 

Burnett,  W.  R. 

♦Hard  Wood.  Scr.  Nov.,  ’30. 
(88  :4S7.) 

Burnett,  Whit. 

♦♦♦Day  in  the  Country.  Sto.  Apr.- 
May,  ’31. 

♦♦♦Herr  Qualla.  Sto.  Apr.-May, 
’31. 

Burt,  Struthers. 

♦House  of  Beauty.  Piet.  R.  May, 
’30.  (16.) 

Busch,  jr.,  Niven. 

♦On  the  Road.  N.  Y.  Sept.  13, 
’30.  (23.) 

♦Shadowland.  N.  Y.  Oct.  11, 
’30.  (24.) 

Bussard,  Paul. 

♦Intimations  of  Immortality.  Com, 
Jul.  30,  ’30.  (12:343.) 

Butts,  Mary. 

♦Scylla  and  Charybdis.  Pagy. 
Fall,  ’30.  (6.) 

Byers,  John  Reid. 

♦Home-Town  Laughter.  S.  E.  P. 
Nov.  29,  ’30.  (14.) 

C 

Caldwell,  Erskine. 

♦♦♦Automobile  That  Wouldn’t 
Run.  H.  H.  Oct-Dec.,  ’30. 
(4:75.) 

♦Autumn  Courtship.  T.  Q.  Mar., 
’31.  (3:466.) 

♦♦♦Dorothy.  Scr.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(89  :396.) 

♦♦John  the  Indian  and  George 
Hopkins.  Pagy.  Summer,  ’30. 
(43.) 

♦♦♦Mating  of  Marjorie.  Scr.  Jun., 
’30.  (87 :639.) 

Saturday  Afternoon.  Nativ.  Win¬ 
ter,  ’30.  (12.) 

♦♦Very  Late  Spring.  Scr.  Jun., 
’30.  (87:636.) 

Caldwell,  Evantha. 

♦Whoopee  Miracle.  House.  Sept., 
’30.  (4.) 

Calmer,  Edgar. 

♦♦Portrait  of  a  Young  Man.  Tran¬ 
sit.  Spring- Summer,  ’30. 
(323.) 

♦♦♦Watcher.  Transit.  Spring-Sum¬ 
mer,  ’30.  (274.) 

Calverton,  V.  F. 

♦♦♦After  Dark.  Transit.  Spring- 
Summer,  ’30.  (258.) 

♦♦Black  Prophecies.  T.  Q.  Mar., 
’31.  (3:484.) 


Campbell,  Eleanor  Barnhart. 
♦♦Restitution.  Mid.  Nov.-Dee., 
’30.  (16:297.) 

Campbell,  Evelyn  Murray. 

♦Leavin’s.  McCall.  Aug.,  ’30. 

(22.) 

Canfield,  Dorothy. 

♦Saint  of  the  Old  Seminary.  Del. 
Jan.,  ’31.  (8.) 

Cantwell,  Robert. 

♦♦Babe  Foley.  Mis.  Jul.,  ’30. 
„  (13.) 

Carnahan,  Walter  Hervey. 

♦Best  Wheat.  Mot.  Oct.,  ’30. 
(3.) 

Carpenter,  Margaret. 

♦Pasteboard  Star.  Scr.  Sept., 
’30.  (88:310.) 

Carrington,  Elaine  Sterne. 

♦Accident.  Piet.  R.  Sept.,  ’30. 
(16.) 

♦♦Slapstick.  Harp.  M.  Sept.,  ’30. 
(161:464.) 

Chambers,  Maria  Cristina. 

♦♦Son  of  the  Tropics.  House. 
Jan.,  ’31.  (4.) 

Chambers,  Whittaker. 

♦♦You  Have  Seen  the  Heads.  N. 
Mass.  Apr.,  ’31.  (14.) 

Chapman,  Maristan. 

♦Kin  to  the  Woods.  St.  Nich. 
Oct.,  ’30.  (57:889.) 

♦One  Shot.  Ly.  Apr.  18,  ’31. 
(56.) 

Chapman,  William. 

♦♦♦Old  Gentleman.  Pagy.  Apr.- 
Jun.,  ’31.  (70.) 

Chase,  Mary  Ellen. 
♦♦♦Salesmanship.  Piet.  R.  Jul., 
’30.  (9.) 

Childers,  James  Saxon. 

♦Folded  Wings.  Am.  Nov.,  ’30. 
(56.) 

Christensen,  Frederick  Laertes. 
♦Tale  of  the  Times  of  Old. 
Pr.  S. 

Winter,  ’31.  (5  :12.) 

Clark,  Valma. 

♦Gold  Star  Mother.  Piet.  R. 
Nov.,  ’30.  (22.) 

Clarke,  Cyril  John. 

♦Depression.  Mid.  Jan.-Feb.,  ’31. 
(17:43.) 

Clemens,  Joseph. 

♦♦Last  Night.  Scrip.  Feb.,  ’31. 
(2:48.) 

Coates,  Grace  Stone. 

♦♦♦Pine  Tree.  Frontier.  Jan.,  ’31. 

(11:120.) 

♦♦♦Stubborn  Thistles.  Mid.  Jan.- 
Feb.,  ’31.  (17:26.) 
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Cobb,  Irvin  S. 

♦Arise  and  Shine.  Cos.  Feb., 
’31.  (62.) 

♦Cabbages  and  Kings.  G.  H. 

(N.  Y.)  Jul.,  ’30.  (68.) 

♦Dark  Horse.  Cos.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(80.) 

♦Great  Day  in  the  Morning.  Cos. 
Nov.,  ’30.  (54.) 

♦January  Thaw.  Cos.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(46.) 

♦♦Judge  Priest’s  Funeral.  Cos. 
Jun.,  ’30.  (40.) 

♦Just  a  Friendly  Game.  Cos. 

Mar.,  ’31.  (72.) 

♦Masterpiece.  Cos.  Oct.,  ’30. 
(32.) 

♦“Ole  Miss.”  Cos.  Dec.,  ’30. 
(84.) 

♦Sun  Shines  Bright.  Cos.  Apr., 
’31.  (72.) 

♦Treeful  of  Hoot  Owls.  Cos. 
Aug.,  ’30.  (60.) 

Cohen,  Octavus  Roy. 

♦Echo  of  the  Gong.  Red  Bk. 
Apr.,  ’31.  (26.) 

Colcord,  Lincoln. 

♦♦Moths.  (N.)  Gol.  May,  ’30. 
(90.) 

Collins,  Lloyd. 

♦Noel.  Nativ.  Winter,  ’30.  (29.) 
Connell,  Richard. 

♦Waiter  in  Tony’s.  Col.  Jul.  5, 
’30.  (10.) 

Connolly,  James  B. 

♦Bustin’  Through.  Col.  Oct.  4, 
’30.  (18.) 

♦When  There  Was  Danger.  Col. 
May  31,  ’30.  (12.) 

Cooper,  Courtney  Ryley. 

♦Blow-Off.  W.  W.  May,  ’30. 

(10.)  Jun.,  ’30.  (11.) 

♦Comedian.  Cos.  Oct.,  ’30.  (82.) 
♦Fannie’s  First  Spree.  Red  Bk. 
Jul.,  ’30.  (54.) 

♦Million  Apiece  1  Am.  Sept., 
’30.  (62.) 

♦Mud  Cure.  S.  E.  P.  Jul.  19, 
’30.  (14.) 

♦Nobody’s  Business.  Red  Bk. 
Dec.,  ’30.  (72.) 

♦Old  Timer.  Elks.  Dec.,  ’30. 
(28.) 

♦Shake-Down.  Col.  Jun.  28,  '30. 

(12.) 

Cobbett,  Elizabeth. 

♦♦Portrait.  Scr.  Sept.,  ’30. 
(88:271.) 

Corey,  Paul  F. 

♦♦Onlookers.  Mid,  May-Jun.,  ’30. 
(16:151.) 


Corley,  Donald. 

♦♦♦Dance  of  the  Drowned.  For. 

Jan.,  ’31.  (85:49.) 

Corning,  Howard  McKinley. 

♦Deerfoot  Prints.  Front.  Mar., 
’31.  (11:227.) 

Courtright,  Eugenie. 

♦Death  Song.  Atl.  May,  ’30. 
(145  :637.) 

Cozzens,  James  Gould. 

♦S.S.  “San  Pedro.”  Scr.  Aug., 
’30.  (88:113.) 

Crane,  Stephen. 

♦♦♦Dark-Brown  Dog.  (R.)  Gol. 
Dec.,  ’30.  (55.) 

Crawford,  F.  Marion. 

♦♦Doll’s  Ghost.  (R.)  Gol.  Feb., 
»  ’31.  (58.) 

Croghan,  Harold. 

♦♦Canvassers  Neat  Appearing.  Mid. 
Mar.-Apr.,  ’31.  (17:117.) 

♦♦♦Good  Boy.  Mid.  Jan.-Feb.,  ’31. 
(17:8.) 

Crosby,  Jane  Snowden. 

♦Balboa  and  Thunder.  Front. 
Nov.,  ’30.  (11:28.) 

♦♦For  Better  or  Worse.  T.  Q. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (3:524.) 

♦Pink  Roses.  Tan.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(5:149.) 

Culver,  Jane. 

♦Star.  Front.  Jan.,  ’31.  (11: 

151.) 

Curtiss,  Philip. 

♦Diving  Venus.  W.  H.  C.  Oct., 
’30.  (20.) 

D 

“Dagvar.” 

♦Daughter  of  the  Samurai.  L.  H. 
J.  Oct.,  ’30.  (20.) 

♦Easter  Candle.  L.  H.  J.  Apr., 
’31.  (6.) 

♦White  Magic.  L.  H.  J.  Dec., 
’30.  (22.) 

Davenport,  Walter. 

♦Corn  Bred.  Col.  Jun.  28,  ’30. 

(9.) 

Davis,  H.  L. 

♦♦♦Shiloh’s  Waters.  Mis.  Sept., 
’30.  (26.) 

Davis,  Richard  Harding. 
♦♦♦Unfinished  Story.  ( R .),  Gol. 

Sept.,  ’30.  (21.) 

De  Jong,  David  Cornel. 
***Hip-Boots.  Poet.  Sept.,  ’30. 
(38.)  . 

♦♦♦Last  Night.  Ag.  Feb.,  ’31. 
(24.) 

♦♦♦Two  Days  Yet.  Forge.  Fall, 
’29.  (4:119.) 
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De  Journette,  Jean. 

♦Put  Yo’  Shoulder  to  de  Wheel. 
Ag.  Jan.,  ’31.  (3.) 

Denig,  Lynde. 

♦Matter  of  Plumbing.  N.  Y. 
Oct.  18,  ’30.  (98.) 

Dessauer,  Henry. 

♦Order  of  the  Red  Eagle  Fourth 
Class.  Ref.  Jul.,  ’30.  (38.) 
Dobie,  Charles  Caldwell. 

♦Cold  Roast  Lamb.  Harp.  M. 
Apr.,  ’31.  (162:549.) 

♦♦♦Daughter  of  a  Princess.  Harp. 
M.  Jun.,  ’30.  (161  :50.) 

♦False  Talisman.  Harp.  M.  Oct., 
’30.  (161:525.) 

Dolliver,  Frances  Pearsons. 

♦Old  Man.  Mid.  May-Jun.,  ’30. 
(16:177.) 

Dos  Passos,  John. 

♦♦Man  Who  Said  His  Name 
Was  Jones.  Front.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(1  :255.) 

Douglas,  Marjory  Stoneman. 

♦By  Violence.  S.  E.  P.  Nov.  22, 
’30.  (6.) 

♦♦Survival.  House.  May,  ’30. 
(1.)  Jun.,  ’30.  (2.) 

Douglas,  W.  A.  S. 

♦♦Great  Guy.  A.  Merc.  May,  ’30. 

(20:11.) 

Downing,  Hyatt. 

First  Illusion.  Scr.  May,  ’30. 
(87:560.) 

Draper,  Edythe  Squier. 

***As  Grass.  Pr.  S.  Summer,  ’30. 
(4:162.) 

♦♦♦Fourteen.  Mid.  May-Jun.,  ’30. 
(16:129.) 

**I  Was  Young.  Pr.  S.  Winter, 
’31.  (5:18.) 

Dreyer,  Margaret. 

♦♦Catastrophe.  T.  Q.  Apr.-Jun., 
’30.  (2:758.) 

Duganne,  Phyllis. 

♦He’d  Have  Said  Good-Bye — 
Ly.  Jul.  5,  ’30.  (51.) 

Dumont,  J.  R. 

♦♦♦You  Must  Forget.  Mid.  Jul.- 
Aug.,  ’30.  (16:129.) 

Duncan,  Thomas  W. 

♦Music  of  the  Sun.  Tan.  Nov., 
’30.  (6:206.) 

Dunlap,  Maurice. 

♦Singing  Knight  at  Skara.  Scan. 
Dec.,  ’30.  (18:753.) 

E 

Edmonds,  Walter  D. 

♦♦♦Itching  Bear.  For.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(83:344.) 


♦♦♦Water  Never  Hurt  a  Man. 
Harp.  M.  Dec.,  ’30.  (162 : 

81.) 

Ellerbe,  Paul  and  Alma. 

♦Let’s  Eat !  Red  Bk.  May,  ’30. 
(79.) 

F 

Farrell,  James  T. 

♦In  the  Park.  Tamb.  No.  8. 
(36.) 

♦My  Friend  the  Doctor.  Tamb. 
No.  8.  (38.) 

♦Studs.  T.  Q.  Jul.-Sept.,  ’30. 
(3:187.) 

Faulkner,  William. 

♦♦Dry  September.  Scr.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(89  :49.) 

♦♦Honor.  A.  Merc.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(20:268.) 

♦♦Red  Leaves.  S.  E.  P.  Oct.  25, 
’30.  (6.) 

♦♦♦That  Evening  Sun  Go  Down. 
A.  Merc.  Mar.,  ’31.  (22: 

257.) 

Fearing,  Kenneth. 

♦♦Three  Men.  T.  Q.  Apr.-Jun., 
'31.  (3:685.) 

Ferber,  Edna. 

♦Meadow  Lark.  Cos.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(30.) 

Field,  Mildred  Fowler. 

♦Mariner’s  Sarcophagus.  Mid. 
Nov.-Dee.,  ’30.  (16:357.) 

Finger,  Charles  J. 

♦♦Affair  at  the  Inn.  A.  W.  Dec., 
’30.  (2.) 

Finnegan,  Edward. 

♦Go  Down,  Mountain  Man ! 

Colum.  Mar.,  ’31.  (8.) 

♦Prophecy.  Colum.  Oct.,  ’30. 

(5.) 

Fisher,  Rudolph. 

♦Dust.  Opp.  Feb.,  ’31.  (9 :46.) 
Fitzgerald,  Brassil. 

♦Catholics  Are  Queer.  Colum. 
Dec.,  ’30.  (5.) 

Fitzgerald,  F.  Scott. 

♦♦♦Babylon  Revisited.  S.  E.  P. 
Feb.  21,  ’31.  (3.) 

♦Bridal  Party.  S.  E.  P.  Aug.  9, 
’30.  (10.) 

♦Hotel  Child.  S.  E.  P.  Jan.  31, 
’31.  (8.) 

♦Millionaire’s  Girl.  S.  E.  P. 
May  17,  ’30.  (8.) 

♦Nice  Quiet  Place.  S.  E.  P.  May 
31,  ’30.  (8.) 

♦One  Trip  Abroad.  S.  E.  P. 
Oct.  11,  ’30.  (6.) 

♦Woman  with  a  Past.  S.  E.  P. 
Sept.  6,  '30.  (8.) 
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Flandrau,  Charles  Macomb. 

♦♦Bustle.  Harp.  M.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(161  :330.) 

Flandrau,  Grace. 

♦Faith.  Scr.  Feb., ’31.  (89:145.) 
♦One  Way  of  Love.  Scr.  Oct., 
’30.  (88:345.) 

Fletcher,  Frances. 

♦♦♦Sister  Mary  Carmen.  T.  Q. 
Oct.-Dec.,  ’30.  (3:363.) 

Folda,  Olga. 

♦♦Dowry.  Pr.  S.  Fall, ’30.  (4:195.) 
Foley,  Martha. 

♦♦♦One  with  Shakespeare.  Sto. 
Apr. -May,  ’31. 

Forbes,  Esther. 

♦♦Bailey’s  Beach.  For.  Oct.,  ’30. 
(84  :218.) 

♦Land’s  End.  For.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(85  :26.) 

Francis,  Owen. 

♦Hunkie’s  Wedding.  Scr.  Nov., 
’30.  (88 :498.) 

Friedman,  Favius. 

♦♦♦Table  d’Hote.  For.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(84:107.) 

Frost,  Stanley. 

♦Blood-Red  Hand  of  Ulster.  C.  G. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (20.) 

Furniss,  Ruth  Pine. 

♦Triangle.  Harp.  B.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(92.) 

G 

Gale,  Zona. 

♦♦♦Bill’s  Little  Girl.  ( R .)  Gol. 
Oct.,  ’30.  (71.) 

♦♦♦Charity  Comes  Home.  W.  H.  C. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (17.) 

♦Holly  at  the  Window.  Col. 
Dec.  27,  ’30.  (16.) 

♦♦Jailbird.  Ly.  Nov.  15,  ’30. 
(28.) 

♦Jungle.  Harp.  B.  (N.  Y.)  May, 
’30.  (96.) 

♦Legend.  C.  G.  Jul.,  ’30.  (7.) 

♦♦♦Mallard’s  Vacation.  Am.  May, 
’30.  (24.) 

♦Wisconsin  Note  Book.  A.  Merc. 
Jun.,  ’30.  (20:138.) 

Garland,  Hamlin. 

♦♦♦Mrs.  Ripley’s  Trip,  (f?.)  Gol. 
Apr.,  ’31.  (45.) 

Gessner,  Robert. 

♦Powwow.  Scr.  Nov.,  ’30. 
(88  :539.) 

Gilkyson,  Phcebe  H. 

♦Light.  Piet.  R.  Feb.,  ’31.  (9.) 
Gilkyson,  Walter. 

♦Contempt  of  Court.  N.  A.  Rev. 
Jan.,  ’31.  (231:22.) 


♦♦Partner  for  Life.  Scr.  Apr., 
’31.  (89:425.) 

♦♦♦Prisoner  of  Memory.  Harp.  M. 

Nov.,  ’30.  (161  :651.) 

Gilpatric,  Guy. 

♦Barking  Dog.  S.  E.  P.  Apr.  18, 
’31.  (10.) 

♦♦♦Bold  Man  of  Dunvegan.  S.  E.  P. 
Nov.  8,  ’30.  (14.) 

♦♦Cock  o’  the  North.  S.  E.  P. 

Jan.  17,  ’31.  (18.) 

♦Colonel  Something-or-Other.  Col. 
Sept.  13,  ’30.  (26.) 

♦♦♦Flaming  Chariot.  S.  E.  P.  Dec. 
27,  ’30.  (30.) 

♦Genii  of  Gibraltar.  S.  E.  P. 

Mar.  14,  ’31.  (37.) 

♦He  Might  Have  Been  a  Rooshan. 
S.  E.  P.  Sept.  13,  ’30.  (44.) 

♦♦♦Odds  and  Ends.  S.  E.  P.  Mar. 
7,  ’31.  (10.) 

♦♦Snyke  in  the  Grass.  S.  E.  P. 
Oct.  25,  ’30.  (22.) 

Girling,  Katherine  Peabody. 
♦♦♦When  Hannah  Var  Eight  Yar 
Old.  ( R .)  Gol.  Jan.,  ’31.  (73.) 
Glenn,  Isa. 

♦“Tell  Me,  Pretty  Maiden.”  Harp. 
B.  (N.  Y.)  Mar.,  ’31.  (56.) 

Godwin,  Murray. 

♦Wires  Invisible.  Transit.  Spring- 
Summer,  ’30.  (151.) 

Gordon,  Caroline. 

♦♦♦Long  Day.  Scr.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(88:162.) 

Gordon,  Eugene. 

♦Crazy  Jesus.  S.  E.  Q.  Jun., 
’30.  (60.) 

Gordon,  Ruth. 

♦Wilson  Memorial.  For.  Sept., 
’30.  (84 :153.) 

Gowen,  Emmett. 

♦♦♦Fiddlers  of  Moon  Mountain. 
Piet.  R.  Sept.,  ’30.  (10.) 

♦♦Hot  Blood.  Piet.  R.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(16.) 

Grant,  George  H. 

♦♦♦Ship  Goes  Down.  Atl.  Dec., 
’30.  (146:762.) 

Greene,  Ward. 

♦Caravan  to  Mecca.  A.  Merc. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (22  :3S3.) 

Gurnee,  Odgers,  T. 

♦They’ll  Come  Shooting.  Col. 
Jan.  17,  ’31.  (7.) 

H 

Hahn,  Emily. 

♦Intermezzo.  N.  Y.  Dec.  13, 
’30  (76.) 
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Hahn,  Emily.  {Cant.) 

*Wild  Oats.  N.  Y.  Aug.  23,  ’30. 
(14.) 

Haines,  Merle. 

♦Black  Cow.  Front.  May,  ’30. 
(10:326.) 

Hall,  James  Norman. 

♦Death  on  an  Atoll.  Atl.  Mar., 
’31.  (147:303.) 

♦Knight.  Tan.  Sept., ’30.  (5  :170.) 
Hallet,  Richard  Matthews. 

♦Frigate.  S.  E.  P.  Aug.  23,  ’30. 
(16.) 

Halper,  Albert. 

♦♦From  Down  South.  Pagy.  Sum¬ 
mer,  ’30.  (34.) 

♦♦Memorial.  Men.  J.  May,  ’30. 
(18  :460.) 

♦♦♦Race.  Mid.  Jul.-Aug.,  ’30. 
(16:169.) 

♦♦Two  Sisters.  Pagy.  Fall,  ’30. 
(78.) 

Hamilton,  Anne. 

♦Blue  Serge.  Front.  Mar.,  ’31. 
(11  :269.) 

Hamot,  Esse. 

♦♦Mountain  Meadows.  Harp.  M. 
Aug.,  ’30.  (161  :308.) 

Hanlon,  Brooke. 

♦Longhorn.  S.  E.  P.  May  17, 
’30.  (20.) 

♦Pattern.  S.  E.  P.  Dec.  13,  ’30. 
(14.) 

Harrison,  Charles  Yale. 

♦Child  Is  Born.  N.  Mass.  Jul., 
’30.  (8.) 

Hart,  James  S. 

♦♦Lancashire  Lass.  Atl.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(147:44.) 

Hartley,  Roland  English. 

♦♦After  All.  Harp.  M.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(161 :87.) 

♦Borderland.  Harp.  M.  Nov., 
’30.  (161  :720.) 

♦♦Growth.  Hes.  Spring, ’31.  (28.) 
♦In  Loving  Memory.  Harp.  M. 
Jan., ’31.  (162:141.) 

♦♦♦Late  Joseph  West.  ( R .)  Gol. 

Aug.,  ’30.  (100.) 

♦♦Revolt  in  Summertime.  Front. 
May,  ’30.  (10:309.) 

Hartman,  Lee  Foster. 

♦♦♦Master  Builder.  Harp.  M.  May, 
’30.  (160:696.) 

Harvey,  H.  L. 

♦♦Tricks  to  the  Trade.  Atl.  Dec., 
’30.  (146:718.) 

Havard,  J.  F.  R. 

♦Night  Shift.  Front.  Nov.,  ’30. 
(11:15.) 


Havighurst,  Walter. 

♦Newly  Seven.  Com.  Oct.  1,  ’30. 
(12:551.) 

Hays,  Agee. 

♦Great  Rana.  W.  M.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(4.) 

Healy,  Thomas  Fingal. 

♦Conol  of  the  Kings.  Colum. 

Oct.,  ’30.  (10.) 

♦♦Death  of  Concobhar.  Colum. 

Feb.,  ’31.  (5.) 

Hecht,  Ben. 

♦Champion  from  Far  Away.  S. 
E.  P.  Aug.  9,  ’30.  (8.) 

Hecht,  S.  Theodore. 

♦♦Mamie’s  Papa.  Pagy.  Summer, 
’30.  (11.) 

Hemingway,  Ernest. 

♦♦♦Wine  of  Wyoming.  Scr.  Aug., 
’30.  (88  : 195.) 

“Henry,  O.” 

♦♦♦Cop  and  the  Anthem.  (R.) 
Gol.  Oct.,  ’30.  (50.) 

Herbst,  Josephine. 

♦♦As  a  Fair  Young  Girl.  Scr. 

Nov.,  ’30.  (88  :513.) 

♦Bad  Blow.  Scr.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(88  :25.) 

♦♦Golden  Egg.  Scr.  May,  ’30. 
(87  :492.) 

♦♦♦I  Hear  You,  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Brown.  T.  Q.  Apr.-Jun.,  ’31. 
(3  :709.) 

♦♦Top  of  the  Stairs.  A.  Merc. 
Oct.,  ’30.  (21 :226.) 

Hergesheimer,  Joseph. 

♦♦Fine  Apparel.  S.  E.  P.  Feb. 
14,  ’31.  (3.) 

♦Gammon.  S.  E.  P.  Jan.  17,  ’31. 
(3.) 

♦Ladies  in  Nashville.  S.  E.  P. 
May  31,  ’30.  (18.) 

♦Lala  Ottinger.  P.  T.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(7:153.) 

♦Long  Hunter.  S.  E.  P.  Jul.  12, 
’30.  (14.) 

♦Stainless  Heart.  S.  E.  P.  Jun. 
28,  ’30.  (18.) 

Hersch,  Virginia. 

♦♦Canyon.  T.  Q.  Oct.-Dec.,  ’30. 
(3  :33 5.) 

Hess,  Leonard. 

♦♦♦White  Cabin.  Harp.  M.  Jan., 
’31.  (162:203.) 

Heth,  Edward  Harris. 

♦♦♦Hesper  Garland.  A.  Merc.  Nov., 
’30.  (21  :339.) 

Holcomb,  Esther. 

♦Little  Giving.  Tan.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(6:47.) 
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Holder,  Glenn. 

♦Industrial  Saga  of  the  New 
South.  Ag.  Feb.,  ’31.  (3.) 

Holland,  Alma  Boice. 

♦Surgeon.  W.  W.  Jul., ’30.  (10.) 
Holmes,  Oliver  Wendell. 

♦♦♦Visit  to  the  Asylum  for  Aged 
and  Decayed  Punsters.  (R.)  Gol. 
Oct.,  ’30.  (73.) 

Holt,  Achilles. 

♦♦♦Rain  Cometh.  Hes.  Spring,  ’31. 
(16.) 

♦♦♦Soccogee  Country.  Pagy.  Apr.- 
Jun.,  ’31.  (51.) 

Horgan,  Paul. 

♦English  B-I  Convenes.  N.  Y. 
Sept.  27,  ’30.  (77.) 

♦♦♦Other  Side  of  the  Street.  Yale. 
Winter,  ’31.  (20  :366.) 

♦Who’s  Conducting  This  Course? 
N.  Y.  Oct.  18,  ’30.  (96.) 
Houston,  Margaret  Belle. 

♦Windmills.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.)  Feb., 
’31.  (44.) 

Hughes,  Langston. 

♦Party  for  White  Folks.  N.  Mass. 
Jul.,  ’30.  (6.) 

♦♦Sister  Johnson’s  Story.  N.  Mass. 
Jun.,  ’30.  (6.) 

Hughes,  Llewellyn. 

♦Heartbreak.  Ly.  Apr.  25,  ’31. 

(7.) 

♦♦♦Lady  Wipers  of  Ypres.  (f?.) 
Gol.  Dec.,  ’30.  (70.) 

Hume,  Cyril. 

♦♦♦Forrester.  Yale.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(19  :796.) 

Huston,  McCready. 

♦Carrie.  Harp.  M.  Feb.,  ’31. 
(162:269.) 

I 

Irvine,  Alexander. 

♦Coming  of  the  Lamp.  Atl.  Sept., 
’30.  (146:388.) 


Jacks,  L.  V. 

♦White  Grapes.  Scr.  Feb.,  ’31. 
(89:163.) 

Jackson,  Evalene  Parsons. 

♦♦♦Dark  Boy.  Pr.  S.  Fall,  ’30. 
(4  :243.) 

Jackson,  Margaret  Weymouth. 
♦Candlelight.  McCall.  Oct.,  ’30. 
(18.) 

♦Mortar  and  Pestle.  S.  E.  P. 
Apr.  25,  ’31.  (14.) 

Jacobs,  Edith  Roles. 

♦Near  to  Her  Heart’s  Desire. 
Mid.  May- Jun.,  ’30.  (16:171.) 


Jacobs,  Elijah  L. 

♦Ellen  Inherits.  Pr.  S.  Winter, 
’31.  (5:32.) 

Jarvis,  Antonio. 

♦Jubilee  Hall.  Opp.  May,  ’30. 
(8  : 146.) 

Jewett,  Sarah  Orne. 

♦♦♦White  Heron,  (i?.)  Gol.  Mar., 
’31.  (63.) 

John,  William  M. 

♦After  All  I’ve  Done.  L.  H.  J. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (36.) 

*I-and-My.  L.  H.  J.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(29.) 

Johns,  Richard. 

♦♦♦Figure.  Pagy.  Apr.-Jun.,  ’31. 
(93..) 

♦Preparation  for  Arrival.  Tran¬ 
sit.  Spring-Summer,  ’30.  (299.) 
♦♦♦Sorry  Lady.  Pagy.  Jan.-Mar., 
’31.  (2:91.) 

Johnson,  George  C. 

♦Mill  Sounds.  Mid.  Jan.-Feb., 
’31.  (17:75.) 

Johnston,  Mary. 

♦After  the  Storm.  Am.  Aug., 
’30.  (36.) 

♦Doctor  Barbary’s  Vision.  Piet 
R.  Dec,,  ’30.  (10.) 

♦Lion  Loose  !  L.  H.  J.  Oct.,  ’30. 
(14.) 

Jones,  Deane. 

♦Just  Before  the  Battle.  Frontier. 
Nov.,  ’30.  (11:64.) 

Jones,  Henry  B. 

♦Cass  Against  God.  Opp.  Oct., 
’30.  (8 :300.) 

K 

Kahler,  Hugh  MacNaie. 

♦Appetite.  Col.  Nov.  22,  ’30. 
(28.) 

Kemmerer,  John. 

♦Pigeon  Keeper.  Mis.  May,  ’30. 
(16.) 

♦♦♦Roundhouse.  H.  H.  Apr.-Tun., 
’31.  (4:372.) 

♦Under  the  Bridge.  Tan.  Sept., 
’30.  (5:188.) 

Kennedy,  John  B. 

♦Headwork.  Col.  Dec.  20,  ’30. 
(14.) 

Kittredge,  Eleanor  Hayden. 
♦♦♦Mr.  Fryer’s  Leap.  For.  Dec., 
’30.  (84:359.) 

Kniffin,  Harry  A. 

♦Old  Wine  in  New  Bottles.  Cath. 
W.  Oct., ’30.  (132:19.) 
Knight,  Chatfield. 

♦♦♦Castaway,  Set  Sail.  Frontier. 
Jan.,  ’31.  (11  : 105.) 


INDEX  OF  DISTINCTIVE  SHORT  STORIES  383 


Knowlton,  Don. 

♦♦Red  Hansen’s  Romance.  N.  A. 
Rev.  Jul.,  ’30.  (230 :44.) 
Kober,  Arthur. 

♦Barbershop  Blues.  N.  Y.  Dec. 
14  ’in  ( 1 

♦Cafeteria.  N.  Y.  Oct.  11,  ’30. 
(47.) 

♦Canoe  Ride.  N.  Y.  Aug.  16, 
’30.  (60.) 

♦Conference.  N.  Y.  Oct.  4,  ’30. 
(103.) 

*“I’m  Telling  You.”  N.  Y.  Oct. 
25,  ’30.  (102.) 

♦Intermission — Burlesque.  N.  Y. 

Nov.  1,  ’30.  (18.) 

♦It’s  the  Heat.  N.  Y.  Aug.  9, 
’30.  (38.) 

♦Million  Dollars.  N.  Y.  Sept. 
27,  ’30.  (86.) 

♦Press  Announcement.  N.  Y. 

Sept.  13,  ’30.  (59.) 

♦Suitors.  N.  Y.  Apr.  18,  ’31. 
(72.) 

♦Sunday  Hike.  N.  Y.  Aug.  2, 
’30.  (47.) 

Komroff,  Manuel. 

♦Arrest  of  Prince  Basil.  Col. 
Oct.  4,  ’30.  (11.)  [(80.) 

♦♦♦Thumbs.  ( R .)  Gol.  Mar.,  ’31. 
Kresensky,  Raymond. 

♦♦Circles.  Frontier.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(11 : 159.) 

Kutner,  Nanette. 

♦Nanny’s  Baby.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.) 
Aug.,  '30.  (42.) 

L 

La  Farce,  Oliver. 

♦♦♦Dangerous  Man.  Scr.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(87  :609.) 

♦♦Haunted  Ground.  L.  H.  J.  Aug., 
’30.  (9.) 

Lane,  Rose  Wilder. 

♦Man  in  the  House.  G.  H. 
(N.  Y.)  Mar.,  ’31.  (64.) 
Lardner,  Ring. 

♦Cured!  Red  Bk.  Mar.,  ’31. 
(41.) 

♦♦Mamma.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.)  Jun., 
’30.  (52.) 

♦There  Are  Smiles.  ( R .)  Gol. 
Oct.,  ’30.  (29.) 

♦Words  and  Music.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.) 
Aug.,  ’30.  (30.) 

Leader,  Pauline. 

♦Hired  Girl.  Pagy.  Apr.-Jun., 
’31.  (35.) 

Lee,  Jennette. 

♦Joseph  and  His  Millions.  Piet. 
R.  May,  ’30.  (18.) 


Leonard,  Jonathan. 

♦♦Head  Hunter.  Blues.  Fall,  ’30. 
(27.) 

Levin,  Meyer. 

♦Commune.  Men.  J.  Mar.,  ’31. 
(19:297.) 

Lewis,  Elizabeth  Foreman. 

♦Young  Fu  Tilts  with  a  Dragon. 
St.  Nich.  Aug.,  ’30.  (57  :774.) 
Lewis,  Janet. 

♦♦♦House.  Book.  (N.  Y.)  Sept., 
’30.  (72:56.) 

♦♦♦With  the  Spring.  T.  Q.  Jul.- 
Sept.,  ’30.  (3  :143.) 

Lewis,  Sinclair. 

♦Bongo.  Cos.  Sept.,  ’30.  (42.) 

♦Young  Man  Axelbrod.  (i?.)  Gol. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (25.) 

Lincoln,  Joseph  C. 

♦Castaway.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.) 

Nov.,  ’30.  (18.) 

Ling,  Princess  Der. 

♦Golden  Bells.  Hoi.  Sept.,  ’30. 

(6.) 

♦Golden  Phoenix.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.) 
Dec.,  '30.  (32.) 

♦Lustrous  Jade.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.) 
Feb.,  ’31.  (28.) 

Linney,  Ruth. 

♦Miss  Valeriana.  Ag.  Apr.,  ’31. 

(20.) 

London,  Jack. 

♦♦League  of  the  Old  Men.  (R.) 
Gol.  Mar.,  ’31.  (56.) 

Love,  Jane  Groome. 

♦Bamboo  Screen.  Ag.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(28.) 

Lull,  Roderick. 

♦Fidelity.  Pr.  S.  Winter,  ’31. 
(5:1.) 

Lynn,  Stephen  C. 

♦Prize  of  a  Silver  Fish.  Ag. 
Nov.,  ’30.  (9.) 

M 

McAlmon,  Robert. 

♦♦♦Green  Grow  the  Grasses.  Front. 

Feb.,  ’31.  (1  :97.) 
♦♦♦In-Between  Ladies.  Pagy.  Apr.- 
Jun.,  ’31.  (41.) 

♦♦♦Romance  at  Sea.  Pagy.  Sum¬ 
mer,  ’30.  (28.) 

McBride,  Edward  H. 

♦Johnny-Come-Lately.  Cath,  W. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (131:689.) 

McCabe,  Joseph  A. 

♦♦Sulky.  Scrip.  Apr.,  ’31.  (2: 

73.) 

McCoy,  Horace. 

***Sky-Horse.  S.  W.  Spring,  ’30. 
(15  :333.) 
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McHugh,  Vincent. 

♦♦♦Narragansett  Pier.  Book.  (N.Y.) 
Jul.,  ’30.  (71  :416.) 

McKenna,  Edward  L. 

♦Bachelor  Inspects  the  Future. 
Red  Bk.  Mar.,  ’31.  (96.) 
♦Bridge  v.  Bridge.  Ly.  Feb.  14, 
’31.  (56.) 

♦Facts  About  Avis.  Red  Bk. 
Jun,  ’30.  (64.) 

♦Flying  Birds.  Ly.  Jan.  17,  ’31. 
(58.) 

♦Gentlemen  Are  Reckless.  W.  H. 

C.  Jun.,  ’30.  (13.) 

♦Harp  from  Tin-Pan  Alley.  Ly. 

Sept.  27,  ’30.  (74.) 

♦In  Forty-eighth  Street.  W.  H.  C. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (10.) 

♦Inside  Dope  Concerning  Capt. 
Jean-Baptiste.  Ly.  Dec.  27, 
’30.  (53.) 

♦Knight  Errant.  Ly.  Mar.  7, 
’31.  (24.) 

♦Little  Touch  of  Will-Power.  Ly. 

Mar.  21,  ’31.  (42.) 

♦Louis  Has  a  Good  Night.  Ly. 
Jun.  7,  ’30.  (70.) 

Mangan,  Sherry. 

♦Thirteen.  Atl.  Jul.,  ’30.  (63.) 

March,  William. 

♦♦♦Fifteen  from  Company  K.  Mid. 

Nov.-Dee.,  ’30.  (16:331.) 

♦♦♦Miss  Daisy.  Pagy.  Apr.-Jun., 
’31.  (23.) 

***To  the  Rear.  Mid.  Mar.-Apr., 
’31.  (17:134.) 

Marini,  Myra. 

♦♦Like  Alabaster.  Pagy.  Summer, 
’30.  (64.) 

Marmur,  Jacland. 

♦♦Fidelity.  Sh.  St.  Feb.  25,  ’31. 
(39.) 

Marquand,  John  P. 

♦All  Play.  W.  H.  C.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(19.) 

♦♦Master  of  the  House.  S.  E.  P. 

Sept.  27,  ’30.  (16.) 
♦♦Obligations.  S.  E.  P.  Jul.  5, 
’30.  (8.) 

♦Rainbows.  S.  E.  P.  Dec.  20, 
’30.  (21.) 

♦♦Same  Things.  S.  E.  P.  Aug.  2, 
’30.  (8.) 

Marquis,  Don. 

♦♦Crack  of  Doom.  Col.  Sept.  6, 
’30.  (7.) 

♦No  Matter  What  They  Think. 
Col.  Feb.  7,  ’31.  (11.) 
♦O’Meara  at  Troy.  S.  E.  P. 
Jun.  21,  ’30.  (18.) 


♦♦♦Other  Room.  Harp.  M.  Oct., 
’30.  (161:575.) 

♦Other  Woman.  Col.  Dec.  13, 
’30.  (14.) 

Marshall,  Edison. 

♦Heart  of  Little  Shikara.  ( R .) 
Gol.  Feb.,  ’31.  (23.)  Mar.,  ’31. 
(86.) 

Mason,  Arthur. 

♦Wee  Men  of  Ballywooden.  Del. 
Aug.,  ’30.  (20.) 

Mason,  Grace  Sartwell. 

♦♦♦First  Stone.  ( R .)  Gol.  Aug., 
’30.  (44.) 

Mechen,  Kirke. 

♦♦Battle  Sonata.  N.  A.  Rev.  Jun., 
’30.  (229:727.) 

Mengler,  Stanley. 

♦Ty  Rusi  a  Svabi.  Pr.  S.  Win¬ 
ter,  ’31.  (5:60.) 

Merryman,  Mildred  Plew. 

♦Fraternity.  Com.  Jul.  30,  ’30. 
(12  :342.) 

♦♦Hot  Sand.  Earth.  Feb.,  ’31. 

(10.) 

♦♦Vacation.  Mid.  Jul.-Aug.,  ’30. 
(16:175.) 

Milburn,  George. 

♦Barber  Shop  Blues.  V.  F.  Jul., 
’30.  (38.) 

♦From  the  Oklahoma  Saga.  A. 
Merc.  Jun.,  ’30.  (20:185.) 

♦Hard  Old  Girl.  V.  F.  Mar., 
’31.  (69.) 

♦More  from  the  Oklahoma  Saga. 
A.  Merc.  Jul.,  ’30.  (20 : 

345.) 

♦♦Mrs.  Hopkins.  V.  F.  Feb.,  ’31. 
(47.) 

♦♦Muncy  Morgan.  V.  F.  Jan., 
’31.  (61.) 

♦Not  on  Speaking  Terms.  V.  F. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (67.) 

♦Nude  Waitress.  V.  F.  Oct.,  ’30. 

(68.) 

♦Oklahoma  Note  Book.  A.  Merc. 
Dec.,  ’30.  (21  :444.) 

♦♦♦Pretty  Cute  Little  Stunt.  A. 
Merc.  Feb.,  ’31.  (22:166.) 
♦Young  Man’s  Chance.  V.  F. 
May,  ’30.  (56.) 

Miller,  Alice  Duer. 

♦Last  Trolley.  L.  H.  J.  Sept., 
’30.  (18.) 

Miller,  Jil. 

♦“Of  Brigid.”  Strat.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(5.) 

Miller,  Laura. 

♦Alone  He  Built  It.  W.  H.  C. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (11.) 
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Mish,  Charlotte. 

♦♦♦Man  of  Importance.  Bre.  St. 
Nov.,  ’30.  (SO.) 

Mitchell,  S.  Weir. 

♦Dilemma.  ( R .)  Gol.  Tun.,  ’30. 
(33.) 

Montague,  Margaret  Prescott. 
♦♦♦England  to  America.  ( R .)  Gol. 
Nov.,  ’30.  (68.) 

Morgansmith,  Walter. 

♦Deponent  Sayeth  Not.  Scr. 
Oct.,  ’30.  (88  :385.) 

Morris,  Gouverneur. 

♦All  the  Evidence.  (N.)  Gol. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (32.) 

♦Back  There  in  the  Grass.  ( R .) 
Gol.  Jul.,  ’30.  (74.) 

Morrissey,  W.  P. 

♦And  Then  There  Was  James 
Peter.  P.  P.  May,  ’30.  (25.) 

Moses,  Kingsley. 

♦Lapping  of  Water.  N.  A.  Rev. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (230  :305.) 

Mosher,  John  Chapin. 

♦Thousand-Dollar  Bill.  N.  Y. 
Feb.  14,  ’31.  (26.) 

Mott,  Frank  Luther. 

♦♦♦Man  with  the  Good  Face.  ( R .) 
Gol.  May,  ’30.  (71.) 

Muilenburg,  Cornelius. 

♦♦♦Bribe.  Pr.  S.  Spring,  ’30. 
(4  :108.) 

Munro,  Graham. 

♦Real  Thing.  Atl.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(146  :178.) 

Munsterberg,  Margaret. 

♦Heat.  Strat.  May,  ’30.  (S.) 

N 

Nason,  Leonard  H. 

♦Alguacil’s  Wife.  S.  E.  P.  Sept. 
13,  ’30.  (12.) 

♦Covered  Stairs.  S.  E.  P.  Oct. 
18,  ’30.  (20.) 

♦Issue  of  Blankets.  S.  E.  P. 
Feb.  21,  ’31.  (8.) 

Nichols,  Laura  D. 

♦Prodigal.  Opp.  Dec.,  ’30. 
(8:364.) 

Norris,  Frank. 

♦♦♦Third  Circle.  (I?.)  Gol.  Jan., 
’31.  (46.) 

North,  Sterling. 

♦♦Mystic  Footstool  of  Nebuchad¬ 
nezzar.  Earth.  Mar.,  '31.  (7.) 

O 

O’Connor,  Jack. 

♦♦Bucolic  Wedding.  Mid.  Mar.- 
Apr.,  ’31.  (17:125.) 


O’Dell,  George  E. 

♦Divine  Service.  Stan.  Mar., 


♦One  Man’s  Heaven. 

Stan. 

Oct., 

’30.  (17:51.) 

♦Playbaby.  Stan. 

Dec., 

’30. 

(17:116.) 

♦♦Wrong  Man.  Stan. 

’31. 

Jan., 

(17:143.) 

O’Hara,  John. 

♦Divorce.  Apr.  11,  ’31.  (77.) 

♦Don’t  Let  It  Get  You.  N.  Y. 
May  10,  ’30.  (51.) 

♦Most  Likely  to  Succeed.  N.  Y. 
Jun.  7,  ’30.  (38.) 

♦New  Day.  N.  Y.  Aug.  23,  ’30. 
(38.) 

♦Paper  Drinking  Cups.  N.  Y. 
Jul.  26,  ’30.  (47.) 

Oldham,  Demma  Ray. 

♦Liza  Turns  the  Tide.  Piet.  R. 
Apr.,  ’31.  (12.) 

Olson,  Ted. 

♦♦Prelude  to  a  Picaresque  Novel. 
Frontier.  May,  ’30.  (10 : 

273.) 

♦♦To  View  the  Remains.  Frontier. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (11:257.) 

♦♦♦World  Beyond  the  Hills.  Fron¬ 
tier.  Nov., ’30.  (11:3.) 

Orbison,  Olive. 

♦Willow  Plate.  Hoi.  Aug.,  ’30. 

(6.) 

Orr,  Edith. 

♦Miss  Loop.  N.  A.  Rev.  May, 
’30.  (229 :607.) 

Osborne,  F.  M. 

♦Vinegar  Berries.  Mid.  Mar.- 
Apr., ’31.  (17:102.) 

P 

Panton,  MacBride. 

♦Whistling  Wind.  Hoi.  Jun., 
’30.  (10.) 

Parker,  Dorothy. 

♦♦♦Here  We  Are.  Cos.  Mar.,  '31. 
(32.) 

Parry,  Richard  Edward. 

♦Odessa  1923.  W.  H.  C.  Apr., 
’31.  (25.) 

Partridge,  Pauline. 

♦Happy  Princess.  Piet.  R.  Jul., 
’30.  (12.) 

Peel,  Doris. 

♦♦Miss  Tillson.  For.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(85  :244.) 

Perry,  Lawrence. 

♦Day  of  Memories.  L.  H.  J. 
May,  ’30.  (10.) 
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Peterkin,  Julia. 

♦♦Diamond  Ring.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.) 
Jun.,  ’30.  (28.) 

Petersen,  Elizabeth  Benneche. 
♦♦Applewood  Madness.  G.  H. 
(N.  Y.)  Nov.,  ’30.  (32.) 

♦♦♦West  Wind.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.) 
Sept.,  ’30.  (28.) 

Peterson,  Martin  S. 

♦♦Harvester.  Frontier.  Nov.,  ’30. 

(11  :20.) 

♦Smoland.  Frontier.  May,  ’30. 
(10:324.) 

Philpot,  Ada  S. 

♦♦♦Outing.  Mid.  Mar.- Apr.,  ’31. 
(17:148.) 

Poe,  Edgar  Allan. 

♦Man  That  Was  Used  Up.  ( R .) 
Gol.  Dec.,  ’30.  (51.) 

Poole,  Ernest. 

♦♦Knife  for  Her  Husband.  Atl. 

Oct.,  ’30.  (146:525.) 

♦♦“Mother  Everlasting.”  Atl. 

Sept.,  ’30.  (146:344.) 

♦Paper  Matches.  Harp.  B. 
(N.  Y.)  Aug.,  ’30.  (90.) 

Post,  Mary  Brinker. 

♦East  Sound  Girl.  Pr.  S.  Spring, 
’30.  (4:71.)  [(11:215.) 

♦♦♦Holiday.  Frontier.  Mar.,  ’31. 
Post,  Melville  Davisson. 

♦White  Patch.  Am.  Sept.,  ’30. 
(40.) 

Prescott,  R.  T. 

♦♦Twilight  of  Boyhood.  Pr.  S. 
Spring,  ’30.  (4  :94.) 

Purdy,  Charles  McMorris. 

♦♦Wednesday  Morning.  Harp.  B. 
(N.  Y.)  Sept.,  ’30.  (164.) 
Purdy,  Nina. 

♦Road.  Mid.  Sept.-Oct.,  ’30. 
(16:261.) 

R 

Rawlings,  Marjorie  Kinnan. 
♦♦Jacob’s  Ladder.  Scr.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(89:351.) 

Redding,  J.  Saunders. 

♦Delaware  Coon.  Transit.  Spring- 
Summer,  ’30.  (311.) 

Reed,  Allen. 

♦♦♦Rhodes  Scholar.  American  Ox¬ 
onian.  Jul.,  ’30.  (17  : 121 .) 

Reely,  Mary  Katharine. 

♦Pot  of  Bulbs.  Mid.  May- 
Jun.,  ’30.  (16:160.) 

Reznikoff,  Charles. 

♦In  the  Country.  Men.  J.  Nov.- 
Dee.,  ’30.  (19:185.) 

♦Passage-at-Arms.  Men.  J.  Oct., 
’30.  (19:63.) 


Rice,  Jennings. 

♦Echoes.  Transit.  Spring-Sum¬ 
mer,  ’30.  (288.) 

Ridley,  Florida  Ruffin. 

♦Two  Pairs  of  Gloves.  S.  E.  Q. 
Jun.,  ’30.  (28.) 

Robbin,  Edward. 

♦♦♦Foaling  Season.  Men.  J.  Oct., 
’30.  (19:27.) 

Robertson,  Morgan. 

♦Argonauts.  ( R .)  Gol.  Feb., 
’31.  (64.) 

Rushfeldt,  Elise  M. 

♦♦♦Coffin  for  Enoch.  Frontier. 
May,  ’30.  (10:291.) 

Ryan,  Stella. 

♦♦♦Eve  of  Departure.  Piet.  R. 
Jul.,  ’30.  (16.) 

♦Fighting  Blood.  W.  H.  C.  Feb¬ 

’S!.  (21.) 

♦♦♦Separate  and  Alone.  W.  H.  C. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (20.) 

Ryerson,  Florence,  and  Clements, 
Colin. 

♦Apple  Dan.  Wester.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(14.) 

♦♦Daft  Michael.  Strat.  Feb.,  ’31. 

(2.) 

♦♦Miss  Jezebel.  Strat.  Sept.,  ’30. 

♦♦Sea  Gypsy.  Strat.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(5.) 

♦Useless.  W.  W.  Oct.,  ’30.  (6.) 

S 

Salt,  Syd  S. 

♦♦It.  Transit.  Spring- Summer, 
’30.  (352.) 

Saltzman,  Eleanor. 

♦Tree  of  Life.  Pr.  S.  Summer, 
’30.  (4:147.) 

Sampson,  Charles. 

♦Grandma  Gingersnap.  A.  Merc. 
Feb.,  ’31.  (22:210.) 

Sandberg,  Correan. 

♦Spuds.  Ly.  Aug.  2,  ’30. 

(43.) 

Sanford,  Winifred. 

♦Luck.  A.  Merc.  Sept.,  ’30. 
(21:106.) 

♦♦Mr.  Carmichael’s  Room.  A. 
Merc.  Apr.,  ’31.  (22 :418.) 

Saroyan,  William. 

♦♦Escape  by  Steerage.  Frontier. 
May,  ’30.  (10:315.) 
Satterthwaite,  Alfred. 

♦Mountain  Stream.  Colour.  Jan¬ 
’S!.  (17.) 

Savage,  Courtney. 

♦Walls  of  Mellifont.  Colum. 
Aug.,  ’30.  (14.) 
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Jun.,  '30. 
'30.  (88 : 

May,  ’30. 
Cos.  Aug., 
Apr.- 


Schalk,  Gertrude. 

♦Saviour.  S.  E.  Q. 

(14.) 

Scott,  Evelyn. 

***  Lover.  Scr.  Oct., 

407.) 

Scoville,  Samuel. 

♦♦Preble  Piano.  Atl. 

(145  :676.) 

Seabrook,  W.  B. 

♦Witch’s  Vengeance. 

’30.  (86.) 

Seldes,  George. 

♦Someone  to  Hate.  T.  Q. 

Jun.,  ’30.  (2  :73 5.) 

Selfridge,  Vivian. 

♦Empty  Moon.  Ag.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(15.) 

♦House  of  Peace.  Ag.  Jan.,  ’31. 

(6.) 

Sheean,  Vincent. 

♦♦♦Violette.  Harp.  M.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(161  :287.) 

Sherman,  Richard. 

♦♦♦Boomerang.  For.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(84  :90.) 

Sholl,  Anna  McClure. 

♦♦Safety.  Cath.  W.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(131  :424.) 

Sigmund,  Jay  G. 

♦Devil  Box.  C.  R.  Aug.,  ’30. 
♦Man  Servant.  Tan.  Mar.,  ’31. 
(6:82.) 

♦Runaway.  Mid.  Sept.-Oct.,  30. 
(16:284.) 

Singmaster,  Elsie. 

♦♦Forger.  Piet.  R.  Apr.,  31. 

♦Mrs?  Barr.  L.  H.  J.  May,  ’30. 
(28.) 

♦Three  Things  They  Wanted. 
Del.  Jun.,  ’30.  (20.) 

Slade,  J.  J.  . 

♦♦Rancor.  Ag.  Jan.,  31.  (17.) 

Slesinger,  Tess. 

♦♦Friedman’s  Annie.  Men.  J. 

Mar.,  ’31.  (19  :242.) 

♦♦♦Young  Wife.  T.  Q.  Apr.-Jun., 
’31.  (3:698.) 

Smith,  Delos. 

♦Killed  by  Lindbergh. 

May,  ’30.  (6 :529.) 

Smith,  Edgar  Valentine. 
♦“Cock-a-Doodle-Dcwe  /” 

Jul.,  ’30.  (14.) 

Smith,  Gordon  Arthur. 

♦♦♦Ruin.  Harp.  M.  Jul., 

(161 :172.) 

Smith,  H.  M.  K.  _ 

*Lilies  of  Jade.  N,  A,  Rev. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (231 :205.) 


P.  T. 


Elks. 


'30. 


♦Silver  Lotus.  N.  A.  Rev.  Aug., 
’30.  (230:179.) 

Sokoloff,  Natalie  B. 

♦Boy.  B.  S.  N.  Oct.,  ’30.  (11.) 
Spalding,  George  M. 

♦Hill  Clearing.  Scrip.  Feb.,  ’31. 
(2:52.) 

Spalding,  Mattingly. 

♦What  She  Wanted  to  Do. 
Scrip.  Apr.,  ’31.  (2:87.) 

Spector,  Herman. 

♦Gold  Nuggets.  N.  Mass.  Sept., 
’30.  (6.) 

Sprietsma,  Henry  Cargill. 

♦Stowaway.  T.  Q.  Oct.-Dec., 
’30.  (3 :325.) 

Squier,  Phyrne. 

** Watchers.  Ag.  Dec.,  ’30.  (18.) 
Stait,  Virginia. 

♦Memsahib.  Westm.  Dec.,  ’30. 
(24.) 

♦Wild  Dogs.  Archive.  Oct.,  ’30. 
(5.) 

Stallings,  Laurence. 

♦♦Return  of  Pan.  Cos.  May,  ’30. 


(28.) 

Starrett,  Vincent. 

♦Fugitive.  (E.)  Gol.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(2L) 

Stearns,  Martha  Genung. 

♦♦♦What  I  Saw.  Cath.  W.  May, 
’30.  (131:138.) 

Steele,  Wilbur  Daniel. 

♦♦♦Blue  Murder.  (R.)  Gol.  Jun., 
’30.  (36.) 

♦Body  of  the  Crime.  L.  H.  J. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (12.) 

♦Can’t  Cross  Jordan  by  Myself. 

Piet.  R.  Aug.,  ’30.  (10.) 

♦♦Daughter  of  the  Soil.  Piet.  R. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (18.) 

♦♦Green  Vigil.  L.  H.  J.  Sept., 
’30.  (3.) 

♦♦Hills  of  Heaven.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.) 
Jan.,  ’31.  (20.) 

♦♦Light.  L.  H.  J.  Nov.,  ’30. 
(18.) 

♦Renegade.  L.  H.  J.  Feb.,  ’31. 

(8.) 

Stengelsen,  Albert. 

♦♦Neighbors.  Mid.  Mar  .-Apr.,  31. 
(17:83.) 

Stevens,  Elmira. 

♦♦Poetry  Is  Serious.  Transit. 
Spring- Summer,  ’30.  (337.) 
Stevens,  James.  , 

♦♦♦Great  Hunter  of  the  Woods. 
Frontier.  Jan.,  ’31.  (11 :129.) 

Stevenson,  Philip. 

♦♦♦Shepherd.  S.  W.  Autumn,  30. 
(16:65.) 
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Stewart,  Solon  K. 

***Con  tract  of  Corporal  Twing. 
(R.)  Gol.  Apr.,  ’31.  (34.) 
Stockton,  Frank  R. 

**His  Wife’s  Deceased  Sister, 
(f?.)  Gol.  May,  ’30.  (63.) 
♦♦♦Piece  of  Red  Calico,  (i?.)  Gol. 
Jan.,  ’31.  (58.) 

Storm,  Diana. 

♦♦Reward.  For.  Jul.,  ’30.  (84  :53.) 
Stribling,  T.  S. 

*Mogglesby.  Adv.  Jun.  1,  ’30. 
(60.) 

♦Nebo.  Adv.  May  1,  ’30. 

(92.) 

Summers,  Floyd  G. 

♦♦Home  from  Californy.  Mid. 
Sept.-Oct.,  ’30.  (16:277.) 
Surdez,  Georges. 

♦Taboo.  Adv.  Oct.  15,  ’30.  (71.) 
Sykes,  Gerald. 

♦♦♦Apology  for  My  Health.  H.  H. 
Summer,  ’30.  (3:504.) 

T 

Tarkington,  Booth. 

♦Old  Red  Barn.  Cos.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(34.) 

Tarleton,  Fiswoode. 

♦Hill  Magic.  Adv.  Feb.  1,  ’31. 
(47.) 

Taylor,  Katharine  Haviland. 

♦His  Folks.  Am.  Mar., ’31.  (31.) 
Terrell,  Upton. 

♦♦♦George  Slant.  Frontier.  Nov., 
’30.  (11  :48.) 

Thoma,  Richard. 

♦Death  Control.  Transit.  Spring- 
Summer,  ’30.  (330.) 

♦Death  Like  Sun.  T.  Q.  Oct.- 
Dec.,  ’30.  (3:372.) 

Thomas,  Elisabeth  Finley. 

♦Point  of  View.  Harp.  B.  (N.  Y.) 
Sept.,  ’30.  (88.) 

Thomas,  Joseph  F. 

♦They  Call  It  Life.  Cath.  W. 
May,  ’30.  (131:197.) 

Trites,  W.  B. 

♦♦♦Emerson  Bennett,  Author.  Cen. 
Spring,  ’30.  (120:211.) 

Turner,  Marjory  S. 

♦Next  to  Godliness.  Frontier. 
Jan.,  ’31.  (11:155.) 

Twain,  Mark. 

♦*♦£1,000,000  Bank-Note.  (R.) 
Gol.  Jul.,  ’30.  (30.) 

U 

Underwood,  John  E. 

♦♦In  Loving  Memory.  Pr.  S. 
Fall,  ’30.  (4  :206.) 


Upper,  Joseph. 

♦Friendship.  Ag.  Feb., ’31.  (16.) 
♦♦♦Misfit.  Ag.  Oct.,  ’30.  (5.) 

Upson,  William  Hazlett. 

♦Devil’s  Gulch.  S.  E.  P.  Nov. 
22,  ’30.  (14.) 

♦Horse  Play.  S.  E.  P.  Dec.  6, 
’30.  (10.) 

♦♦♦In  the  Enemy’s  Country.  S.  E.  P. 
Oct.  11,  ’30.  (8.) 

♦Leaning  Tower  of  Venice.  S.  E. 
P.  May  24,  ’30.  (8.) 

♦♦♦Model  House.  S.  E.  P.  Jan. 
10,  ’31.  (16.) 

♦New  Model.  S.  E.  P.  Aug.  23, 
’30.  (8.) 

♦Technical  Staff.  S.  E.  P.  Sept. 
6,  ’30.  (10.) 

♦♦We’re  Going  to  Ruin  the  Lower 
Classes.  S.  E.  P.  Jan.  24,  ’31. 
(18.) 

♦Working  on  the  Railroad.  S.  E. 
P.  Jun.  21,  ’30.  (16.) 

V 

Van  Wyck,  Eleanor. 

♦Dune’s  End.  Mid.  Jan.-Feb., 
’31.  (17:70.) 

Vogel,  Joseph. 

♦♦Birth.  Front.  Apr., ’31.  (1:263.) 
Vorse,  Mary  Heaton. 

♦♦Lady  with  the  Canaries.  Free. 
Apr.  15,  ’31.  (3:109.) 

♦♦♦Late  Afternoon.  Free.  Jan.  7, 
’31.  (2:398.) 

Voynow,  Romola  S. 

♦Wheel.  Tamb.  No.  8.  (23.) 

W 

Walker,  Ewing. 

♦Shanty-Boat  Man.  Hoi.  Jun., 
’30.  (5.) 

W  APT1  T  PA  T 

♦♦♦Threshing  Ring.  Mid.  Jul.-Aug., 
’30.  (16:151.) 

Ware,  Edmund. 

♦Vagabond.  Am.  Jan., ’31.  (36.) 
Watkins,  Mary  F. 

♦Love  Song  of  Bavaria.  Del. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (12.) 

Watson,  George  L. 

♦Fate.  Ag.  Apr.,  ’31.  (8.) 
Wenning,  T.  H. 

♦Samaritan.  N.  Y.  Aug.  16,  ’30. 
(41.) 

West,  Dorothy. 

♦♦Funeral.  S.  E.  Q.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(18.) 

Westcott,  Edward  Noyes. 

♦David  Harum  Buys  a  Horse. 
(R.)  Gol.  Aug.,  ’30.  (27.) 
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Whalen,  Jessamine  Burroughs. 

♦Sanctified.  Hoi.  Aug., '30.  (13.) 
Wharton,  Edith. 

♦♦♦Diagnosis.  L.  H.  J.  Nov.,  ’30. 

(8.) 

♦♦♦Pomegranate  Seed.  S.  E.  P. 
Apr.  25,  ’31.  (6.) 

Wharton,  James  B. 

♦Mortal  Man.  Scr.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(89  :1.) 

White,  Kenneth. 

♦♦♦Anna  from  the  Southland.  Pagy. 
Summer,  ’30.  (54.) 

White,  Nelia  Gardner. 

♦Wasteful  Lady.  Hoi.  Mar., ’31. 

(6.) 

White,  Stewart  Edward. 

♦Assiniboin.  S.  E.  P.  Apr.  4, 
’31.  (20.) 

♦Blackfeet.  S.  E.  P.  Mar.  28, 
’31.  (20.) 

♦Buffalo.  S.  E.  P.  Feb.  28,  ’31. 


S.  E.  P.  Dec. 


(20.) 

♦Grandmother. 

20,  ’30.  (8.) 

♦Indian  Country.  S.  E.  P.  Mar. 
14,  ’31.  (20.) 

♦Mountain  Man.  S.  E.  P.  Feb. 
7,  ’31.  (6.) 

♦Senorita.  S.  E.  P.  Mar.  7,  ’31. 


(22.) 

♦Statesman.  S.  E.  P.  Feb.  14, 
’31.  (20.) 

♦Trader.  S.  E.  P.  Feb.  21,  31. 


(18.) 

♦White  Buffalo.  S.  E.  P. 
21,  ’31.  (16.) 

Whitman,  Stephen  French. 
♦♦♦That  Famous  Love  Affair. 
Gol.  Jul.,  ’30.  (44.) 

Wiener,  Willard  L. 

♦Shyster.  V.  F.  May, 
(61.)  T 

Wilkinson,  Lupton  A. 

♦Sundown  Sings.  N.  A. 
Feb., ’31.  (231:107.) 


Mar. 

(tf.) 

’30. 


Rev. 


Williams,  Ben  Ames. 

♦Fog  Mull.  S.  E.  P.  Apr.  4,  ’31. 

(6.) 

♦Guesswork.  S.  E.  P.  Aug.  30, 
’30.  (12.) 

♦Lie  with  Circumstance.  S.  E.  P. 
Aug.  2,  ’30.  (35.) 

♦Wild  Calf.  S.  E.  P.  Jul.  19, 
’30.  (41.) 

Williams,  Henry  Meade. 

♦Man  of  Character.  Scr.  May, 
’30.  (87:528.) 

Willis,  Elizabeth. 

♦♦Lesby.  Scr.  Dec., ’30.  (88:571.) 
Wimberly,  Lowry  Charles. 
♦♦♦Apropos  of  Asses.  Harp.  M. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (162:472.) 

♦No  Motive.  A.  Merc.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(20  :236.) 

♦♦Tom  Hardy.  For.  Nov.,  ’30. 
(84:284.) 

♦♦♦White  Man’s  Town.  For.  Mar., 
’31.  (85:166.) 

Winslow,  Thyra  Samter. 

♦Her  Own  Room.  ( R. )  Gol. 
Jan.,  ’31.  (37.) 

♦Ida.  Piet.  R.  May,  ’30.  (22.) 
♦Matt.  Chic.  Trib.  Jun.  29,  ’30. 
♦Movies  in  the  Home.  N.  Y. 
Oct.  18,  ’30.  (56.) 

Wister,  Owen. 

♦♦♦Gift  Horse.  (R.)  Gol.  Aug., 
’30.  (52.) 

Wylie,  Philip. 

♦Darkness.  S.  E.  P.  Nov.  22, 
’30.  (12.) 

Y 

Yost,  Charles. 

♦Holiday.  Scr.  Jul., ’30.  (88:53.) 
Young,  Kathleen  Tankersley. 
♦♦♦Sad  End.  H.  H.  Jan.-Mar., ’31. 

(4  :256.) 

Young,  Stark. 

♦♦♦Land  of  Juan  de  Dios.  Scr. 
Jun.,  ’30.  (87  :666.) 


II.  Canadian  Authors 


B 


Barker,  C.  Hedley.  . 

^Haunted  Ship.  MacL.  Jul.  1, 
’30.  (14.) 

Barnard,  Leslie  Gordon. 

♦♦“Dig'  Dig!  Dig!”  Det.  May 
3,  ’30.  (105.) 

♦Exit  to  Music.  C.  H.  J.  Mar., 
’31.  (14.) 

♦Fane  and  Mary.  Can.  May, 
’30.  (4.) 

♦Illusion.  Can.  Jun.,  ’30.  (16.) 


♦♦Two  White  Men  in  Saraband. 
C.  H.  J.  May,  ’30.  (3.) 

Barrington,  E.  ..  ,  „  TT 

♦Lady  of  the  English.  G.  H. 

(N.  Y.)  Sept.,  ’30.  (32.) 

♦Little  Queen.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.) 
Jul., ’30.  (46.) 

♦Queen  of  Modesty.  L.  H.  J. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (10.) 

Beck,  Charles  L. 

♦Scar.  Tor.  Oct.  25-Nov.  1. 
’30. 
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Bird,  Will  R. 

*Beyond  the  Wire.  Col.  Apr. 
11,  ’31.  (14.) 

♦Goose  Love.  C.  H.  J.  Sept., 
’30.  (8.) 

♦Paid-Up  Member.  Col.  Jun.  14, 
’30.  (19.) 

♦Sixth  Son.  Can.  Jan.,  ’31. 

(6.) 

Bowman,  Louise  Morey. 

♦Blue  Thistle.  W.  H.  M.  Aug., 
’30.  (10.) 

C 

Callaghan,  Morley. 

♦♦Chiseller.  N.  Y.  Aug.  16,  ’30. 
4  (15-)  . 

♦♦♦Lady  in  a  Green  Dress.  Scr. 

Aug.,  ’30.  (88:173.) 

***' Young  Priest.  N.  Y.  Sept.  27, 
’30.  (24.) 

Campbell,  Grace  M. 

*Exit.  MacL.  Mar.  15.  ’31. 

(10.) 

“Carleton,  S.” 

♦♦Corduroy  Road.  (R.)  Gol.  Jan., 
’31.  (66.) 

Church,  Elizabeth. 

♦Flight  of  Birds.  Can.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(3.) 

Congdon,  Frederick  D. 

♦Coureur  de  Marigot.  Can.  Aug., 
’30.  (17.) 

Cunningham,  Louis  Arthur. 
♦Barter.  Tor.  Mar.  14,  ’31. 

D 

Dale,  Bonnycastle. 

♦Back  from  the  Dead.  Tor.  Oct. 
25,  ’30. 

Davie,  Richard. 

♦Peace  Drum.  Tor.  Jun.  7, 
’30. 

De  la  Roche,  Mazo. 

♦Broken  Fan.  Ly.  Jun.  14,  ’30. 
(24.) 

♦Quartette.  Ly.  May  10,  ’30. 
(48.) 

Dent,  W.  Redvers. 

♦Money  Medal.  MacL.  Feb.  IS, 
’31.  (14.) 

E 

Eustace,  C.  J. 

♦Halo  for  the  Butler.  C.  H.  J. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (3.) 

♦Life  or  Love.  MacL.  Jun.  1, 
’30.  (18.) 

Everson,  Ronald. 

♦Eastward  in  Eden.  Can.  Jun., 
’30.  (10.) 


F 

Farmer,  Bernard  J. 

♦Captain  Janin.  Can.  Feb.,  ’31. 

(12.) 

Field,  Arthur. 

♦♦♦Interrupted  Conversation.  Atl. 
Feb.,  ’31.  (147:216.) 

G 

Gery,  R.  V. 

♦Retreat.  Can.  Dec.,  ’30.  (10.) 

H 

Hale,  Joseph  Carroll. 

♦Cows  in  the  Corn.  Can.  Dec., 
’30.  (15.) 

Hanlon,  John. 

♦♦Cinderella-at-Seventy.  C.  H.  J. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (8.) 

Hohoff,  Tay. 

♦Longest  Day.  W.  H.  C.  Jul., 
’30.  (11.) 

I 

Innis,  Mary  Quayle. 

♦Gum  Drops.  Tor.  Mar.  21,  ’31. 
♦Old  Man.  C.  For.  Dec.,  ’30. 
(11  :94.) 

♦Recital.  C.  For.  Oct.,  ’30. 
(11  :14.) 

♦Tiger  Lilies.  Tor.  Dec.  6,  ’30. 

K 

Kennedy,  Leo. 

**We  All  Got  to  Die.  C.  For. 
Dec.,  ’30.  (11:99.) 

Kennedy,  Roderick  Stuart. 

♦Immaculate  Mr.  Smith.  Colum. 
Feb.,  ’31.  (12.) 

♦♦Paths  of  Glory.  Colum.  Jun., 
’30.  (10.) 

Knister,  Raymond. 

♦Plaster  on  the  Rooftree.  MacL. 
Mar.  15,  ’31.  (18.) 

♦Return  of  the  Nances.  Can. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (15.) 

L 

Le  Rossignol,  J.  E. 

♦Fought  with  Rod  and  Line. 

C.  N.  R.  Jun.,  ’30.  (10.) 

♦In  the  Mountain.  C.  H.  T.  Auk 
’30.  (3.) 

♦New  Days,  New  Ways.  Can. 
Jan.,  ’31.  (13.) 

♦One  Price.  Tor.  Oct.  18, 
’30. 

♦To  the  Plighest  Bidder.  C.  N  R 
Dec.,  ’30.  (10.) 

♦Young  Upstart.  Tor.  Jan.  3, 
’31. 
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Lea,  Constance  Nicholson. 

♦Fur  Coat.  Tor.  Mar.  7,  ’31. 
Lomer,  Mary  Lockhart. 

♦♦Immigrante.  C.  For.  May,  ’30. 
(10:281.) 

Loomis,  J.  Paul. 

♦Matter  of  a  Horse.  MacL. 
Dec.  1,  ’30.  (3.) 

Lugrin,  N.  De  Bertrand. 

♦Dare  of  Clarissa  Thane.  Can. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (4.) 

♦Hambletonian.  Can.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(4.) 

♦Inca’s  Bowl.  MacL.  May  IS, 
’30.  (8.) 

♦Purple  Eiderdown.  Can.  Jan., 
’31.  (3.) 


M 

McFarlane,  Leslie. 

♦Dignity  of  Pierre  Labonne.  Tor. 
Feb.  21,  ’31. 

♦Good  Cow  of  M.  Jolivet.  MacL. 
Jan.  15,  ’31.  (8.) 

MacKay,  L.  A. 

♦♦♦Three  Men.  C.  For.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(11  :257.) 

McNaught,  Eleanor  Sanderson. 
♦Lady  of  Shalott.  C.  For.  Aug., 
’30.  (10:403.) 

Montgomery,  L.  M. 

♦Mirror.  C.  H.  J.  Feb., ’31.  (8.) 
Moorhouse,  Hopkins. 

♦Lemon  Filling.  W.  H.  M.  Jun., 
’30.  (10.) 

Murtha,  Thomas. 

♦♦Crossed  with  Glory.  Can.  Nov., 
’30.  (IS.) 

♦♦Friend  of  the  Family.  Can. 
May,  ’30.  (15.) 


Paul,  L. 

♦♦Lonely  Furrows.  Can.  Apr., 
’31.  (16.) 

♦Sixty-Foot  Fall.  MacL.  Apr.  1, 
’31.  (12.) 

♦Solid  Sea.  Sh.  St.  Oct.  25, 
’30.  (163.) 

♦♦♦Two  Tickets  to  Vancouver. 
May,  ’30.  (11.) 

Phayre,  Ignatius. 

*Out  of  the  Depths.  W.  H.  M. 
Aug.,  ’30.  (14.) 

Pugsley,  Edmund  E. 

♦Too  Old.  W.  H.  M.  Jun.,  ’30. 

<9-> 

Raine,  Norman  Reilly. 

♦Thirty-five  Quid  a  Month.  S.  E. 
P.  Jan.  31,  ’31.  (10.) 


Ravenhill,  John. 

♦Sheik.  C.  For.  Feb.,  '31. 
(11  :175.) 

Redpath,  William. 

♦Widow’s  Cruise  in  Oil.  Tor. 
May  24,  ’30. 

Roberts,  Charles  G.  D. 

♦Fire.  MacL.  Mar.  1,  ’31.  (12.) 
Robinson,  Berton  E. 

♦Colin  MacNicol  and  the  Hell- 
Cat.  Tor.  Jul.  19,  ’30. 

♦How  the  Warlock  Won  the  Elec¬ 
tion.  Tor.  Oct.  4,  ’30. 

♦John  Archie  and  the  Barghaist. 

Tor.  Apr.  4,  ’31. 

♦Lodgin’  for  the  Night.  Tor. 
Oct.  25,  ’30. 

♦Speak  Soft  to  the  Deil.  Tor. 
Feb.  14,  ’31. 

♦Will  o’  Kenzie  McKenzie.  Tor. 
Feb.  28,  ’31. 

Ross,  F.  H. 

♦Silver  Bullet.  Tor.  Oct.  11, ’30. 
Ross,  Herbert. 

♦Finger  of  God.  Colum.  Apr., 
’31.  (12.) 

♦“Not  No  Dook.”  Tor.  Aug.  2, 
’30. 

S 

Salverson,  Laura  Goodman. 

♦Wind’s  Way.  Chat.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(13.) 

Sloman,  Fred. 

♦Poplar  Shadows.  Tor.  Feb.  7, 
’31. 

T 

Taylor,  Frances  Beatrice. 

♦Instead  of  the  Thorn.  Can. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (10.) 

Thomas,  Martha  Banning. 

♦♦Grammy.  MacL.  Mar.  1,  ’31. 
(3.) 

Tomkinson,  Grace. 

Relief.  Echoes.  Oct.,  30. 

(7.) 

Turngren,  Ellen  M. 

♦Fire  of  Life.  Can.  Feb.,  31. 
(3.) 

W 

Watt,  Frederick  B. 

♦Borealis.  Can.  Apr.,  31. 


(4.) 

♦I’s  Sooner  Kill  a  Man. 
Aug.  1,  ’30.  (6.) 

Wilson,  Anne  Elizabeth. 
♦Father  Sylvester’s  Rosary. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (5.) 
♦♦♦Miracle.  Scr.  Sept., 


MacL. 


Strat. 

'30. 


(88:287.) 

♦Mrs.  Gillespie’s  Easter.  Can. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (7.) 
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III.  British  and  Irish  Authors 


Arlen,  Michael. 

♦Portrait  of  a  Lady.  Harp.  B. 
Jul.,  ’30.  (71.) 

Aumonier,  Stacy. 

♦♦♦Funny  Man’s  Day.  (R.)  Gol. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (80.) 

Austin,  F.  Britten. 

♦At  Brigade  Headquarters.  L.  H. 
J.  Aug.,  ’30.  (3.) 

♦Attic  Floor.  L.  H.  J.  Apr., ’31. 
(22.) 

♦Danton  Laughs.  S.  E.  P.  Jul. 
19,  ’30.  (18.) 

♦Divine  Right  Comes  to  Trial. 
S.  E.  P.  Jul.  5,  ’30.  (18.) 

♦Dragon  Wakes.  S.  E.  P.  Oct. 
18,  ’30.  (26.) 

♦Evviva  Garibaldi !  S.  E.  P. 

Aug.  16,  ’30.  (39.) 

♦Gladiator  Revolts.  S.  E.  P. 

May  10,  ’30.  (24.) 

**God.  L.  H.  J.  Nov.,  ’30.  (14.) 
♦In  the  Workers’  Paradise.  S. 
E.  P.  Oct.  4,  ’30.  (33.) 

♦In  the  Year  of  Revolutions.  S. 
E.  P.  Jul.  26,  ’30.  (38.) 

♦In  Willow  Pattern.  S.  E,  P. 

May  24,  ’30.  (24.) 

♦Jacques  Bonhomme  Gets  Angry. 
S.  E.  P.  Jun.  14,  ’30.  (39.) 

♦Sainted  Witch.  Am.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(27.) 

♦“Vive  la  Commune !”  S.  E.  P. 

Sept.  13,  ’30.  (41.) 

♦World  Is  Red.  S.  E.  P.  Nov. 
8,  ’30.  (20.) 


B 

Bashford,  H.  H. 

♦Cauldron  Rock.  Ly.  Apr.  18, 
’31.  (20.) 

Beerbohm,  Max. 

♦♦♦Enoch  Soames.  (R.)  Gol.  Oct., 
’30.  (54.) 

Bennett,  Arnold. 

♦Baccarat.  Chic.  Trib.  Jun.  22, 
’30. 

Bennett,  Rolf. 

♦♦Ambergris.  MacL.  Dec.  15, ’30. 
(16.) 

♦♦Port  Watch.  MacL.  Mar.  1, 
’31.  (16.) 

Benson,  E.  F. 

♦♦James  Lamp.  W.  T.  May,  ’30. 
(15:829.) 

Benson,  Stella. 

♦♦♦Desert  Islander.  Harp.  M.  Jun., 
’30.  (161  :8.) 


Blackwood,  Algernon. 

♦♦♦First  Hate.  (R.)  Gol.  Feb., 
’31.  (38.) 

Burke,  Thomas. 

♦♦♦Beautiful  End.  V.  F.  Nov 
’30.  (49.) 

♦Little  Golden  Men.  V.  F.  Aug. 
’30.  (6.) 

♦Ministering  Angel.  V.  F.  Tun., 
’30.  (48.) 

♦Obscenity  of  Glamis  Flood. 
V.  F.  May,  ’30.  (72.) 

C 

Chesterton,  G.  K. 

♦♦♦Green  Man.  L.  H.  J.  Nov.,  ’30. 

(20.) 

Clifford,  Sir  Hugh. 

***Were-Tiger.  (tf.)  Gol.  Sept., 
’30.  (97.) 

Collins,  Dale. 

♦Happy  Ever  After.  Ly.  Sept. 
13,  ’30.  (26.) 

Coyle,  Kathleen. 

♦♦♦Limit.  T.  Q.  Apr.-Jun.,  ’30. 
(2  :705.) 

♦♦♦Vagrance.  T.  Q.  Mar.,  ’31. 
(3:463.) 

CUNNINGHAME  GRAHAM,  R.  B. 
♦♦♦Faith.  (/?.)  Gol.  Jan.,  ’31. 

Curd,  T.  W.  C. 

♦Strategy.  Cath.  W.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(131:267.) 


D 

Davies,  Rhys. 

♦♦♦Blodwen.  T.  Q.  Apr.-Jun., ’31. 
(3  :618.) 

Dawson,  Coningsby. 

♦Jesting  Pilate.  Del.  Apr.,  ’31. 

(12.) 

De  la  Mare,  Walter. 

♦♦♦Orgy.  Yale.  Jun., ’30.  (19:702.) 
Dearden,  Harold. 

♦They’re  Never  Too  Old  to  Love. 
Cos.  Jan.,  ’31.  (62.) 

Deeping,  Warwick. 

*01d  Fagus.  Hoi.  Jan., ’31.  (20.) 
Dickens,  Charles. 

♦♦♦Bagman’s  Story.  (R.)  Gol.  Jul., 
’30.  (86.) 

♦♦♦Child’s  Dream  of  a  Star.  (R ) 
W.  T.  Jun.,  ’30.  (16:135.) 
Doyle,  Sir  Arthur  Conan. 

♦Adventure  of  the  Speckled  Band. 

(R.)  Gol.  Dec.,  ’30.  (85.) 

♦End  of  Devil  Hawker.  S.  E.  P 
Aug.  23,  ’30.  (3.) 
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Doyle,  Sir  Arthur  Cohan.  (Cont.) 
♦Last  Resource.  Ly.  Aug.  16, 
’30.  (22.) 

Dunsany,  Lord. 

♦♦♦Charm  Against  Thirst.  Harp. 
B.  (N.  Y.)  Apr.,  ’31. 

(66.) 

♦♦♦Electric  King.  Harp.  M.  Aug., 
’30.  (161  :268.) 

♦♦♦Highwayman.  ( R .)  Gol.  Apr., 
’31.  (43.) 

♦♦♦Lost  Romance.  Harp.  M.  Apr., 
’31.  (162:607.) 

♦♦♦Mermaid’s  Husband.  Cos.  Oct., 
’30.  (26.) 

♦♦♦Queer  Island.  Harp.  M.  Sept., 
’30.  (161:396.) 

♦♦♦Showman.  Harp.  M.  Dec.,  ’30. 
(162:15.) 

♦♦♦Sultan’s  Pet.  Harp.  B.  (N.  Y.) 
Nov.,  ’30.  (97.) 


E 

Ertz,  Susan. 

♦♦♦You  Got  to  Live.  S.  E.  P.  Dec. 
27,  ’30.  (8.) 


B. 

’30. 

11, 


Farnol,  Jeffery. 

♦Flower  o’  Spring.  Harp. 

(N.  Y.)  Sept.,  ’30.  (66.) 

♦Hazard.  Col.  Jun.  28, 

(14.) 

♦Man  of  Destiny.  Col.  Oct. 

’30.  (12.) 

♦Tale  of  My  Grandfather.  House. 
Jun.,  ’30.  (1.) 

Fisher,  A.  E. 

** Metempsychosis  of  Mr.  Clark. 
Transit.  Spring-Summer,  ’30. 
(363.)  _ 

♦♦♦Night  at  Sligo’s.  Mid.  jan.- 
Feb.,  ’31.  (17:13.) 

Frere-Reeves,  A.  S. 

♦Chapter  and  a  Half.  1.  U- 
Mar.,  ’31.  (3:545.) 

Fyleman,  Rose.  . 

♦Goblin  That  Was  Turned  into  a 
Door  Knocker.  C.  H.  J.  May, 

♦Spider  Who  Went  Around  the 
World.  C.  H.  J.  Sept.,  30. 

(2°°  G 

Galsworthy,  John. 

♦♦♦Buckles  of  Superior  Dosset. 

Yale.  Sept.,  ’30.  (20:45.) 

♦♦♦Cry  of  Peacock.  Del.  May, 
’30.  (IS.) 

♦♦♦Juryman.  (N.)  Gol.  Sept.,  30. 
(34.) 


♦♦♦Nicholas  Rex.  Del.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(13.) 

♦♦♦Sands  of  Time.  Del.  Aug.,  ’30. 

(10.) 

♦♦♦Sorrows  of  Tweetyman.  Chic. 

Trib.  Aug.  24,  ’30. 

♦♦♦Timothy’s  Narrow  Squeak.  Del. 

Jun.,  ’30.  (10.) 

Garnett,  Richard. 

♦♦♦Elixir  of  Life.  (I?.)  Gol.  Jul., 
’30.  (114.) 

Garstin,  Crosbie. 

♦Laughing  One.  Del.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(14.) 

Gibbon,  Perceval. 

♦Man  Who  Remembered  His 
Wife.  Ly.  Dec.  6,  ’30.  (7.) 

♦Murderer.  (i?.)  Gol.  Dec., 
’30.  (42.) 

Gibbs,  A.  Hamilton. 

♦Sad  Troubador.  Cos.  Feb.,  ’31. 


(44.) 

Gibbs,  Sir  Philip. 

♦Emperor’s  Aide  de  Camp.  Del. 
Dec.,  ’30.  (8.) 

♦Fellow  Prisoners.  Ly.  Sept.  13, 
’30.  (7.) 

♦Secret  Friend.  Ly.  Jul.  5,  30. 
♦Venetian  Love  Story.  Cos.  Jul., 


’30.  (44.) 
♦Witch  Woman. 


Del.  Sept.,  ’30. 


(10.) 

Golding,  Louis. 

♦Amiable  Finklesteins.  J.  T.  Sept. 
19,  ’30.  (35.) 

Gossman,  Oliver. 

♦♦♦Penny  Whistle.  Sto.  Apr.- 
May,  ’31. 


H 

Hallack,  Cecily. 

♦Dewfall  in  Willow  Wood. 

W.  Oct.,  ’30.  (132:80.) 

Hemsted,  Edward  C.  L. 

♦♦Dawn.  Atl.  Apr.,  31. 

497.) 

Highet,  Gilbert. 

♦♦Ninety  Niggers.  T.  Q. 

Jun.,  ’31.  (3:669.) 

Hogan,  David. 

♦Escape.  Colum.  jan.,  31. 

♦Man  Who  Ran  Away.  Colum, 
Jun.,  ’30.  (16.) 

♦Pilgrim.  Colum,  Sept., 

(12.) 

♦♦Whirling  Leaves.  Colum. 

’31.  (5.) 

Hunt,  Violet. 

♦♦♦His  Widows.  (N.)  Gol. 

’30.  (25.) 


Cath. 


(147: 


Apr.- 


’30. 
Apr., 


Jul., 
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Huxley,  Aldous. 

***Sir  Hercules  and  Lady  Filo- 
mena.  (R.)  Gol.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(50.) 

J 

Jacobs,  W.  W. 

♦♦♦Changeling.  ( R .)  Gol.  Oct., 
’30.  (78.) 

K 

Kaye,  Louis. 

♦Bush  Camp.  N.  A.  Rev.  Aug., 
’30.  (230  :20 7.) 

Kaye-Smith,  Sheila. 
♦♦♦Mockbeggar.  (R.)  Gol.  Jul., 
’30.  (66.) 

Kipling,  Rudyard. 

♦♦♦Thy  Servant  a  Dog.  Ly.  Jun. 
7,  ’30.  (7.) 


♦♦♦Virtue.  Cos.  Feb.,  ’31.  (34.) 

Maxwell,  W.  B. 

♦Caretakers.  Chat.  Feb.,  ’31. 
(13.) 

Merrick,  Leonard. 

♦Bishop’s  Comedy.  ( R .)  Gol. 
Nov.,  ’30.  (59.) 

♦♦♦Infidelity  of  M.  Noulens.  (R.) 

Gol.  Mar.,  ’31.  (69.) 

♦♦♦Promenades  of  Monsieur  Poy. 
Cos.  Mar.,  ’31.  (64.) 

Metcalfe,  John. 

♦♦♦Spanish  Hat.  Scr.  Dec.,  ’30. 
(88:627.) 

Munro,  H.  H.  (“Saki”). 

♦♦♦Stalled  Ox.  (R.)  Gol.  Jun., 
’30.  (54.) 

♦♦♦Tobermory.  (/?.)  Gol.  Jan., 
’31.  (30.) 


Le  Gallienne,  Richard. 

♦Street  of  the  Old  Dream. 
Harp.  B.  (N.  Y.)  Jan.,  ’31. 
(92.) 

Locke,  William  J. 

♦Fickle  Goddess.  (R.)  Gol. 
Aug.,  ’30.  (30.) 

♦Snowflake  from  Picardy.  Cos. 
Jun.,  ’30.  (96.) 

Lover,  Samuel. 

♦♦Adventure  of  Barry  O’Reirdon. 
(R.)  Gol.  Apr.,  ’31.  (58.) 

M 

McLaren,  Jack. 

♦♦Diver  Went  Down.  MacL,  Feb. 
1,  ’31.  (10.) 

MacManus,  Seumas. 

♦Serpents  Can  Be  Fooled.  Colum. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (18.) 

Malloch,  G.  H. 

♦Nine  Pounds.  MacL.  Jul.  15, 
’30.  (16.) 

Mansfield,  Katherine. 

♦♦♦Cup  of  Tea.  (R.)  Gol.  Dec., 
’30.  (33.) 

Marshall,  Archibald. 

♦Detective.  (R.)  Gol.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(33.) 

Martyr,  Weston. 

♦Tour  of  Duty.  Adv.  Jun.  1, 
’30.  (99.) 

Maugham,  W.  Somerset. 

♦Ashenden,  the  British  Agent. 
(R.)  Gol.  Jan.,  ’31.  (78.) 

Feb.,  ’31.  (80.) 

♦♦♦Human  Element.  Cos.  Dec., 
’30.  (26.) 

♦♦♦Vessel  of  Wrath.  Cos.  Apr., 
’31.  (62.) 


Newton,  Douglas. 

♦Beware  the  Young  Lion.  Chic. 
Trib.  May  11,  ’30. 

♦Delilah’s  Daughter.  Chic.  Trib. 
Jul.  13,  ’30. 


O 

O’Connor,  Frank. 

♦♦Guests  of  the  Nation.  Atl.  Jan., 
’31.  (147:80.) 

O’Flaherty,  Liam. 

♦♦♦Lovers.  Harp.  M.  Apr.,  ’31. 
(162:528.) 

♦♦♦Selling  Pigs.  (R.)  Gol.  Sept., 
’30.  (54.) 

♦♦♦Spring  Sowing.  (R.)  Gol.  May, 
’30.  (36.) 

P 

Pier,  Florida. 

♦♦♦Bigger  and  Worse  Lies.  T.  0. 
Apr.-Jun.,  ’31.  (3:644.) 

Powys,  T.  F. 

♦♦♦Papered  Parlour.  T.  Q.  Jul.- 
Sept., ’30.  (3:156.) 

Priestley,  J.  B. 

♦♦♦That  Quarter.  T.  Q.  Apr.-Jun., 
’31.  (3:675.) 

S 

Sabatini,  Rafael. 

♦Expiation  of  Madame  de  Coule- 
vain.  Cos.  Sept.,  ’30. 
(66.) 

♦Gallows  Key.  Cos.  Aug.,  ’30. 

(68.) 

♦Gratitude  of  M.  de  Coulevain. 

Cos.  Oct.,  ’30.  (76.) 

♦King’s  Messenger.  Cos.  May, 
’30.  (44.) 
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Sabatini,  Rafael.  ( Cont .) 

♦Love  Story  of  Jeremy  Pitt.  Cos. 
Jun.,  ’30.  (60.) 

♦Ransom.  Cos.  Jul.,  ’30.  (66.) 

“Saki.”  See  Munro,  H.  H. 

Scott,  Sir  Walter. 

♦♦♦Wandering  Willie’s  Tale.  (R.) 
Gol.  Aug.,  ’30.  (74.) 

Squire,  J.  C. 

♦Unwritten  Story.  Harp.  M. 

Nov.,  ’30.  (161 :69 2.) 

Stern,  G.  R, 

♦Grand  Inquisitor.  L.  H.  J. 

Mar.,  ’31.  (21.) 

Stevenson,  Robert  Louis. 
♦♦♦Markheim.  ( R .)  Gol.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(23.) 

Strong,  L.  A.  G. 

♦♦♦Death  of  the  Gardener.  Book. 

(N.  Y.)  Mar.,  ’31.  (73  :22.) 
♦♦♦Departure.  Mis.  May,  ’30. 

(7.) 

♦♦♦Honeymoon  Couple.  For.  Feb., 
’31.  (85:110.) 

T 

Thorndike,  Russell. 

♦♦♦November  the  Thirteenth.  T.  Q. 
Mar., ’31.  (3:505.) 

Tooke,  Janet. 

♦Let  No  Man  Put  Asunder.  P.  T. 
May,  ’30.  (6:611.) 

Townend,  W. 

♦Brass  Hat.  S.  E.  P.  May  3, 
’30.  (16.) 

♦Drift.  Adv.  May  1,  ’30.  (114.) 
♦Hardcase  Harris.  Adv.  Aug.  1, 
’30.  (132.) 

♦Old  Bluenose.  S.  E.  P.  Oct.  4, 
’30.  (8.) 

♦Question  of  Courage.  N.  A.  Rev. 
Jun.,  ’30.  (229 :690.) 

W 

Wakefield,  H.  R. 

♦♦Mr.  Bellows,  the  Monkey  and  the 
Turtle.  Harp.  M.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(161  :139.) 

Walpole,  Hugh. 

♦♦♦Fanny  Close.  (R.)  Gol.  Aug., 
’30.  (68.) 


♦♦♦Green  Shining  Tree.  Harp.  B. 

(N.  Y.)  Aug.,  ’30.  (86.) 

♦♦♦Last  Trump.  Va.  Jul.,  ’30. 

(6  :400.) 

♦♦♦Lilac.  G.  H.  (N.  Y.)  May,  ’30. 
(80.) 

♦♦♦Spanish  Dusk.  Yale.  Sept.,  ’30. 
(20:157.) 

Walsh,  William  Thomas. 

♦Gold.  Cath.  W.  Aug.,  ’30. 

(231  :538.) 

Warner,  Oliver. 

♦On  the  Derelict.  Echoes.  Oct., 
’30.  (10.) 

Warner,  Sylvia  Townsend. 

♦♦♦Son.  Atl.  Feb.,  ’31.  (147: 

178.) 

Wetjen,  Albert  Richard. 

♦Error.  S.  E.  P.  Jan.  24,  ’31. 

(8.) 

♦Mate  Remarks.  Adv.  Aug.  15, 
’30.  (39.) 

♦On  the  Beach.  Col.  Aug.  23, 
’30.  (7.) 

♦Pride.  Adv.  Jul.  15,  ’30. 

(18.) 

♦Prince  of  England.  MacL.  Oct. 
15,  ’30.  (3.) 

♦There  Were  Giants.  S.  E.  P. 

May  3,  ’30.  (10.) 

♦While  the  World  Paused.  W. 
H.  C.  Nov.,  ’30.  (15.) 
Williamson,  Henry. 

♦♦♦Trapper’s  Mate.  (R.)  Gol.  Nov., 
’30.  (42.) 

Wilson,  Romer. 

♦♦♦Poor  Relation.  Sto.  Apr.-May, 
’31. 

♦♦♦Tender  Advice.  Pagy.  Jan.- 
Mar.,  ’31.  (2:82.) 

Wylie,  I.  A.  R. 

♦Ann,  Her  Sampler,  1931.  S.  E. 
P.  Apr.  25,  ’31.  (10.) 

♦Bands  Playing.  Del.  Feb.,  ’31. 

(10.) 

♦Kissing  Piccadilly.  L.  H.  J. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (14.) 

♦Spellbound.  S.  E.  P.  Mar.  14, 
’31.  (8.)  . 

♦Wrecker’s  Den.  Am.  Aug.,  30. 
(28.) 


IV.  Translations 


A 

Alarcon,  Pedro  De.  (Spanish.) 
♦♦♦Year  in  Exile.  (R).  Gol.  Nov., 
’30.  (81.) 

Andreyev,  Leonid.  (Russian.) 
♦♦♦On  the  Day  of  the  Crucifixion. 
(R.)  Gol.  Mar.,  ’31.  (39.) 


B 

Balint,  Georg.  (Hungarian.) 
♦♦♦Crime  of  Pessimism.  Sto.  Apr.- 
May,  ’31. 

Balzac,  Honore  de.  (French.) 
♦♦♦Elixir  of  Don  Juan.  (R.)  Gol. 
Sept.,  ’30.  (60.) 
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Balzac,  Honore  de.  ( Cont .) 
♦♦♦Facino  Cane’s  Lost  Treasure. 
( R .)  Gol.  Apr.,  ’31.  (80.) 

Bialik,  Chaim  Nachman.  {He¬ 
brew.) 

♦Making  the  Crooked  Straight. 
Men.  J.  Nov.-Dee., ’30.  (19:183.) 
♦Under  the  Spell  of  Martial 
Music.  J.  F.  Jan.,  ’31.  (14:14.) 
Bjornson,  Bjornstjerne.  {Norwe¬ 
gian.) 

♦♦♦Father.  {R.)  Gol.  Jul.,  ’30. 
(81.) 

Bontempelli,  Massimo.  {Italian.) 
♦♦♦Lady  of  the  Hennaed  Hair. 
T.  Q.  Apr.-Jun.,  ’30.  (2:585.) 

Boutet,  Frederic.  {French.) 

♦♦Force  of  Circumstance.  {R.) 
Gol.  Jul.,  ’30.  (41.) 

Brocchi,  Virgilio.  {Italian.} 

♦♦Inner  Voice.  Atlan.  Nov.,  ’30. 
(126.) 

Bunikiewicz,  Witold.  {Polish.) 
♦Sad  History  of  Heydasz  the 
Devil.  Pol.  Jan.,  ’31.  (19.) 

C 

Chekhov,  Anton.  {Russian.) 
♦♦♦Bet.  {R.)  Strat.  Apr.,  ’31. 

(S.) 

♦♦♦Naughty  Boy.  {R.)  Gol.  Apr., 
’31.  (56.) 

♦♦♦Safety  Match.  {R.)  Gol.  May, 
’30.  (40.) 

Cocteau,  Jean.  {French.) 

♦♦♦Over  the  Wire.  Atl.  Nov.,  ’30. 
(146:581.) 

Commisso,  Giovanni.  {Italian.) 
♦♦♦Home-Coming.  T.  Q.  Apr.- 
Jun.,  ’30.  (2 :675.) 


D 

Daudet,  Alphonse.  {French.) 
♦♦♦Tale  of  the  Pope’s  Mule.  {R.) 
Strat.  Nov.,  ’30.  (5.) 

Decsey,  Ernst.  {Austrian.) 

♦Great  Wheel.  Sto.  Apr.-May, 
’31. 


Deledda,  Grazia.  {Italian.) 
♦♦♦Assassin  of  the  Trees.  T.  Q. 
Apr.-Jun.,  ’30.  (2  :655.) 
Doeblin,  Alfred.  {German.) 
♦♦♦Berlin  Alexanderplatz.  Transit. 
Spring-Summer,  ’30.  (250.) 
Dumas,  fils,  Alexandre.  {French.) 
♦♦Pigeon  Prize.  {R.)  Gol.  Sept., 
’30.  (70.) 

Duvernois,  Henri.  {French.) 

♦Perfume.  Harp.  M.  Jan..  ’31. 
(162:160.) 


E 

Ehrenbourg,  Ilya.  {Russian.) 
♦♦Merry  Paolo.  T.  Q.  Jul.-Sept., 
’30.  (3 :37.) 

Ejsmond,  Julian.  {Polish.) 

♦Graduate  of  Smorgonie.  Pol. 
Jul.,  ’30.  (11:346.) 

♦Story  of  an  Oak.  Pol.  Aug., 
’30.  (11:471.) 

♦Strongest.  Pol.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(11:468.) 

♦Within  a  Red  Circle.  Pol.  May, 
’30.  (11:273.) 

Engstrom,  Albert.  {Swedish.) 
♦♦Artist  Life.  Scan.  Dec.,  ’30. 
(18  :763.) 

Erckmann-Chatrian.  {French.) 
♦Invisible  Eye.  {R.)  Gol.  Nov., 
’30.  (34.) 

G 

Garshin,  V.  M.  {Russian.) 
♦♦♦Signal.  {R.)  Gol.  Jun.,  ’30. 
(94.) 

Gorky,  Maxim.  {Russian.) 
♦♦♦Mother  Kemsky.  T.  Q.  Jul.- 
Sept.,  ’30.  (3 :20.) 

H 

Hedenstjerna,  Alfred.  {Swedish.) 
♦His  Life  Work.  Scan.  Apr., 
’31.  (19:229.) 

Hilditch,  Jacob.  ( Norwegian .) 
♦♦♦Lovisa.  Scan.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(18:483.) 

Hugo,  Victor.  {French.) 

♦♦♦Battling  a  Sea  Monster.  {R.) 
Gol.  Sept.,  ’30.  (29.) 

K 

Kaplan,  Joseph.  {German.) 

♦♦Chassid  at  the  Front.  Men.  J. 
May, ’30.  (18:457.) 

Kataev,  Valentine.  {Russian.) 
♦♦Music  Master  of  Moscow.  Cos. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (18.) 

Klaber,  Kurt.  {German.) 
♦♦♦Steerage.  T.  Q.  Oct.-Dec.,  ’30. 
(3  :280.) 

Kossowski,  Jerzy.  {Polish.) 

♦♦Return.  Pol.  Nov., ’30.  (11:666.) 

L 

Larsen,  Karl.  {Danish.) 

*“43.”  Scan.  Aug., ’30.  (18:479.) 
Lavrenyov,  Boris.  {Russian.) 
'"^^Forty-first  Man.  Cos.  Apr., ’31. 

Loria,  Arturo.  {Italian.) 

♦♦♦Falcon.  T.  Q.  Apr.-Jun.,  ’30. 
(2:572.) 
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M 

Mann,  Heinrich.  (German.) 
♦♦♦Felicitas.  T.  Q.  Oct.-Dec.,  ’30. 
(3  :239.) 

Mann,  Thomas.  (German.) 

♦♦♦Dina.  T.  Q.  Oct.-Dec.,  ’30. 
(3  :204.) 

Maupassant,  Guy  de.  (French.) 
***Coward.  (R.)  Gol,  Feb.,  ’31. 
(76.) 

♦♦♦Dowry.  (R.)  Gol.  Jan.,  31. 
(63.) 

♦♦♦On  the  River.  (R.)  W.  T. 
Feb.-Mar.,  ’31.  (17:274.) 

Maurois,  Andre.  (French.) 

♦♦Corinthian  Porch.  V.  F.  Mar., 
’31.  (43.) 

♦♦♦Weigher  of  Souls.  Scr.  Mar., 
’31.  (89:235.) 

Muhlgrabner,  Maria.  (Austrian.) 
♦♦♦Christa.  T.  Q.  Mar.,  ’31. 
(3  :442.) 

N 

Nexo,  Martin  Andersen.  (Danish.) 
♦♦♦Jacob’s  Wonderful  Cruise.  Scan. 
Aug.,  ’30.  (18:461.) 

Nodier,  Charles.  (French.) 
♦♦♦Nausicaa.  (R.)  Gol.  Feb.,  ’31. 
(30.)  p 

Pilniak,  Boris.  (Russian.) 

♦♦♦Fox  of  the  Gods.  Cos.  Mar., 
’31.  (20.) 

Polko,  Elsie.  (German.) 

♦♦Alessandro  Stradella — the  Singer. 
Atlan.  Aug.,  ’30.  (27.)  Sept., 
’30. 

Prishvin,  Mikhail.  (Russian.) 
♦Serpent.  T.  Q.  Jul.-Sept.,  ’30. 
(3:109.) 


R 

Rabelais,  Francois.  (French.) 
♦♦♦How  the  Roast  Goose  Vendor 
Was  Paid.  (R.)  Gol.  Jan.,  ’31. 
(29.) 

Remizov,  Alexei.  (Russian.) 
♦♦♦Bicou.  T.  Q.  Jul.-Sept.,  30. 


(3  :94.) 

Rilke,  Rainer  Maria.  (German.) 
♦♦♦Tale  of  the  Life  and  Love  of  the 
Cornet  Rilke.  Transit.  Spring- 
Summer,  ’30.  (344.) 


Saltikov,  Mikhail  E.  (Russian.) 


♦♦♦How  a  Muzhik  Fed  Two  Offi¬ 
cials.  (R.)  Gol.  Dec.,  ’30. 
(62.) 

Schickele,  Rene.  (German.) 
♦♦♦Angelica.  T.  Q.  Oct.-Dec.,  ’30. 
(3:260.) 

Sobol,  Andrei.  (Russian.) 

♦Cellar.  T.  Q.  Jul.-Sept.,  ’30. 
(3  :84.) 

Soderberg,  Hjalmar.  (Swedish.) 
♦♦♦Misconduct  Mark.  Scan.  Sept., 
’30.  (18:552.) 

Sologub,  Feodor.  (Russian.) 
♦♦♦Little  Tales.  T.  Q.  Jul.-Sept., 
’30.  (3:51.) 

Stiernstedt,  Marika.  (Swedish.) 
♦♦♦Turkish  Ring.  Scan.  Aug.,  ’30. 
(18  :467.) 

Svevo,  Italo.  (Italian.) 

♦♦♦Mother.  Atlan.  Oct.,  ’30.  (27.) 

T 

Tolstoy,  Count  Lyof  N.  (Rus¬ 
sian.) 

♦♦♦Easter  Time.  Ly.  Apr.  11,  ’31. 
(7.) 

♦♦♦Three  Questions.  (R.)  Gol. 
Aug.,  ’30.  (95.) 

♦♦♦Yellow  Saplings  by  the  Lake. 
Ly.  Dec.  13,  ’30.  (25.) 

U 

Ulitz,  Arnold.  (German.) 

♦♦Citadel.  T.  Q.  Mar.,  ’31. 
(3  :452.) 


W 

Waggerl,  K.  H.  (Austrian.) 
♦♦♦Tramps.  T.  Q.  Mar.,  ’31. 
(3  :426.) 

Weisenberg,  I.  M.  (Yiddish.) 

♦Poor  Youth.  Ref.  May,  ’30. 


(60.) 

Zamiatin,  Eugene.  (Russian.) 
♦♦Turning  of  Another  Worm.  Cos. 
Mar.,  ’31.  (22.) 

Zoshchenko,  M.  (Russian.) 
♦♦♦Dog.  T.  Q.  Jul.-Sept.,  30. 


(3:29.)  .  N 

Zozulya,  Efim.  (Russian.) 
♦♦♦Tales.  T.  Q.  Jul.-Sept., 
(3:63.)  . 

Zweig,  Arnold.  (Austrian.) 
♦♦♦Jerusalem  Delivered.  Men. 
May, ’30.  (18:410.) 


30. 


J. 
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